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PREFACE. 


The  Doubtful  Plays  of  Shakspeare  are  printed  with 
this  edition  of  his  undoubted  works,  because  the  mere 
fact  of  their  having  been  repeatedly  printed  as  his  pro- 
ductions entitles  them  to  popular  perpetuation,  and 
because  there  is  fair  presumption  that,  in  greater  or  less 
proportion,  several  of  them,  at  least,  actually  parsed 
through  his  hands. 

It  is  now  a  century  and  a  half  since  they  were  all 
published  together  as  his  compositions,  and  four  of  them 
had  been  separately  printed  with  his  name  in  his  life- 
time ;  and  for  a  still  longer  period  various  opinions  have 
been  entertained  about  them. 

The  decision  of  critics,  however,  on  a  point  so  long 
agitated,  should  not  satisfy  the  curious  and  intelligent 
reader  of  Shakspeare.  He  will  wish  to  see  with  his  own 
eyes,  and  to  decide  by  the  power  of  his  own  understand- 
ing; and  to  him  these  performances,  in  their  present 
form,  will  not  be  unacceptable.  Indeed,  considering 
them  merely  as  productions  of  writers  contemporary  with 
our  author,  they  may  be  perused  with  advantage ;  since, 
like  most  of  the  dramatic  compositions  of  that  time,  they 
may  serve  to  explaiu  his  phraseology,  and  illustrate  his 
allusions. 

The  text  employed  is  that  of  Johnson,  Steevens,  and 
Beid,  whose  notes  have  been  revised,  and  in  some  few 
instances    augmented,    by  the    present  Editor.     With 
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respect  to  the  poems,  up  to  the  appearance  of  the  text 
here  adopted, — that  of  Malone, — ^no  attempt  was  made  to 
separate  the  genuine  poetical  compositions  of  Shakspeare 
from  the  spurious  performances  with  which  they  had 
been  so  long  intermixed,  or  to  compare  them  with 
the  earliest  editions.  Shortly  after  his  death,  a  very 
incorrect  impression  of  his  poems  was  issued,  which  in 
every  subsequent  edition  had  been  implicitly  followed. 
In  Malone's  edition  they  were  faithfully  printed  from 
the  original  copies,  except  his  Venus  and  Adorns,  which 
the  Editor,  unable  to  procure  the  first  impression,  printed 
from  a  copy  of  that  poem  published  in  1600,  which  he 
carefully  collated  for  his  work. 
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PEEICLES,  PRINCE  OF  TYBE. 


Pebicles,  Prince  of  Tyre,  was  entered  on  the  Stationers' 
books  May  2, 1608,  by  Edward  Blount,  and  was  printed  in  the 
following  year,  by  Henry  Gk>s8on.  The-  text  of  this  play,  so 
printed,  is  oorruption  itself;  and  despite  the  infinite  pains  that 
have  since  been  bestowed  upon  it,  that  text  still  remains,  in  all 
probability,  far  from  accurate.  As  to  the  authorship  of  the  play, 
though  its  position  in  this  edition  of  Shakspeare  indicates  that 
the  parentage  has  been  doubted,  yet  the  balance  of  criticism 
appears  favourable  to  its  claim  upon  the  great  poet :  to  what 
extent,  is  another  question.  Aulus  Gellius  tells  us  that  several 
plays  are  ascribed  absolutely  to  Plautus,  which  he  merely  re- 
polished  and  retouched ;  and  this,  no  doubt,  was  the  case  with 
Shakspeare.  This,  at  all  events,  is  certain,  that  the  play  was 
extremely  successful  on  the  stage. 


PERICLES,  PRINCE  OF  TYRE. 


PERSONS  EEPBESENTED. 


ANTIOCHUS,  King  o/AnHoch, 
PERICLES,  Prince  of  T/fre. 

eIcanes,^^*  }  ^^  ^^*  ®-^  ^''*- 

SIMONIOES,  King  of  Pentapolia. 
CLEON,  Governor  of  Thartut. 
LYSIMACHUS,  Governor  of  Mity- 

lene. 
CERIMON,  a  Lord  ofEphesm. 
THALIARD,  a  Lord  of  Antioch, 
PHILEMON,  Servant  to  Cerimon. 
LEONINE,  Servant  to  IHonpza. 
MARSHAL. 

A  Pandbr,  andhisWira, 
BOULT,  their  Servant. 


60WER,  as  Chorut. 

The  Daughtkr  of  Antiochua. 
DIONYZA,  Wife  to  Cleon. 
THAISA,  Daughter  to  Simonidea. 
MARINA,  Daughter  to  Periclea  and 

That'aa. 
LYCHORIOA,  Nurse  to  Marina. 
DIANA. 


Lords,  Ladixs,  Knights,  Oek- 
TLEMKN,  Sailors,  Pirates, 
FisBBRMBN,  and  MbssbnoxrS/ 
&c. 


Scene.— Dispersedly  in  various  countries.* 


ACT  I. 

JEnter  QowEU. 
Before  the  Palace  of  Antioch, 

To  sin^  a  song  of  old  was  sung, 
Prom  ashes  ancient  Grower  is  come ; 
Assuming  man's  infirmities, 
To  glad  your  ear,  and  please  your  eyes. 
It  hath  been  sung  at  festival, 
OnEmber-eves.and  Holy  ale  if 
And  lords  and  ladies  of  their  lives 
Have  read  it  for  restoratives, 
'Purpose  to  make  men  glorious ; 
Ht  quo  antiquius,  eo  melius. 

*  Tliat  the  reader  may  know  through  how  many  regions  the  scene  of 
this  drama  is  dispersed,  it  is  necessary  to  observe,  that  Antioch  was  the 
metropolis  of  Syria ;  Tyre,  a  city  of  Phoenicia  in  Asia ;  Tarsus,  the  metro- 
polis of  C^cia,  a  coontry  of  Asia  Minor ;  Mitylene,  the  capital  of  Lesbos, 
an  island  in  the  JEgean  JSeaj  and  Ephesus,  the  capital  of  Ionia  a 
coanlary  of  the  Lesser  Asia. 

t  Whitsmitide,   &c. 

b2 
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If  vou,  bom  in  thc^e  latter  times, 

When  wit's  more  ripe,  accept  my  rhymes, 

And  that  to  hear  an  old  man  sing, 

May  to  your  wishes  pleasure  bring, 

I  life  would  wish,  and  that  I  might 

Waste  it  for  you,  like  taper-Ught — 

This  city  then^  Antioch  the  Great 

Built  up  for  his  chiefest  seat ; 

The  fairest  in  all  S^ria 

(1  tell  ^ou  what  mine  authors  say) : 

This  king  unto  him  took  a  pheere,* 

Who  died  and  left  a  female  heir, 

So  buxom,  blithe,  and  fair  of  face, 

As  heaven  had  lent  her  all  his  grace ; 

With  whom  the  father  liking  took. 

And  her  to  incest  did  provoke : 

Bad  father !  to  entice  liLs  own 

To  evil,  should  be  done  by  none. 

By  custom,  what  they  did  begiD, 

Was.  with  long  use,  account f  no  sin. 

The  beauty  of  this  sinful  dame 

Made  many  princes  thither  frame, 

To  seek  her  as  a  bed-fellow : 

In  marriage-pleasures  play-fellow, 

Which  to  prevent,  he  made  a  law 

(To  keep  her  still,  and  men  in  awe). 

That  whoso  ask'd  her  for  his  wife, 

His  riddle  told  not,  lost  his  life : 

So  for  her  many  a  wight  did  die. 

As  yon  grim  looks  do  testify. J 

What  now  ensues,  to  the  judgment  of  your  eye 

I  give,  my  cause  who  best  can  justify.  [i£n& 

SCENE  I. — Antioch.    A  Boom  in  the  Falcuse, 
Enter  Antiochus,  Pebicles,  and  Attendants, 

Ant.  Young  prince  of  Tyre,  you  have  at  large  received 
The  danger  of  the  task  you  undertake. 

Per.  I  have,  Antiochus,  and  with  a  soul 
Embolden'd  with  the  glory  of  her  praise. 
Think  death  no  hazard,  in  this  enterprise.  iMtme, 

Ant.  Bring  in  our  daughter,  clothed  like  a  bride, 
Por  the  embraoements  even  or  Jove  himself; 
At  whose  conception  (till  Lucina  reign'd). 
Nature  this  dowry  gave,  to  glad  her  presence 
The  senate-house  oiplanets  all  did  sit. 
To  knit  in  her  their  best  perfections. 

Enter  the  Daughteb  0/ Antiochus. 

Per.  See,  where  she  comes,  apparell'd  like  the  spring, 
Graces  her  subjects,  and  her  thoughts  the  king 

*  Wife,  partner.  t  Accounted. 

t  Pointing  to  the  palace  grate  at  Antioch,  on  which  the  heads  of  thesQ 
unfortanate  wights  were  fixed. 
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Of  every  virtue  gives  renown  to  men ! 

Her  face,  the  book  of  praises,  where  is  read 

Nothing  but  curious  pleasures,  as  from  thence 

Sorrow  were  ever  razed,  and  t«Bty  wrath 

Could  never  be  her  mila  cpmpamon.* 

Ye  gods  that  made  me  man,  and  sway  in  love 

That  have  inflamed  desire  in  my  breast. 

To  taste  the  fruit  of  yon  celestial  tree. 

Or  die  in  the  adventure,  be  my  helps, 

As  I  am  son  and  servant  to  your  wDl, 

To  compass  such  a  boundless  happiness ! 

Ani.  Prince  Pericles, — '- 

Fer,  That  would  be  son  to  great  Antiochus. 

Ant  Before  thee  stands  this  fair  Hesperides, 
With  golden  fruit,  but  dangerous  to  be  touchM ; 
For  death-like  dragons  here  affright  thee  hard : 
Her  face,  like  heaven,  enticeth  thee  to  view 
A  countless  glory,  which  desert  must  gain : 
And  which,  without  desert,  because  tmne  eye 
Presumes  to  reach,  all  thy  whole  heap  must  die. 
Yon  sometime  famous  pnnoes,  like  thyself. 
Drawn  by  report,  adventurous  by  desire, 
Tell  thee  witn  speechless  tongues,  and  semblance  pale. 
That,  without  covering,  save  yon  field  of  stars, 
They  here  stand  martyrs,  slain  in  Cupid's  wars ; 
And  with  dead  cheeks  advise  thee  to  desist, 
Por  going  on  death's  net,  whom  none  resist. 

Per.  Antiochus,  I  thank  thee,  who  hath  taught 
My  frail  mortality  to  know  itself. 
And  by  those  fearful  objects  to  prepare 
This  body,  like  to  them,  to  what  I  must : 
Por  death  remember'd,  should  be  like  a  mirror, 
Who  tells  us,  life 's  but  breath ;  to  trust  it,  error. 
I'll  make  my  will  then ;  and  as  sick  men  do. 
Who  know  the  world,  see  heaven,  but  feeling  woe, 
Gripe  not  at  earthly  joys,  as  erst  they  did ; 
So  I  bequeath  a  happy  -peace  to  you. 
And  all  good  men,  as  every  prince  should  do ; 
My  riches  to  the  earth  from  whence  they  came ; 
But  my  unspotted  fire  of  love  to  you. 

[  To  the  Daughter  of  Antiochits. 
Thus  ready  for  the  way  of  lire  or  death, 
I  wait  the  sharpest  blow,  Antiochus, 
Scorning  advice. 

Ant  Kioad  the  oonclusionf  then  ^ 
Which  read  and  not  expoundecL  'tis  decreed, 
As  these  before  thee  thou  thyself  shalt  bleed. 

Daugh.  In  all,  save  that,  mayst  thou  prove  prosperous ! 
In  all,  save  that,  I  wish  thee  happiness  1 

Per,  Like  a  bold  champion,  I  assume  the  lists, 

*  Companion  of  her  mildness.  t  Experiment,  riddle. 
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Nor  ask  advice  of  anv  other  thought 
But  faithfuhiess,  and  courage. 

[He  reads  the  Eiddle.] 

I  am  no  viper,  yet  I  feed 
On  mother »  jleth,  which  did  me  breed : 
I  sought  a  husband,  in  which  labour, 
I  found  that  kindness  in  a  father. 
Me  *s  father,  son,  and  husband  mUdy 
I  mother,  wife,  and  yet  his  child. 
How  they  may  be,  and  yet  in  two. 
As  you  wiU  live,  resolve  it  you. 

Sharp  physic  is  the  last  :*  but  O  you  powers ! 
That  give  heaven  countless  eyes  to  view  men's  acts, 
Why  cloud  they  not  their  sights  perpetually, 
If  this  be  true^  which  makes  me  pale  to  read  it  P 
Fair  glass  of  hght,  I  loved  you,  and  could  still, 

[Takes  hold  of  the  hand  of  the  Princess, 
Were  not  this  glorious  casket  stored  with  ill : 
But  I  must  tell  you,— now,  my  thoughts  revolt; 
For  he 's  no  man  on  whom  perfections  wait. 
That  knowing  sin  within,  wiU  touch  the  gate. 
You're  a  fair  viol,  and  your  sense  the  strings ; 
Who,  finger'd  to  maker  nian  his  lawful  music, 
Would  draw  heaven  down,  and  all  the  gods  to  hearken ; 
But.  being  pla/d  upon  before  your  time, 
Hell  only  danceth  at  so  harsh  a  chime : 
Grood  sooth,  I  care  not  for  you. 

Ant.  Prince  Pericles,  touch  not,  upon  thy  life, 
For  that's  an  article  within  our  law. 
As  dangerous  as  the  rest.    Your  time 's  expired ; 
Either  expound  now,  or  receive  your  sentence. 

JPer.  Great  king. 
Few  love  to  hear  the  sins  they  love  to  act ; 
'Twould  'braid  yourself  too  near  for  me  to  tell  it. 
Who  has  a  booK  of  all  that  monarchs  do. 
He's  more  secure  to  keep  it  shut,  than  shown ; 
For  vice  repeated,  is  like  the  wand'ring  wind. 
Blows  dust  in  others'  e^es,  to  spread  itself; 
And  yet  the  end  of  all  is  bought  thus  dear. 
The  breath  is  gone,  and  the  sore  eyes  see  clear : 
To  stop  the  air  would  hurt  them.    The  blind  mole  casts 
Copp'dt  hills  towards  heaven,  to  tell,  the  earth  is  wrong'd 
By  man's  oppression ;  and  the  poor  worm  doth  die  for't. 
Kings  are  earth's  gods :  in  vice  their  law 's  their  will ; 
And  if  Jove  stray,  who  dares  say,  Jove  doth  ill  ? 
It  is  enough  you  know ;  and  it  is  fit, 
What  being  more  known  grows  worse,  to  smother  it. 
All  love  the  womb  that  their  first  beings  bred. 
Then  give  my  tongue  like  leave  to  love  my  h^id. 

•  I.  e.  the  last  line.  f  (For).  t  Conical. 
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Ant  Heaven,  that  I  had  thy  head !    He  has  found  the  mean- 
ing;— 
But  I  will  gloze*  with  him.  [Aside."]  Young  prince  of  Tyre, 
Though  by  the  tenour  of  our  strict  edict, 
Your  exposition  misinterpreting, 
We  might  proceed  to  cancel  of  :^our  days ; 
Yet  hope,  succeeding  from  so  fair  a  tree 
As  your  fair  self,  dotn  tune  us  otherwise : 
Forty  days  longer  we  do  respite  you; 
If  by  which  time  our  secret  De  undone. 
This  mercy  shows,  we'll  joy  in  such  a  son : 
And  until  then,  your  entertain  shall  be. 
As  doth  befit  our  honour,  and  your  worth. 

[Exeunt  Antioghus,  his  Dauohteb,  and  Attendants. 

Per.  How  courtesy  would  seem  to  cover  sin ! 
When  what  is  done  is  like  a  hyx)ocrite, 
The  which  is  good  in  nothing  but  in  sight. 
If  it  be  true  that  I  interpret  false, 
Then  were  it  certain,  you  were  not  so  bad. 
As  with  foul  incest  to  abuse  your  soul ; 
Where  now  you're  both  a  father  and  a  son. 
By  your  untimely  claspings  with  your  child 
(Which  pleasure  fits  a  nusband,  not  a  father) ; 
And  she  an  eater  of  her  mothers  flesh. 
By  the  defiling  of  her  parent's  bed ; 
And  both  like  serpents  are,  who  though  fed 
On  sweetest  flowers,  yet  they  poison  breed. 
Antioch,  farewell !  for  wisdom  sees,  those  men 
Blush  not  in  actions  blacker  than  the  nighl^ 
Will  shun  no  course  to  keep  them  from  the  light. 
One  sin,  I  know,  another  doth  provoke : 
Murder 's  as  near  to  lust  as  flame  to  smoke. 
Poison  and  treason  are  the  hands  of  sin. 
Ay,  and  the  targets,  to  put  off  the  shame : 
Then,  lest  my  life  be  cropp'd  to  keep  you  clear. 
By  flight  I'll  shun  the  danger  which  I  fear.  [Exit. 

JRe-ewter  Antiochus. 

Ant.  He  hath  found  the  meaning,  for  the  which  we  mean 
To  have  his  head. 

He  must  not  live  to  trumpet  forth  my  infamy. 
Nor  tell  the  world,  Antiochus  doth  sin 
In  such  a  loathed  manner : 
And  therefore  instantly  this  prince  must  die; 
For  by  his  fall  my  honour  must  keep  high. 
Who  attends  on  us  there  ? 

Enter  Thaliabd. 

That.  Both  your  highness  call  ? 
Ant.  Thaliard,  you're  of  our  chamber,  and  our  mind 
Partakes  her  private  actions  to  your  secrecy; 

•  Flatter. 
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And  for  your  faithfulness  we  will  advance  you. 
Thaliard,  behold,  here'spoison, and  here's  gold ; 
We  hate  the  prinoe  of  Tyre,  and  thou  must  kill  him ; 
It  fits  thee  not  to  ask  the  reason  why, 
Because  we  bid  it.    Say,  is  it  done  ? 

Thai  My  lord, 
'Tis  done. 

Snier  a  MsssENGBB. 

Ant.  Enough; 
Lest  your  breath  oool  yourself,  tellins  your  haste. 

Mess.  My  lord,  Prinoe  Pericles  is  fled.        \_ExU  MsssBxaBR. 

Ant.  As  thou 
Wilt  live,  fly  after :  and.  as  an  arrow,  shot 
Prom  a  well-experienced  archer,  hits  the  marki 
His  eye  doth  level  at,  so  ne'er  return. 
Unless  thou  say.  Prince  Pericles  is  dead. 

Thai  My  lord,  if  I 
Can  get  him  once  within  my  pistol's  length, 
I'll  make  him  sure :  so  farewell  to  your  nignness  \_SxU. 

Ant.  Thaliard,  adieu  !  till  Pericles  be  dead. 
My  heart  can  lend  no  succour  to  my  head.  [ExU. 

SCENE  II.— Tyre.    A  Boom  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Pbbicles,  HBLlCAiniS,  and  other  Lords. 

Per.  Let  none  disturb  us :  why  this  charge  of  thoughts  ? 
The  sad  companion,  dull-eyed  melancholy. 
By  me  so  used  a  ^est  is.  not  an  hour. 
In  the  dav's  elonous  walk,  or  peaceful  night 
(The  tomb  where  grief  should  sleep),  can  creed  me  quiet ! 
Here  pleasures  court  mine  eyes,  and  mine  eyes  shun  them, 
And  da.nger,  which  I  fear'd,  is  at  Antioch, 
Whose  arm  seems  far  too  snort  to  hit  me  here : 
Yet  neither  pleasure's  art  can  joy  my  spirits, 
Nor  yet  the  other's  distance  comfort  me. 
Then  it  ys  thus :  the  passions  of  the  mind, 
G^iat  have  their  first  conception  by  miss-dread. 
Have  after-nourishment  and  life  by  care ; 
And  what  was  first  but  fear  what  might  be  done, 
Grows  elder  now,  and  cares*  it  be  not  done. 
And  so  with  me ; — ^the  great  Antiochus 
('Gainst  whom  I  am  too  little  to  contend, 
Since  he's  so  great,  can  make  his  will  his  act) 
Will  think  me  spcKaking,  though  I  swear  to  silence ; 
Nor  boots  it  me  to  say,  l  honour  him, 
If  he  suspect  I  may  (ushonour  him : 
And  what  may  make  him  blush  in  being  known, 
He'll  stop  the  course  bv  which  it  might  be  known ; 
With  hostile  forces  he'll  o'erspread  the  land, 
And  with  the  ostent  of  war  will  look  so  huge. 
Amazement  shall  drive  courage  from  the  state ; 

♦  Takes  care. 
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Our  men  be  vanquish'd,  ere  they  do  resist, 

And  subjects  punish'd,  that  ne*er  thoueht  offence : 

Which  care  of  them,  not  pity  of  myself 

(Who  am  no  more  but  as  the  tops  of  trees. 

Which  fence  the  roots  they  grow  by,  and  defend  them), 

Makes  both  my  body  pineu  and  soul  to  languish. 

And  punish  tla&t  before,  tnat  he  would  punish. 

1  Lord.  Joy  and  all  comfort  in  your  sacred  breast ! 

2  Lord.  And  keep  your  mind  till  you  return  to  us, 
Peaoeftil  and  comfortable ! 

ffel.  Peace,  peace,  iny  lords,  and  give  experience  tongue. 
They  do  abuse  the  king,  that  natter  him : 
For  flattery  is  the  bellows  blows  up  sin ; 
G^ie  thing  the  which  is  flatter'd,  but  a  spark. 
To  which  that  breath  ^ves  heat  and  stronger  glowing ; 
Whereas  reproof,  obedient,  and  in  order, 
Pits  kin^  as  they  are  men,  for  they  may  err. 
When  signior  Sooth  here  does  proclaim  a  peace, 
He  flatters  you,  makes  war  upon  your  life : 
Prince,  pardon  me,  or  strike  me,  if  you  please ; 
I  cannot  be  much  lower  than  my  knees. 

Per.  All  leave  us  else ;  but  let  your  cares  o'erlook 
What  shipping  and  what  lading 's  in  our  haven, 
And -then  return  to  us.  [Sxeunt  Lobds.]    Helicanus,  thou 
Hast  moved  us :  what  seest  thou  in  our  looks  P 

Siel.  An  angry  brow,  dread  lord. 

Per.  If  there  be  such  a  dart  in  princes'  frowns  ? 
How  durst  thv  tongue  move  anger  to  our  fioce  ? 

ffel.  How  dare  tne  plants  Iook  up  to  heaven  from  whence 
They  have  their  nourishment  ? 

Per.  Thou  knoVst  I  have  power 
To  take  thy  life. 

Hel.  [kneeling^.  I  have  ground  the  axe  myself; 
Do  you  out  strflce  the  blow. 

Per.  Bise,  pr'y  thee  rise ; 
Sit  down,  sit  down ;  thou  art  no  flatterer ; 
I  thank  thee  for  it ;  and  high  heaven  forbicL 
That  kin^  should  let  their  ears  hear  their  faults  hid ! 
Pit  councillor,  and  servant  for  a  prince. 
Who  by  thy  wisdom  makest  a  pnnce  tny  servant, 
What  wouldst  thou  have  me  do  P 

Mel.  With  patience  bear 
Such  griefs  as  you  do  lay  upon  yourself. 

Per.  Thou  speak'st  like  a  physician,  Helicanus : 
Who  minister'st  a  potion  unto  me. 
That  thou  wouldst  tremble  to  receive  thyself. 
Attend  me  then :  I  went  to  Antioch, 
Where,  as  thou  knoVst,  against  the  face  of  death, 
I  sougnt  the  purchase  of  a  glorious  beauty. 
Prom  whence  an  issue  I  might  propagate. 
Bring  arms  to  princes,  and  to  subjects  joys. 
Her  face  was  to  mine  eye  beyond,  all  wonder ; 
The  rest  (hark  in  thine  ear),  as  black  as  inoest; 
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Whiofa,  by  m7  knowledge  found,  the  nnful  hther 

Seem'd  not  to  strike,  but  nnoothe :  but  tbou  know'st  Uiit, 

Tis  time  to  fear,  when  tyrants  aeetn  to  kira. 

Which  fear  so  grew  in  me,  I  hiliiar  fled, 

tinder  the  covering  of  a  uareful  night. 

Who  leem'd  my  Rood  protector ;  uid  being  here, 

Bethouiht  me  what  was  put,  wuM  might  sucoeed. 

I  knew  bim  (ynmnoiu ;  end  tynnts'  fears 

Becresse  not,  but  aow  faster  iban  their  rears ; 

And  should  he  doubt  it  (as  no  doubt  he  ootli). 

That  I  ehould  open  to  the  lieteniag  air. 

How  manf  worthy  ptinoee*  bloods  were  abed, 

To  keep  his  bed  o(  blackness  unlaid  ope,— 

To  lap  thai  doubt,  he'll  fill  this  land  wiui  arms, 

And  m^e  pretence  of  wroog  that  1  have  done  him ; 

When  all,  for  mine,  if  I  may  callt  offenoe, 

MuBt  feel  war's  blow,  who  spares  not  innocence : 

Which  love  to  all  (of  which  thyself  art  one. 

Who  now  reprov'at  me  for  it) 

Mel.  Alas,  Sir ! 

Fer.  Drew  sleep  out  of  mine  ijfB,  blood  ttom  my  oheeks, 
tUus'mga  into  my  mind,  a  thousand  dnubts 
How  1  might  stop  this  1«mpeat,  ere  it  came; 
AdA  finding  little  comfort  to  relieve  Ihem, 
I  thought  it  princely  utuirity  to  Brieve  them. 

ffet.  Well,  my  iord,  since  you  hnve  pven  me  leave  to  q)ea^ 
Freely  I'll  speak.    Antioehui  you  fear. 
And  justly  too,  I  think,  you  fear  the  tyrant. 
Who  either  by  public  war,  or  private  treason. 
Will  take  aw^  your  lil^. 
Therefore,  my  lord,  go  travel  for  a  while. 
Till  that  his  rage  and  anger  be  forgot. 
Or  destinies  do  out  hie  thread  of  hfe. 
Tour  rule  direct  to  any ;  if  to  me. 
"  >t  light  more  faithful  than  I'll  be. 

.   lot  doubt  thy  faith; 
But  should  he  vrrong  my  liberties  in  abeenoa— 

Mel.  We'U  mingle  bloods  together  in  the  earth, 
From  whence  we  had  our  being  and  our  birth. 

Per.  Tyre,  I  now  look  from  thee  then,  and  t<  ' 
Intend  my  travel,  where  111  hear  from  thee ; 


"^^ 


Per.  Tyre,  1  now  look  from  thee  then,  and  to  Thsrsus 
Intend  my  travel,  where  111  hoar  from  tl« " 
And  by  whose  letters  I'll  dispose  myself. 
The  care  I  had  and  have  of  subjecte'  good. 
On  thee  I  lay,  whose  wisdom's  strength  can  bear  it. 
Ill  take  thy  word  for  faith,  oot  ssk  t^hine  oath ; 
Who  shuns  not  to  break  one,  will  sure  crack  both : 
But  in  our  orbs"  we'll  Hve  so  round  and  safe, 
That  IJme  of  both  this  truth  shall  ne'er  convmce.t 
Thou  shovv'dst  a  subject's  shine,  I  a  true  prince. 
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SCJENU  IIL—Tyre,    An  AtUe-chamber  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Thaliabd. 

Thai.  So.  this  is  Tyre,  and  this  is  the  court  Here  must  I 
kill  king  Fericles  ;  and  if  I  do  not,  I  am  sure  to  be  hanged  at 
home :  'tis  dangerous. — ^Well,  I  perceive  he  was  a  wise  lellow. 
and  had  good  discretion,  that  being  bid  to  ask  what  he  would 
of  the  king,  desired  he,  might  know  none  of  his  secrets.  Now 
do  I  see  he  had  some  reason  for  it :  for  if  a  king  bid  a  man  be  a 
yillain,  he  is  bound  by  the  indenture  of  his  oath  to  be  one. — 
Hush,  here  come  the  lords  of  Tyre. 

Enter  Helicakus,  Escanes,  wnd  other  Lords, 

Hel.  You  shall  not  need,  my  fellow-peers  of  Tyre, 
Further  to  question  of  your  lung's  departure. 
His  seal'd  commission,  lefk  in  trust  with  me. 
Doth  speak  sufficiently,  he's  gone  to  travel. 

Thai.  How.  the  king  gone !  lAside, 

Hel.  If  further  yet  you  will  be  satisfied. 
Why,  as  it  were  unlicensed  of  your  loves. 
He  would  depart.  Til  give  some  light  unto  you. 
Being  at  Antioch 

Thai.  What  from  Antioch  ?  [Atide, 

Hel.  Soyal  Antiochus  (on  what  cause  I  know  not) 
Took  some  displeasure  at  him ;  at  least  he  judged  so : 
And  doubting  lest  that  he  haderr'd  or  sinn'd. 
To  show  his  sorrow,  would  correct  himself;      ^ 
So  j)ut8  himself  unto  the  shipman's  toil. 
With  whom  each  minute  threatens  life  or  death. 

ThaL  Well,  I  perceive  [Atide, 

I  shall  not  be  hang'd  now,  although  I  would ; 
But  since  he's  gone,  the  king  it  sure  must  please, 
He  scaped  the  land,  to  perish  on  the  seas, — 
But  111  present  me.    Peace  to  the  lords  of  Tyre ! 

Hel.  Lord  Thaliard  from  Antiochus  is  welcome. 

Thai.  Prom  him  I  come 
With  message  unto  princely  Pericles ; 
But,  since  my  landing,  as  I  have  understood, 
Your  lord  has  took  himself  to  unknown  travels, 
My  message  must  return  from  whence  it  came. 

Hel.  We  have  no  reason  to  desire  it,  since 
Commended  to  our  master,  not*to  us : 
Yet.  ere  you  shall  depart,  this  we  desirer- 
As  mends  to  Antioch,  we  may  feast  in  Tyre.  [JSxeunt, 

SCENE  IV. — TharstLS.    A  Room  in  the  Governor's  House. 
Enter  Cleon,  Dionyza,  and  Attendants. 

Cle.  My  Dionyza,  shall  we  rest  us  here  ? 
And  by  relating  tales  of  others'  griefs, 
See  if  twill  teach  us  to  forget  our  own  ? 

IHo.  That  were  to  blow  at  fire  in  hope  to  quenoh  it*. 
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Por  who  digs  hills  hecause  they  do  aspire, 
Throws  down  one  mountain,  to  cast  up  a  higher. 
O  my  distressed  lord,  even  such  our  griefs ; 
Here  they're  but  felt^  and  seen  with  mistful  ejres, 
But  like  to  groves,  being  topp'd,  they  hig^r  rise. 

Cle.  O  Dionyza^ 
Who  wanteth  food,  and  will  not  sav  he  wants  it, 
Or  can  conceal  his  hunger,  till  he  fiimish  ? 
Our  tongues  and  sorrows  do  sound  deep  our  woes 
Into  the  air;  our  eyes  do  weep,  till  lungs 
Petch  breath  that  mav  proclaim  them  louder:  that 
If  heaven  slumber,  while  their  creatures  want. 
They  may  awake  their  helps  to  comfort  them. 
Ill  then  discourse  our  woes,  felt  several  years. 
And  wanting  breath  to  speak,  help  me  with  tears. 

Dio.  Ill  do  my  best,  Sir. 

Cle.  This  Tharsus,  o'er  which  I  have  government 
(A  city,  on  whom  plenty  held  full  hand), 
For  riches,  strew'a  herself  even  in  the  streets ; 
Whose  towers  bore  heads  so  high,  they  kiss'd  the  clouds, 
And  strangers  ne'er  beheld,  but  wonder'd  at ; 
Whose  men  and  dames  so  jetted*  and  adom'd. 
Like  one  another's  glass  to  trim    them  by : 
Their  tables  were  stored  full,  to  glad  the  sight. 
And  not  so  much  to  feed  on.  as  delight ; 
All  poverty  was  scom'd,  and  pride  so  great, 
The  name  of  help  grew  odious  to  repeat. 

Dio.  O, 'tistoa^e. 

Cle.  But  see  what  heaven  can  do !    By  this  our  change. 
These  mouths^  whom  but  of  late,  earth,  sea,  and  air, 
Were  all  too  httle  to  content  and  please. 
Although  they  gave  their  creatures  in  abundance, 
As  houses  are  defiled  for  want  of  use. 
They  are  now  starved  for  want  of  exerdse : 
Those  palates,  who  not  yet  two  summers  younger, 
Must  have  inventions  to  delight  the  taste, 
Would  now  be  glad  of  bread,  and  beg  for  it ; 
Those  mothers  who,  to  nousle^  up  their  babes. 
Thought  nought  too  curious,  are  ready  now. 
To  eat  those  uttle  darlings  whom  they  loveo. 
So  sharp  are  Hunger's  teeth,  that  man  and  wife 
Draw  lots,  who  first  shall  die  to  lengthen  life : 
Here  stands  a  lord,  and  there  a  lady  weeping : 
Here  many  sink,  yet  those  which  see  them  rail, 
Have  scarce  strength  left  to  give  them  burial 
Is  not  this  true  ? 

Dio.  Our  cheeks  and  hollow  eyes  do  witness  it. 

Cle.  O,  let  those  cities,  that  of  Plenty's  cup 
And  her  prosperities  so  largely  taste. 
With  their  superfluous  note,  near  these  tears ! 
The  misery  of  Tharsus  may  oe  theirs. 

•  StruttiDg.  ♦  Nurse  fondly. 
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JEnter  a  LoBD. 

Lord.  "Where's  the  lord  governor  ? 

Cle.  Here. 
Speak  out  th^  sorrows  which  thou  bring'st,  in  haste, 
roT  comfort  is  too  far  for  us  to  expect. 

Lord,  We  have  descried,  upon  our  neighbouring  shore 
A  portly  sail  of  ships  make  Mtherward. 

Cle.  I  thought  as  much. 
One  sorrow  never  comes,  but  brings  an  heir, 
That  may  succeed  as  his  inheritor; 
And  so  in  ours :  some  neighbouring  nation. 
Taking  advantage  of  our  misery. 
Hath  stufPd  these  hollow  vessels  with  their  power,* 
To  beat  us  down,  the  which  are  down  already ; 
And  make  a  conquest  of  unhalppy  me, 
Whereast  no  glory 's  got  to  overcome. 

Lord,  That's  the  lestst  fear :  for,  by  the  semblance 
Of  their  white  flags  displayed,  they  bring  us  peace. 
And  come  to  us  as  fovourers,  not  as  foes. 

Cle,  Thou  speak'st  like  him's  untutor'd  to  repeat. 
Who  makes  the  fairest  show,  means  most  deceit. 
But  bring  they  what  they  will,  what  need  we  fear  ? 
The  ground 's  the  low'st,  and  we  are  half-way  there. 
Cro  t^  their  general,  we  attend  him  here, 
To  know  for  what  he  comes,  and  whence  he  comes, 
And  what  he  craves. 

Lord.  I  go,  my  lord.  [Exit 

Cle.  Welcome  is  peace,  if  he  on  peace  consist ;  J 
If  wars,  we  are  unaole  to  resist. 

JShiier  Pebicles,  toith  Attendants, 

Per,  Lord  governor,  for  so  we  hear  you  are. 
Let  not  our  ships  and  number  of  our  men. 
Be,  like  a  beacon  fired,  to  amaze  your  eyes. 
We  have  heard  your  miseries  as  far  as  Tyre, 
And  seen  the  desolation  of  your  streets : 
"Nor  come  we  to  add  sorrow  to  your  tears. 
But  to  relieve  them  of  their  heavy  load ; 
And  these  our  ships,  which  haply  you  may  think 
Are,  Uke  the  Trojan  horse,  war-stuflTd  within, 
With  bloody  views,  expecting  overthrow. 
Are  stored  with  com,  to  make  your  needy  bread. 
And  give  them  life,  who  are  hunger-starved,  half-dead. 

All,  The  gods  of  Greece  protect  you ! 
And  we'll  pri^  for  you. 

Per.  Bise,  1  pray  you,  rise ; 
We  do  not  look  for  reverence,  but  for  love, 
And  harboura^  for  ourself,  our  ships,  and  men. 

Cle.  The  which  when  any  shall  not  gratify, 
Or  pay  you  with  unthankmlness  in  thought. 
Be  it  our  wives,  our  children,  or  ourselves, 

*  Forces.  t  Where.  t  IiMist% 
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The  curse  of  heaven  and  men  succeed  their  evils ! 
Till  when  (the  which,  I  hope,  shall  ne'er  be  seen). 
Tour  grace  is  welcome  to  our  town  and  us. 

Per.  Which  welcome  we'U  accept ;  feast  here  a  while. 
Until  our  stars  that  frown,  lend  us  a  smile.  iSxmml, 


ACT  n. 

JSn^GowEB. 

Oow.  Here  have  you  seen  a  mighty  king 
His  child,  I  wis,*  to  incest  brina ; 
A  better  prince,  and  benign  lord. 
Prove  awful  both  in  deed  and  word. 
Be  quiet  then,  as  men  should  be. 
Till  ne  hath  pass'd  necessitv. 
I'll  show  you  those  in  trouble's  reign. 
Losing  a  mite,  a  mountain  gain. 
The  good  in  conversation  f 
(To  whom  I  give  my  benizon), 
Is  still  at  Tharsus,  where  each  man 
Thinks  all  is  writ  ne  spoken  can : 
And,  to  remember  what  he  does. 
Gild  his  statue  dorious : 
But  tidings  to  the  contrarv 
Are  brought  your  eyes ;  what  need  speak  I  ? 

Dtmh  show. 

Unter  at  one  door  Pebicles,  talking  with  Cleon  ;  all  the  train 
with  them.  Snter  at  another  door,  a  GENTLEMAN  with  a 
Letter  to  PEBICLES ;  Pebicles  shows  the  Letter  to  Cleon; 
then  gives  the  Messenger  a  reward,  and  knights  him,  ExeutU 
Pebicles,  Cleon,  Sec,  severally. 

Gow.  Good  Helicane  hath  staid  at  home. 
Not  to  eat  honey,  like  a  drone. 
Prom  others'  labours ;  forth !(  ne  strive 
To  killen  bad,  keep  good  alive ; 
And-  to  fulfil  his  prince'  desire. 
Sends  word  of  all  that  haps  in  Tyre : 
How  Thaliard  came  ftdl  bent  with  sin. 
And  hid  intent,  to  murder  him ; 
And  that  in  Tharsus  was  not  best 
Longer  for  him  to  make  his  rest : 
He  knowmg  so,  put  forth  to  seas, 
Where  when  men  been,  there's  seldom  ease ; 
Por  now  the  wind  begins  to  blow ; 
Thunder  above,  and  deeps  below^ 
Makes  such  unc[uiet,  that  the  ship 
Should  house  hmi  safe,  is  wreck'd  and  spht ; 

*  Know.  t  Conduct.  t  Thoroughly. 
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And  he,  good  prince,  having  all  lost. 

By  waves  from  coast  to  coast  is  toss  d : 

All  perishen  of  man,  of  pelf, 

Ne  aught  escapen  but  himself; 

Till  fortune,  tired  with  doin^  bad. 

Threw  him  ashore,  to  give  him  glad : 

And  here  he  comes :  what  shall  be  next, 

Pardon  old  Gower ;  this  'longs*  the  text.  iSxit, 

8CBNE  I, — Pentapolis,    An  open  place  hy  the  Sea-'Side. 

Enter  PEBICLES,  wet. 

Per.  Yet  cease  your  ire,  ye  angry  stars  of  heaven ! 
Wind,  rain,  and  thunder,  remember,  earthly  man 
Is  but  a  substance  that  must  yield  to  you ; 
And  I,  as  fits  my  nature,  do  obey  you ; 
Alas,  the  sea  hath  cast  me  on  the  rocks, 
Wasn'd  me  from  shore  to  shore,  and  left  me  breath 
Nothing  to  think  on,  but  ensuing  death : 
Let  it  suffice  the  greatness  of  vour  powers, 
To  have  bereft  a  prince  of  all  his  fortunes ; 
And  having  thrown  him  from  your  watery  grave. 
Here  to  have  death  in  peace,  is  all  he'll  crave. 

Unter  three  FiSHEBMEir. 

1  Fish,  What^  ho,  Pilche ! 

2  Msh.  Ho !  come,  and  bring  away  the  nets. 
1  Fish.  What  Patch-breech,  I  say  ! 

3  Msh.  What  say  you,  master  ? 

1  Fish.  Look  how  thou  stirrest  now !  come  away,  or  Til  fetch 
thee  with  a  wannion. 

3  Msh.  Taith,  master,  I  am  thinking  of  the  poor  men  that 
were  cast  away  before  us,  even  now. 

1  Fish.  Alas,  poor  souls,  it  grieved  my  heart  to  hear  what  piti- 
ful cries  they  made  to  us,  to  help  them,  when,  well-a-day,  we 
could  scarce  help  ourselves. 

3  Fish.  Nav,  master,  said  not  I  as  much,  when  I  saw  the  por- 
pus.  how  he  bounced  and  tumbled  ?  they  say,  they  are  half  fish, 
half  flesh :  a  plague  on  them,  they  ne'er  come,  but  I  look  to  be 
wash'd.    Master,  I  marvel  how  the  fishes  live  in  the  sea. 

1  Fish.  Why  as  men  do  a-land;  the  great  ones  eat  up  the 
little  ones :  I  can  compare  our  rich  misers  to  nothing  so  fitly  as 
to  a  whale ;  'a  plays  and  tumbles,  driving  the  poor  fry  before 
him,  and  at  last  devours  them  all  at  a  mouthful.  Such  whales 
have  I  heard  on  a'  the  land,  who  never  leave  gaping,  till  they've 
swallow'd  the  whole  parish,  church,  steeple,  bells,  and  aU. 

Per.  A  pretty  moral. 

3  Fish.  But,  master,  if  I  had  been  the  sexton,  I  would  have 
been  that  day  in  the  belfry. 

2  Fish.  Why,  man  ? 

3  Msh.  Because  he  should  have  swallow'd  me  too :  and  when  I 

*  Belongs  to. 
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had  been  in  his  belly,  I  would  have  kept  such  a  janiding  of  the 
bells,  that  he  should  never  have  left,  till  he  cast  bells,  steeple, 
church,  and  iMirish,  up  again.  But  if  the  good  king  Sixnomdei 
were  or  my  mind 

Per.  Simonides? 

3  Mxh,  We  would  purge  the  land  of  these  drones  that  rob  the 
bee  of  her  honey. 

Per.  How  from  the  finny  subject  of  the  sea, 
These  fishers  tell  the  infirmities  of  men ; 
And  from  their  watery  empire  recollect 
All  that  may  men  approve,  or  men  detect ! 
Peace  be  at  your  labour,  honest  fishermen. 

2  Fish.  Honest !  good  fellow,  what's  that?  if  it  be  a  daj  fiii 
you,  scratch  it  out  of  the  calendar,  and  nobody  will  look  after  iL 

Per.  Nay,  see,  the  sea  hath  cast  upon  your  coast — 

2  Fish.  What  a  drunken  knave  was  the  sea;  to  cast  thee  in 
our  way ! 

Per.  A  man  whom  both  the  waters  and  the  wind, 
In  that  vast  tennis-court,  hath  made  the  ball 
For  them  to  play  upon,  entreats  you  pity  him. 
He  asks  of  you,  that  never  used  to  beff. 

1  Fish.  No,  fHend,  cannot  you  oeg?  here's  them  in  onr 
country  of  Greece,  gets  more  with  begging,  than  we  can  do  with 
working. 

2  Fish.  Canst  thou  catch  any  fishes  then  P 
Per.  I  never  practised  it. 

2  Fish.  Nay,  then  thou  wilt  starve  sure ;  for  here's  nothing  to 
be  got  now-a-davs,  unless  thou  canst  fish  for't. 

Per.  What  I  have  been.  I  have  forgot  to  know ; 
But  what  I  am,  want  teaches  me  to  think  on ; 
A  man  shrunk  up  with  cold :  my  veins  are  chill. 
And  have  no  more  of  life  than  may  suffice 
To  ^ve  my  tongue  that  heat,  to  ask  your  help, 
Which  if  you  shall  refuse,  when  I  am  dead, 
For*  I  am  a  man,  pray  see  me  buried. 

1  Fish.  Die  quoth-a?  Now  gods  forbid!  I  have  a  gown 
here;  com&  put  it  on;  keep  thee  warm.  Now,  afore  me^  a 
handsome  fellow.  Gome,  thou  shalt  go  home,  and  well  have 
flesh  for  holidays,  fish  for  fasting-days,  and  moreover  puddings 
and  fiap-jacks,t  and  thou  shalt  be  welcome. 

Per.  I  thank  you.  Sir. 

2  Fish.  Hark  you,  my  fHend,  you  said  you  could  not  beg. 
Per.  I  did  but  crave. 

,  2  Fish.  But  crave  P    Then  111  turn  craver  too,  and  so  I  shall 
'scape  whipping. 

Per.  Why,  are  all  your  beggars  whipp'd  then  P 

2  Fish.  O.  not  all,  my  friend,  not  all ;  for  if  all  your  beggars 
were  whipp'd,  I  would  wish  no  better  office,  than  to  be  beadle. 
But,  master,  I'll  go  draw  up  the  net. 

[Exeunt  two  of  the  FiSHEBMEK. 

Per.  How  well  this  honest  mirth  becomes  their  labour  I 

*  As.  t  Pancakes. 
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1  Msh.  Uark  you,  Sir !  do  you  know  where  you  are  ? 

JPer,  Not  well. 

1  Fish.  Why,  Fll  tell  you :  this  is  called  Pentapolis,  and  our 
king,  the  good  Simonides. 

Per.  The  good  king  Simonides,  do  you  call  him  ? 

1  Msh.  Ay,  Sir ;  and  he  deserves  to  be  so  call'd,  for  his  peace- 
able reign,  and  good  government. 

JPer.  He  is  a  happy  king,  since  from  his  subjects 
He  gains  the  name  of  good,  by  his  government. 
How  far  is  his  court  distant  from  this  shore  ? 

1  Msh.  Marry,  Sir,  half  a  day's  journey ;  and  111  tell  you,  he 
hath  a  fair  daughter,  and  to-morrow  is  her  birthday ;  and  toere 
are  iiiincesimd  knights  come  from  all  parts  of  the  world,  to  just 
and  tourney  for  her  love. 

JPer.  Did  but  my  fortunes  equal  my  desires,  Td  wish  to  make 
one  there. 

1  JF^sh.  O.  Sir,  things  must  be  as  they  may ;  and  what  a  man 
cannot  get,  ne  may  lawfully  deal  for— his  wife's  soul. 

JRe-enter  the  Thoo  FISHERMEN,  drawing  up  a  net, 

2  Msh.  Help,  master,  help  ;  here's  a  fish  hangs  in  the  net,  like 
a  poor  man's  right  in  the  law ;  'twill  hardly  comie  out.  Ha ! 
bots  on't,  'tis  come  at  last,  and  'tis  tum'd  to  a  rusty  armour. 

Per.  An  armour,  friends !  I  prav  you,  let  me  see  it. 
Thanks^  Fortune,  yet,  that  after  all  my  crosses, 
Thou  giVst  me  somewhat  to  repair  mprself ; 
And^  though  it  was  mine  own,  part  of  mine  heritage, 
Which  my  dead  father  did  bequeath  to  me, 
Witii  this  strict  charge  (even  as  he  left  his  life), 
Keep  it,  my  Pericles,  it  hath  been  a  shield 
'Ttoixt  me  and  death;  (and  pointed  to  this  brace)  :* 
For  that  it  saved  me,  keep  it ;  in  like  necessity. 
Which  gods  protect  thee  from  !  it  may  d^end  thee. 
It  kept  where  I  kept,  I  so  dearly  loved  it ; 
Till  the  rough  seas,  that  spare  not  any  man. 
Took  it  in  rage,  though  calm'd  they  give't  a^ain : 
I  thank  thee  for't ;  my  shipwreck 's  now  no  ill. 
Since  I  have  here  my  father's  gift  by  will 

1  Fish.  What  mean  you.  Sir  ? 

Per,  To  beg  of  you,  kind  friends,  this  coat  of  worth, 
Por  it  was  sometime  target  to  a  king ; 
I  Imow  it  by  this  mark.    He  loved  me  dearly. 
And  for  his  sake,  I  wish  the  having  of  it ; 
And  that  you'd  guide  me  to  your  sovereign's  court. 
Where  with't  I  may  appear  a  gentleman ; 
And  if  that  ever  my  low  fortunes  better, 
I'U  pajr  your  bounties ;  till  then,  rest  your  debtor. 

1  FUh.  Why,  wilt  thou  tourney  for  the  lady  ? 

Per.  Ill  show  the  virtue  I  have  borne  in  arms. 

1  JB%sh.  Why,  do  ye  take  it,  and  the  gods  give  thee  good  on't ! 

2  JBUh.  Ay,  but  hark  you,  my  friend. ;  'twas  we  that  made  up 

*  Armooi  for  the  arm. 
VOL.  V.  C 
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this  garment  through  the  rough  seams  of  the  waters :  there  are 
certaia  coadolements,  certain  veils.  I  hope,  Sir,  if  you  thrive^ 
you'll  remember  from  whence  you  had  it. 

Fer.  Believe't  I  will. 
Now,  by  your  furtherance,  I  am  clothed  in  steel ; 
And  spite  of  all  the  rui>ture  of  the  sea, 
This  jewel  holds  his  building  *  on  my  arm ; 
Unto  thy  value  will  I  mount  myself 
Upon  a  courser,  whose  delightful  steps 
Shall  make  the  gazer  joy  to  see  him  tread. — 
Only,  my  friend,  I  yet  am  unprovided 
Of  apair  of  bases.t 

2  Fish.  We'll  sure  provide :  thou  shalt  have  my  best  oown  to 
make  thee  a  pair ;  and  I'll  bring  thee  to  the  court  myseu. 

Per.  Then  honour  be  but  a  seal  to  my  will ; 
This  day  Til  rise,  or  else  add  iU  to  ill.  [JSaMiml. 

SCEKE  n.—The  seme.  A  public  Way,  or  Platform,  leading 
to  the  Lists.  A  Pavilion  by  the  side  of  it,  for  the  reception  if 
the  KiNGh,  Pbincess,  Lobds,  S(C, 

Enter  SiMONiDBS,  Thajsa,  Lobds,  and  Attendantg. 

Sim.  Are  the  knights  ready  to  begin  the  triumph  ? 

1  Lord.  They  are,  mv  Uege ; 
And  stav  your  coming  to  present  themselves. 

Sim.  ileturn  them,!  we  are  ready ;  and  our  daughter. 
In  honour  of  whose  burth  these  triumphs  are, 
Sits  here,  like  beauty's  child,  whom  nature  gat 
For  men  to  see,  and  seeing,  wonder  at.  [Exit  a  LiOBB. 

Thai.  It  pleaseth  you,  my  father,  to  express 
My  commendations  great,  whose  merit's  less. 

Sim.  'Tis  fit  it  should  be  so ;  for  princes  are 
A  model,  which  heaven  makes  like  to  itself: 
As  jewels  lose  their  glory,  if  neglected. 
So  princes  their  renown,  if  not  respected. 
'Tis  now  your  honour,  oau^hter,  to  explain 
The  labour  of  each  knight,  in  his  device. 

I^hai.  Which,  to  preserve  mine  honour,  I'll  perform. 

Enter  a  Knight;  he  passes  over  the  Stage,  and  his  Squire  pre- 
sents his  Shield  to  the  Princess. 

Sim.  Who  is  the  first  that  doth  prefer  §  himself? 

Thai.  A  knight  of  Sparta,  my  renowned  father : 
And  the  device  he  bears  upon  nis  shield 
Is  a  black  ^thiop,  reaching  at  the  sun ; 
The  word.  Lux  tua  vita  mihi. 

Sim.  He  loves  you  well  that  holds  his  life  of  you. 

[  The  second  Knight  passes. 
Who  is  the  second,  that  presents  himself  ? 

Thai.  A  prince  of  Macedon,  my  royal  father ; 

*  Fizing.  t  A  sort  of  petticoat,  worn  by  knights  on  horseback. 

t  I.  e.  give  them  notice.  ^  Offer. 
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And  the  device  he  bears  upon  his  shield 

Is  an  arm'd  knight,  that's  oonquer'd  by  a  lady : 

The  motto  thus,  in  Spanish,  IHu  per  dul&ura,  que  perfuerga. 

{_The  third  Knight  pcusee, 

Sim,  And  whafs  the  third  ? 

Thai.  The  third,  of  Antioch ; 
And  his  device,  a  wreath  of  chivalry : 
The  word  MepomptB  provexit  apex,    {The  fourth  Knight  passes. 

Sim,  What  is  the  fourth  ? 

Hiai.  A  burning  torch,  that* s  tum'd  upside  down ; 
The  word  Quoc^  me  alit,  me  extinguit. 

Sim,  Which  shows  that  beauty  hath  his  i>ower  and  will. 
Which  can  as  well  inflame  as  it  can  kill. 

[The  ffth  Knight  passes. 

Thai,  The  fifth,  a  hand  environed  with  clouds ; 
Holding  out  gold  that's  by  the  touchstone  tried : 
The  motto  thus,  Sic  spectandajides,      [The  sixth  Knight  passes. 

Sim,  And  whafs  the  sixth  and  last,  which  the  knight  himself 
With  such  a  graceful  courtesy  deliverd  ? 

Thai.  He  seems  a  stranger ;  but  his  present  is 
A  withered  branch,  that* s  only  green  at  top ; 
The  motto.  In  hac  spe  vivo. 

Sim.  A  pretty  moral ; 
Prom  the  aejected  state  wherein  he  is, 
He  hopes  by  you  his  fortunes  vet  may  flourish. 

1  Lord,  He  had  need  mean  better  than  his  outward  show 
Can  any  way  speak  in  his  iust  commend : 

For.  by  his  rusty  outside,  ne  appears 

To  nave  practised  more  the  whipstock,*  than  the  lance. 

2  Lord,  He  well  may  be  a  stranger,  for  he  comes 
To  an  honoured  triumph  strangely  ftirnish'd. 

3  Lord.  And  on  set  purpose  let  his  armour  rust 
Until  this  da;r,  to  scour  it  in  the  dust.  , 

Sim.  Opinion's  but  a  fool,  that  makes  us  scan 
The  outwurd  habit  by  the  inward  man. 
But  stay,  the  knights  are  coming,  we'll  withdraw 
Into  the  gallery.  [JSxeunt 

[Great  shouts,  and  all  cry.  The  mean  knight ! 

SCENE  in,— The  same,    A  Hall  of  State,    A  Banquet 

prepared. 

Enter  SiMONiDBS,  Thaisa,  Lords,  Knights,  and  Attendants. 

Sim,  Knights, 
To  say  you  are  welcome,  were  superfluous. 
To  place  upon  the  volume  of  your  deeds, 
As  m  a  title-page,  your  worth  in  arms, 
Were  more  than  you  expect,  or  more  than's  fit, 
Since  every  worth  in  show  commends  itself. 
Prepare  for  mirth,  for  mirth  becomes  a  feast : 
You  are  my  guest^ 

*  Carter's  whip. 
C2 
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Thm,  But  you,  my  knight  aod  guest ; 
To  whom  this  wreatn  of  victory  I  give, 
And  crown  you  king  of  this  day's  happiness. 

Per.  'Tis  more  by  fortune,  lady,  than  my  merit. 

Sim.  Call  it  by  what  you  will,  tlie  day  is  yours; 
And  here,  I  hope,  is  none  that  envies  it. 
In  framing  artiste,  art  hath  thus  decreed. 
To  make  some  good,  but  others  to  exceed. 
And  you're  her  laboured  scholar.    Ck)me,  queen  o'  the  feasi 
(For,  daughter,  so  you  are),  here  take  your  place: 
Marshal  the  rest,  as  they  deserve  their  grace. 

Knights.  We  are  honour'd  much  by  Kood  Simonides. 

Sim.  Your  presence  glads  our  days ;  honour  we  love, 
Por  who  hates  honour,  nates  the  gods  above. 

Marsh.  Sir,  yond's  your  place. 

Fer.  Some  other  is  more  fit 

1  Knight.  Contend  not,  Sir ;  for  we  are  gentlemen. 
That  neither  in  our  hearte,  nor  outward  eyes, 
Envy  the  great,  nor  do  the  low  despise. 

Fer.  Tou  are  right  courteous  kmghts. 

Sim,  Sit,  sit,  Sir ;  sit. 

Fer.  By  Jove,  I  wonder,  that  is  kins  of  thoughts^ 
These  cates  resist  me,*  she  f  not  thougnt  upon. 

Thai.  By  Juno,  that  is  queen 
Of  marriage,  all  tne  viands  that  I  eat 
Do  seem  unsavoury,  wishing  him  my  meat ; 
Sure  he's  a  gallant  gentleman. 

Sim.  He's  but 
A  country  gentleman ; 

He  has  done  no  more  than  other  knights  have  done ; 
Broken  a  staff,  or  so ;  so  let  it  pass. 

Thai.  To  me  he  seems  like  aiamond  to  a  glass. 

Fer.  Yon  king 's  to  me.  like  to  my  father's  picture, 
Which  tells  me,  in  that  glory  once  he  was ; 
Had  princes  sit,  like  stars,  about  his  throne, 
And  ne  the  sun.  for  them  to  reverence. 
None  that  beheld  him,  but  like  lesser  lights. 
Did  vail  their  crown  to  his  supremacy ; 
Where  now  his  son 's  a  glow-worm  in  the  night, 
The  which  hath  fire  in  darkness,  none  in  light; 
Whereby  I  see,  that  time 's  the  king  of  men. 
For  he's  their  parent,  and  he  is  their  grave. 
And  gives  them  what  he  will,  not  what  they  crave. 

Sim.  What,  are  you  merry,  knigiits  ? 

1  Knight.  Who  can  be  other  in  this  royal  presence  ? 

Sim.  Here,  with  a  cup  that's  stored  unto  the  brim 
(As  you  do  love,  fill  to  your  mistress'  lips). 
We  drink  this  health  to  you. 

Knights.  We  thank  yoxa  grace. 

Sim.  Yet  pause  a  while ; 
Yon  knight,  methinks,  doth  sit  too  melancholy, 

*  /.  e.  these  delicacies  g^  against  my  stomach.  f  !•  «•  Thaisa. 
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As  if  the  entertainment  in  our  court 

Had  not  a  show  might  countervail  his  worth. 

Note  it  not  you,  Thaisa  ? 

Thai.  What  is  it 
To  me,  my  fother  ? 

Sim,  O,  attend,  my  daughter ; 
Princes,  in  this,  should  liye  like  gods  ahoYe, 
Who  freely  give  to  every  one  that  comes 
To  honour  them :  and  princes,  not  doing  so. 
Are  like  to  gnats,  which  make  a  sound,  but  kilPd 
Are  wonderd  at. 

Therefore  to  make  his  trance  more  sweet,  here  say,        • 
We  drink  this  standing-bowl  of  wine  to  him. 

Thai.  Alas,  my  father,  it  befits  not  me 
Unto  a  stranger  knight  to  be  so  bold : 
He  may  my  proffer  tiake  for  an  offence, 
Since  men  take  women's  gifts  for  impudence. 

8vm.  How ! 
Do  afi  I  bid  you,  or  youll  move  me  else. 
Thai.  Now.  by  the  gods,  he  could  not  please  me  better.  [Aside. 
Sim.  And  further  tell  him,  we  desire  to  know, 
Of  whence  he  is,  his  name  and  parentage. 
Thai.  The  kin^,  my  fSa.ther,  Su:,  has  drunk  to  you. 
Per.  I  thank  him. 

Thai.  Wishing  it  so  much  blood  unto  your  life. 
Per.  I  thank  both  him  and  you,  and  pledge  him  freely 
T^hai.  And  further  he  desires  to  know  of  you. 
Of  whence  you  are,  your  name  and  i)arentage. 

Per.  A  ^ntleman  of  Tyre— -(my  name,  Pericles ; 
"My  education  being  in  arts  and  arms) ; — 
Wno,  looking  for  adventures  in  the  world. 
Was  by  the  rough  seas  reft  of  ships  and  men, 
An^  after  shipwreck,  driven  upon  this  shore. 

Thai.  He  thanks  your  grace ;  names  himself  Pericles, 
A  ^ntleman  of  Tyre,  who  only  by 
Misfortune  of  the  seas  has  been  bereft 
Of  ships  and  men.  and  cast  upon  this  shore. 

Sim.  Now,  by  the  gods,  I  pity  his  misfortune. 
And  will  a,WBke  him  from  his  melancholy. 
Come,  gentlemen,  we  sit  too  long  on  trifles. 
And  waste  the  time,  which  looks  for  other  revels. 
Even  in  your  armours,  as  you  are  addressed,* 
Will  very  well  become  a  soldier's  dance. 
I  will  not  have  excuse,  with  saving,  this 
Loud  music  is  too  harsh  for  ladies  heads ; 
Since  they  love  men  in  arms,  as  well  as  beds. 

[The  Knights  dance. 
So,  this  was  well  ask*d,  'twas  so  well  performed. 
Come,  Sir ; 

Here  is  a  lady  that  wants  breathing  too : 
And  I  have  often  heard,  you  knights  of  Tyre 

*  Prepared  for  combat. 
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Are  excellent  in  making  ladies  trip ; 
And  that  their  measureo*  are  as  excellent. 

Per.  In  those  that  practise  them,  they  are,  my  lord. 

Sim.  O,  that's  as  much,  as  you  would  be  denied 

iTheKsiQKTSandhADiBadamee, 
Of  your  fair  courtesy. — ^Unclasp,  unclasp ; 
Thanks,  gentlemen,  to  all ;  all  have  done  well ; 
But  you  the  best.  [7o  Pericles.]    Pages  and  lights,  oonduct 
These  knights  into  their  several  lodgings :  Yours,  Sir, 
"We  have  given  order  to  be  next  our  own. 

Per.  I  am  at  your  grace's  pleasure. 

Sim.  tPrinces,  it  is  too  late  to  talk  of  love, 
Por  that's  the  mark  I  know  you  level  at : 
Therefore  each  one  betake  him  to  his  rest ; 
To-morrow,  all  for  speeding  do  their  b^  [SxetmL 

SCENE  IV.—Tyre.    A  Room  in  the  Oovemor'a  Houte, 

Enter  Helicai^US  and  EsCANES. 

Mel.  No,  no,  my  Escanes ;  know  this  of  me, — 
Antiochus  from  incest  lived  not  free ; 
Por  which,  the  most  high  gods  not  minding  longer 
To  withhold  the  vengeance  that  they  had  in  store, 
Due  to  this  heinous  capital  offence. 
Even  in  the  height  ana  pride  of  all  his  glory. 
When  he  was  seated^  and  his  daughter  with  nim. 
In  a  chariot  of  inestunable  value, 
A  fire  from  heaven  came,  and  shrivell'd  up 
Their  bodies,  even  to  loatbins ;  for  they  so  stunk. 
That  all  those  eyesf  adored  tnem,  ere  their  fall. 
Scorn  now  their  hand  should  give  them  burial 

Esca.  'Twas  very  strange. 

Hel.  And  yet  but  just ;  for  though 
This  king  were  grea^  his  greatness  was  no  guard 
To  bar  heaven's  shaft,  but  sin  had  his  reward. 

Esca.  'Tis  very  true. 

Enter  three  LOBDS. 

1  Lord.  See,  not  a  man  in  private  conference, 
Or  council,  has  respect  with  him  but  he. 

2  Lord.  It  shall  no  longer  grieve  without  reproof. 

3  Lord.  And  cursed  be  he  that  will  not  second  it. 
1  Lord.  PoUow  me,  then :  Lord  Helicane,  a  word. 
Set.  With  me  ?  and  welcome :  Happy  day,  my  lords. 
1  Lord.  Know  that  our  griefs  are  risen  to  the  top. 

And  now  at  len^h  they  overflow  their  banks. 

JECel.  Your  gnefs,  for  what  ?  wrong  not  the  prince  you  love. 

1  Lord.  Wrong  not  yourself  then,  noble  Helicane ; 
But  if  the  prince  do  live,  let  us  salute  him^ 
Or  know  what  ground 's  made  happy  by  his  breath. 
If  in  the  world  he  live,  we'll  seek  mm  out ; 

•  Dances.  t  (Which). 
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If  in  his  grave  he  rest,  we'll  find  him  there ; 
And  be  resolved,*  he  lives  to  govern  us. 
Or  dead,  gives  cause  to  mourn  his  funeral. 
And  leaves  us  to  our  free  election. 

2  Lord,  Whose  death 's,  indeed,  the  strongest  in  our  cen- 
sure :t 
And  knowing  this  kingdoin,  if  without  a  head 
(Like  goodly  buildings  left  without  a  roof), 
"\V'ill  soon  to  ruin  fall,  your  noble  self, 
That  best  know'st  how  to  rule,  and  how  to  reign. 
We  thus  submit  unto, — our  sovereign. 

All.  Live,  noble  Helicane ! 

Hel.  For  honour's  cause,  forbear  your  suffrages : 
If  that  you  love  Prince  Pericles,  forbear. 
Take  I  your  wish,  I  leap  into  the  seas, 
W^here's  hourly  trouble  for  a  minute's  ease. 
A  twelvemonth  longer,  let  me  then  entreat  you 
To  forbear  choice  i'  the  absence  of  your  king ; 
If  in  which  time  expired,  he  not  return. 
I  shall  with  aged  patience  bear  your  yoke. 
But  if  I  cannot  win  you  to  this  love. 
Go  search  Uke  noblemen,  hke  noble  subjects. 
And  in  your  search  spend  your  adventurous  worth ; 
Whom  if  you  find,  and  win  unto  return. 
You  shall  like  diamonds  sit  about  his  crown. 

1  Lord.  To  wisdom  he's  a  fool  that  will  not  yield ; 
And,  since  Lord  Helicane  enjoineth  us. 
We  with  our  travels  will  endeavour  it. 

Hel.  Then  you  love  us,  we  you,  and  we'll  clasp  hands  • 
When  peers  thus  knit,  a  kingdom  ever  stands.  IJExeunt, 

SCENE  V.—Pewtapolis.    A  Soom  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  SiMONIDES,  reading  a  letter;  the  Knights  meet  him, 

1  Knight.  Good  morrow  to  the  good  Simonides. 

Sim.  Knights,  from  my  daughter  this  I  let  you  know. 
That  for  this  twelvemonth,  she'll  not  undertake 
A  married  Ufe. 

Her  reason  to  herself  is  only  known. 
Which  from  herself  by  no  means  can  I  get. 

2  Knight.  May  we  not  get  access  to  her,  my  lord  ? 
Sim.  'Paith,  by  no  means ;  she  hath  so  strictly  tied  her 

To  her  chamber,  that  it  is  impossible. 
One  twelve  moons  more  she'll  wear  Diana's  livery ; 
This  by  the  eye  of  Cynthia  hath  she  vow'd. 
And  on  her  virgin  honour  will  not  break  it. 

3  Knight.  Though  loath  to  bid  farewell,  we  take  our  leav&s. 

\_Exeunt, 
Sim.  So 

The/re  well  despatch'd ;  now  to  my  daughter's  letter : 
*  Satisfied.  f  Judgment,  opinion. 
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She  tells  me  here,  she'll  wed  the  straiiffcr  knight, 
Or  never  more  to  view  nor  day  nor  light. 
Mistress,  'tis  well,  your  choice  aKrees  with  mine ; 
I  like  tlutt  well :— nay,  how  abeoTute  she's  in% 
Not  minding  whether  I  dislike  or  no ! 
Well,  I  commend  her  choice ; 
And  will  no  longer  have  it  be  delay'd. 
Soft,  here  he  comes : — I  must  dissemble  it 

HtUer  PSBICLES. 

Per,  All  fortune  to  the  ^;ood  Simonides ! 

Sim.  To  you  as  much,  Sur !    I  am  beholden  to  you. 
For  your  sweet  music  this  last  night :  my  ears, 
I  do  protest,  were  never  better  fed 
With  such  delightful  pleasing  harmony. 

Per.  It  is  your  grace's  pleasure  to  commend ; 
Not  my  desert. 

Sim.  Sir,  you  are  music's  master. 

Per.  The  worst  of  all  her  scholars,  my  good  lord. 

Sim.  Let  me  ask  one  thing.    What  do  you  think,  Sir,  of 
My  daughter  P 

Per.  As  of  a  most  virtuous  princess. 

Sim.  And  she  is  fair  too,  is  she  not  ? 

Per.  As  a  fair  day  in  summer :  wondrous  fair. 

Sim.  My  daughter,  Sir,  thinks  very  well  of  you ; 
Ay,  so  well.  Sir,  that  you  must  be  her  master. 
And  she'll  your  scholar  be ;  therefore  look  to  it. 

Per.  Unworthy  I  to  be  ner  schoolmaster. 

Sim.  She  thinks  not  so ;  peruse  this  writing  else. 

Per.  What's  here? 
A  letter,  that  she  loves  the  knight  of  Tyre  ? 
'1^  the  king's  subtilty,  to  have  my  life.  lAtide. 

O,  seek  not  to  entrap,  my  gracious  lord, 
A  stranger  and  distressed  gentleman, 
That  never  aim'd  so  high,  to  love  your  daughter. 
But  bent  all  offices  to  honour  her. 

Sim.  Thou  hast  bewitch'd  my  daughter,  and  thou  art 
A  villain. 

Per.  By  the  gods,  I  have  not,  Sir. 
Never  did  thought  of  mine  levy  offence ; 
Nor  never  did  my  actions  yet  commence 
A  deed  might  gam  her  love,  or  your  displeasure. 

Sim.  Traitor,  thou  liest. 

Per.  Traitor! 

Sim,  Ay,  traitor.  Sir. 

Per.  Even  in  his  throat  (unless  it  be  the  king), 
That  calls  me  traitor,  I  return  the  lie. 

Sim.  Now,  by  the  gods,  I  do  applaud  his  courage.  [Aside, 

Per.  My  actions  are  as  noble  as  my  thoughts. 
That  never  relish'd  of  a  base  descent. 
I  came  unto  your  court,  for  honour's  cause, 
And  not  to  be  a  rebel  to  her  state ; 
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And  he  that  otherwise  aooounts  of  me, 
This  sword  shall  prove  he's  honour's  enemy. 

Sim.  No  !— 
Here  comes  my  daughter,  she  oan  witness  it. 

Snter  Thaisa. 

Per.  Then,  as  you  are  as  virtuous  as  fair, 
Besolve  your  angry  father,  if  my  tongue 
Did  e'er  solicit,  or  my  hand  suhscrihe 
To  any  syllable  that  made  love  to  you  ? 

Thai  Whyj  Su-,  if  you  had, 
Who  takes  offence  at  that  would  make  me  glad  ? 

Sim.  Yea,  mistress,  are  you  so  peremptory  ? — 
I  am  ^lad  of  it  with  all  my  heart.    lAstde.}    Til  tame  you ; 
1*11  bring  you  in  subjection. — 
Will  you,  not  having  my  consent,  bestow 
Your  love  and  your  affections  on  a  stranger  P 
(Who^  for  aught  I  know  to  the  contrary. 
Or  think,  may  be  as  great  in  blood  as  I).  \_Aside, 

Hear,  therefore;  mistress ;  frame  your  will  to  mine, — 
And  yoiL  Sir.  hear  you. — ^Either  be  ruled  by  me. 
Or  I  will  ma&e  you— man  and  wife. — 
Nay,  come  \  :f  our  hands  and  lips  must  seal  it  too.— 
And  being join'd,  I'll  thusyour  hopes  destroy ; 
And  for  a  further  grief,— Gfod  give  you  joy ! 
What,  are  you  both  pleased  ? 

Thai.  Yes,  if  you  love  me.  Sir. 

Fer.  Even  as  my  life,  or  blood  that  fosters  it. 

Sim.  What,  are  you  both  a^eed  ? 

Both.  Yes, 'please  your  maiestv. 

Sim.  It  pleaseth  me  so  wel^  I'll  see  you  wed ; 
Then,  with  what  haste  you  can,  get  you  to  bed.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  ni. 

JStder  Gk>VfEB. 

Chw.  Now  sleep  yslaked*  hath  the  rout  ;t 
No  din  but  snores,  the  house  about, 
Hade  louder  by  the  o'er-fed  breast 
Of  this  most  pompous  marriage-feast. 
The  cat,  with  evne  of  burning  coal, 
Now  couches  'rare  the  mouse  s  hole : 
And  crickets  sins  at  the  oven's  mouth. 
E'er  the  blither  for  their  drouth. 
Hvmen  hath  brought  the  bride  to  bed. 
Where,  by  the  loss  of  maidenhead, 

*  Quenched.  t  Company. 
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A  babe  is  moulded;— Be  tttent, 
And  time  that  is  so  briefly  spent^ 
"With  your  fine  fancies  quaintly  eohe;* 
What's  dumb  in  show,  rll  plain  with  speeeh. 

Dumb  Show. 

Enter  Pebicles  and  SlHONlDES  at  one  door^mUh  AtUudamU; 
a  Messenger  meets  them,  kneels,  and  gives  rBBlCIJHI  a  letUr. 
Pebicles  shows  it  to  Sihonides;  the  Lords  kneel  to  tks 
former.f  Then  enter  Thaiba  with  child,  and  LYGHOBIDi. 
SiMONlDES  shows  his  daughter  the  letter;  she  refjoiees :  she 
and  Pebicles  t<ike  leave  of  her  father,  and  depiari.  The* 
SiMONIDES,  4-c.,  retire, 

Oow.  By  many  adeamtandpainftilperoh,§ 
Of  Pericles  the  careful  search 
By  the  four  opposing  coignes,  || 
Which  the  world  together  joms, 
Is  made,  with  all  due  diliffence, 
That  horse,  and  sail,  and  nigh  expense. 
Can  stead  the  G[uest.^    At  last  from  T^/re 
(Fame  answering  the  most  strong  inquire), 
To  the  court  of  King  Simonides 
Are  letters  broug^ht ;  the  tenour  these : 
Antiochus  and  his  daughter 's  dead; 
The  men  of  Tyrus.  on  the  head 
Of  Helicanus  would  set  on 
The  crown  of  TyrcL  but  he  will  none : 
The  mutiny  there  ne  hastes  t'  appease ; 
Says  to  them,  If  ELing  Pericles 
Come  not,  in  twice  six  moons,  home. 
He,  obedient  to  their  doom. 
Will  ts^e  the  crown.    The  sum  of  this, 
Brought  hither  to  Pentapolis, 
Y-ravished  the  regions  round. 
And  every  one  with  claps  'gan  sound. 
Our  heir  apparent  is  a  Iking : 
Who  dream d,  who  thought  of  such  a  thing  ? 
Brief,  he  must  hence  depart  to  Tyre : 
His  queen,  with  child,  makes  her  desire 
(Which  who  shall  cross  ?)  along  to  go 

iOmit  we  all  their  dole  and  woe) ; 
jychorida,  her  nurse,  she  takes, 
Aiid  so  to  sea.    Their  vessel  shsikes 
On  Neptune's  billow ;  half  the  flood** 
Hath  tneir  keel  cut ;  but  fortune's  mood 
Varies  again ;  the  grizzled  north 
Disgorges  such  a  tempest  forth, 

*  Eke  out. 

t  As  having  succeeded  to  the  thrones  of  Tyre  and  Anticch. 

X  Lonely.  §  The  measure.  |  Comers. 

\  Help  the  search.  **  Half  the  distance. 
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That,  as  a  duck  for  life  that  dives^ 

So  up  and  down  the  poor  ship  drives. 

The  lady  shrieks,  and,  well-a-near  I  * 

Doth  fall  in  travail  with  her  fear : 

And  what  ensues  in  this  fell  storm, 

Shall,  for  itself,  itself  perform. 

I  nill  relate  ;t  action  may 

Conveniently  the  rest  convey : 

Which  might  not  what  by  me  is  told. 

In  your  imaeination  hold 

This  stagey  the  ship,  upon  whose  deck 

The  sea-iMs'd  prince  appears  to  speak.  [Exit 

SCENE  I. 
Enter  Pebicles.  on  a  Skip  at  sea. 

Per.  Thou  Qod  of  this  great  vast,  J  rebuke  these  surges, 
Which  wash  both  heaven  and  hell ;  and  thou,  that  hast 
Upon  the  winds  command,  bind  them  in  brass, 
Having  call'd  them  from  tne  deep !  O  still  thy  deaPning, 
Thy  dreadful  thunders ;  gently  quench  thy  nimble. 
Sulphureous  flashes  ! — O  how,  Lychorida^ 
How  does  mjr  queen  ? — Thou  storm,  thou !  venomously 
Wilt  thou  spit  all  thyself  ? — The  seaman's  whistle 
Is  as  a  whisper  in  the  ears  of  death, 
Unheard.— Lychorida !  Lucina,  O 
Divinest  patroness,  and  midwife,  gentle 
To  those  that  cry  by  night,  convey  thy  deity 
Aboard  our  dancing  boat :  make  swift  the  pangs 
Of  my  queen's  travails ! — ^Now,  Lychorida 

Enter  Lychobida,  with  an  Infant, 

Lye.  Here  is  a  thing 
Too  young  for  such  a  place,  who  if  it  had 
Conceit  §  would  die  as  I  am  like  to  do. 
Take  in  your  arms  this  piece  of  your  dead  queen. 

Fer.  How !  how,  Lvcnorida ! 

Iryc.  Patience,  good  Sir ;  do  not  assist  the  storm. 
Here's  all  that  is  left  living  of  your  queen, 
A  little  daughter ;  for  the  sake  of  it, 
Be  manly,  and  take  comfort. 

Per.  O  you  gods ! 
Why  do  you  make  us  love  your  goodly  gifts. 
And  snatch  them  straight  away  ?    We,  liere  below, 
Becall  not  what  we  give,  and  therein  may 
Vie  II  honour  with  yourselves. 

Lye.  Patience,  good  Sir, 
Even  for  this  charge. 

Per.  Now,  mild  may  be  thy  life  ! 
Por  a  more  blust'rous  birth  had  never  babe : 
Quiet  and  gentle  thy  conditions ! 

*  Eqaivalent  to  "well-a-day."  t  I  will  not. 

X  Expanse.  ^  Thought.  I  (In). 
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For  thou'rt  the  rudoliest  weloom'd  to  this  world, 
Tliat  e'er  was  jirinceV  child.    Happy  what  folk>wa ! 
Tliou  hast  as  chiding*  a  nativity, 
As  lire,  air,  water,  earth,  and  heaven  can  make. 
To  herald  thee  from  the  womb :  even  at  the  first, 
Tliy  I088  is  more  than  can  thy  portage  quit,t 
AVith  all  thou  canst  find  here. — Now  the  good  godi 
Throw  their  best  eyes  upon  it ! 

JSiUer  two  Sailobb. 

1  Sail.  AVhat  courage,  Sir  ?    God  save  yon. 

Per.  Crourage  enougn :  I  do  not  fear  the  flaw ;  { 
It  hath  done  to  me  the  worst    Yet  for  the  love 
Of  this  ];)oor  infant,  this  fresh-new  seafarer, 
I  would^  it  would  be  quiet. 

1  Sail.  Slack  the  b()lins§  there;  thou  wilt  not,  wilt  tlioa? 
Blow,  and  spUt  thyi^elf. 

2  Sail.  But  sear-room,  an  the  brine  and  cloudy  billow  ki»  ths 
moon,  I  care  not. 

1  <S'ai7.  Sir,  your  queen  must  overboard ;  the  sea  works  high,  Ae 
wind  is  loud,  and  will  not  lie,  till  the  ship  be  cleared  of  the  dead. 
Fer.  Thai*  s  your  superstition. 

1  Sail.  Paroon  us,  Sir ;  with  us  at  sea  it  still  hath  been  ob- 
served ;  and  we  are  strong  in  custom.  Therefore  briefly  yield 
her ;  for  she  must  overboard  straight. 

Per.  Be  it  as  you  think  meet— Most  wretched  queen ! 

Lye.  Here  she  lies,  Sir. 

Per.  A  terrible  child-bed  hast  thou  had,  my  dear. 
No  light,  no  fire :  the  unfriendlv  elements 
Forgot  thee  utterly ;  nor  have  I  time 
To  give  thee  hallow'd  to  thy  grave,  but  straight 
Must  cast  thee,  scarcely  coffined,  in  the  ooze ; 
"Where,  for  a  monument  upon  tny  bones. 
And  aye-remaining  ||  lamps,  the  belching  whale. 
And  humming  water  must  o'erwhelm  thy  corpse. 
Lying  with  simple  shells.    Lychorida, 
Bid  Nestor  bring  me  spices,  ink.  and  paper. 
My  casket  and  my  jewels;  and  bid  Nicander 
Bring  me  the  satin  coffer :  lay  the  babe 
Upon  the  pillow ;  hie  thee,  whiles  I  say 
A  priestly  farewell  to  her :  suddenly,  woman. 

[Hxit  LtCHOBIDA. 

2  Sail.  Sir.  we  have  a  chest  beneath  the  hatches,  oaulk'd  and 
bitumed  ready. 

Per.  I  thank  thee.    Mariner,  say,  what  coast  is  this  ? 
2  Sail,  AVe  are  near  Tharsus. 
Per.  Thither,  gentle  mariner. 
Alter  thy  course  for  Tyre.    When  canst  thou  reach  it  ? 
2  Sail.  By  break  of  day,  if  the  wind  cease. 
Per.  O  make  for  Tharsus. 

*  Noisy.  t  Than  thy  entrance  into  life  can  reqaite. 

*  Blast.  ^  Bowlines,  y  Ever-buruiug. 
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There  will  I  yMi  Cleon,  tot  the  tube 

Cannot  bold  out  to  Tjnis ;  there  I'll  le*ve  it 

At  careful  nursing.    Go  thy  w&ye,  good  mariner ; 

I'll  bri:^  the  bodf  pre«eatly.  [ExevrU. 

SCENE  n.—Ephenn.    A  Eoom  in  Cbsuon's  Sovte. 
Xmler  Cbbihoh,  a  Sbbtant,  and  tome  permiu  tohe  luaw  been 
Ctr.  Philemon,  ho ! 


Pm.  Doth  m;  lord  call  ? 

Cer.  Get  Gre  uid  meat  for  these  poor  men;  it  hu  been  a 
turbulent  and  stormy  night. 

Stn.  Ibavebeen  m  wairs;  but  such  a  night  as  Itui, 
fnil  now,  I  ne'er  endured. 

Cwr.  lour  master  will  be  dead  ere  your  retuni : 
There's  nothing  can  be  miniater'd  to  nature. 
That  can  recover  him.    Give  this  to  the  'pothecair, 
Andtdlmehow  it  works.  [To  Fbilbmon. 

{Esxiaii  Phil.,  Sesv.,  and  Oote  oho  Md  been  wrecked. 
Enter  two  Gbntlbhbh. 

1  Gent.  Good  morrow,  Sir. 

2  Bent.  Good  morroir  to  your  lordship. 
Cer.  Gentlenien, 

"Why  do  you  stir  so  early  ? 

1  Cent.  Sir, 

Our  lodgings,  standing  bleak  upon  the  sesi 
Shook,  as  the  earth  did  guHke: 
The  very  prinoipals  *  did  eeem  to  rend. 
And  all  to  topple,  pure  surprise  and  fear 
IMode  tue  to  quit  the  house. 

2  Gent.  That  in  the  cause  we  trouble  jrou  so  early ; 
'Tia  not  our  hlisbandrv.t 

Cer.  0,  you  aty  well. 

1  Chnt.  Bat  I  much  marvel  that  your  lordship,  havii^ 
Bich  tire  X  about  you,  should  at  these  early  hours 
Shake  off  the  goloen  slomber  of  repose. 


"Vtrtaeandoi 
Than  nobtene 

Jia.j  Uietwo  latter  darken  and  expend; 
But  immortality  attends  the  forroer. 
Making  a  man  a  god.    Tia  known,  I  ever 
Have  studied  physio,  through  which  secret  art, 
B;  tumiug  o'er  authoritiefi,  I  have 

*  Chlflf  niters.  f  t- 1-  pmilr 
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(Together  with  my  practice)  made  familiar 

To  me  and  to  my  aid,  the  blest  infiisions 

That  dwell  in  vegetiven,  in  metaU,  stones : 

And  I  can  speak  of  the  dLrturbancos 

That  nature  works,  and  of  her  curoi* ;  which  gives  me 

A  more  content  in  course  of  true  delight 

Than  to  be  thirsty  after  tottering  honour. 

Or  tie  my  treasure  up  in  silken  bags. 

To  please  the  Fool  and  Death. 

2  Gent.  Your  honour  has  through  E]>hesu8  pour'd  forth 
Your  charity,  and  hundreds  call  lliemsclv&s 
Your  creatures,  who  by  you  have  been  restored : 
And  not  your  knowledge,  i)er8onal  pain,  but  even 
Your  purse,  still  open,  iiatii  built  JLK)rd  Cerimon 
Such  strong  renown  as  time  shall  never 

Enter  two  Sebvakts  ioith  a  chest. 

Serv.  So ;  lift  there. 

Cer.  AVhatisthat? 

Serv.  Sir,  even  now 
Did  the  sea  toss  upon  our  shore  this  chest ; 
'Tis  of  some  wreck. 

Cer.  Set't  down,  let's  look  on  it. 

2  Gent.  'Tis  like  a  coUin,  Sir. 

Cer.  Whate'er  it  be, 
'Tis  wondrous  heavy.    Wrench  it  open  straight ; 
If  the  sea's  stomach  be  o'ercharged  with  gold, 
It  is  a  good  constraint  of  fortune,  that 
It  belches  upon  us. 

2  Gent.  *Tis  so,  my  lord. 

Cer.  How  close  'tis  caulk'd  and  bitumed!— Did  the  sea  out 
it  up? 

Serv.  I  never  saw  so  huge  a  billow.  Sir, 
As  toss'd  it  upon  shore. 

Cer.  Gome,  wrench  it  open ; 
Soft,  soft !— it  smells  most  sweetly  in  my  sense. 

2  Gent.  A  delicate  odour. 

Cer.  As  ever  hit  my  nostril :  so, — up  with  it. 
O  you  most  potent  god !  what  s  here  ?  a  corse  ! 

1  Gent.  Alost  strange ! 

Cer.  Shrouded  in  cloth  of  state ;  balm'd  and  entreasured 
"With  bags  of  spices  full !    A  passport  too  I 
Apollo,  perfect  me  i'  the  characters !  [  Unfoldt  a  seroU. 

Ilei'e  I  give  to  understand  [^Meadt, 

{If  e*er  this  coffin  drive  a-land\ 

7,  King  Pericles^  have  lost 

This  queen,  worth  all  our  mundane  cost. 

Whojinds  her,  give  her  burying. 

She  icas  the  daughter  of  a  king  : 

Besides  this  treasure  for  a  fee. 

The  gods  requite  his  charity  ! 
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If  thou  liv*st,  Pericles,  thou  hast  a  heart 

That  even  cracks  for  woe ;— This  chanced  to-night. 

2  Oent.  Most  Ukely,  Sir. 

Cer.  Nay,  certainly  to-night : 
For  look,  how  fresh  she  looks  ! — They  were  too  rough. 
That  threw  her  in  the  sea.    Make  fire  within ; 
Fetch  hither  all  the  boxes  in  my  closet. 
Death  mav  usurp  on  nature  manjr  hours. 
And  yet  the  fire  of  Ufe  kindle  again 
The  overpressed  spirits.    1  have  heard 
Of  an  Egyptian,  had  nine  hours  lien  dead. 
By  good  appliance  was  recovered. 

JEnter  a  Sbbyant,  with  boxes,  napkins,  cmdjlre. 

Well  said,  well  said ;  the  fire  and  the  cloths. — 

The  rough  and  woful  music  that  we  have, 

Cause  it  to  sound,  'beseech  you. 

The  vial  once  more : — How  thou  stirr'st,  thou  block  !— 

The  music  there. — ^l  pray  you,  give  her  air : — 

Grentlemen, 

This  queen  w^  live :  nature  awakes :  a  warmth 

Breathes  out  of  her ;  she  hath  not  been  entranced 

Above  five  hours.    See,  how  she  'gins  to  blow 

Into  Hfe's  flower  again ! 

1  GetU.  The  heavens,  Sir,  \ 
Through  you,  increase  our  wonder,  and  set  up 

Your  mme  for  ever. 

Cer.  She's  alive ;  behold. 
Her  eyelids^  cases  to  those  heavenly  jewels 
"Which  Pericles  hath  lost, 
B^in  to  part  their  fringes  of  bright  gold ; 
The  diamonds  of  a  most  praised  water 
Appear,  to  make  the  world  twice  rich.    O  live, 
And  make  us  weep  to  hear  your  fate,  fair  creature, 
Kare  as  you  seem  to  be !  [She  moves. 

Thai.  O  dear  Diana, 
Where  am  I  ?    Where's  my  lord  ?    What  world  is  this  ? 

2  Oent.  Is  not  this  strange  ? 
1  Geni.  Most  rare. 

Cer.  Hush,  gentle  neighbours ; 
liend  me  your  hands :  to  the  next  chamber  bear  her. 
G^et  linen ;  now  this  matter  must  be  look'd  to. 
For  her  relapse  is  mortal.    Come,  come,  come ; 
And  .^Bsculapius  guide  us !  [Uxeunt  carrying  Thaisa  away, 

SCENE  III.—TAarsus.    A  Moom  in  Cleon's  Souse. 
JSnter  Pebicles,  Cleon,  Dionyza,  Lychobida,  and  Mabina. 

Per.  Most  honour'd  Cleon,  I  must  needs  be  gone ; 
My  twelve  months  are  expired,  and  Tyrus  stands 
In  a  Utigious  peace.    You,  and  your  lady. 
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Take  from  my  heart  all  thankfUlnen !    The  godi 
Make  up  the  rest  upon  you  1 

Cle.  Your  shafts  of  fortune,  though  they  hurt  you  nuntallji 
Yet  glance  fVill  wand'ringly  on  us. 

Dion.  O  your  sweet  queen ! 
That  the  strict  fates  had  pleased  you  had  brought  her  hither, 
To  have  bless'd  mine  eyes ! 

Per.  We  cannot  but  obey 
The  powers  above  us.    Could  I  rage  and  roar 
As  doth  the  sea  she  lies  in,  yet  the  end 
Must  be  as  'tis.    My  babe  Marina  (whom. 
Vor  she  was  bom  at  sea,  I  have  named  so)  here 
I  charge  your  charity  withal,  and  leave  her 
The  in&nt  of  ^our  care ;  beseeching:  you 
To  give  her  princelv  training,  that  she  may  be 
Manner'd  as  she  is  bom. 

Cle.  Pear  not,  mv  lord  : 
Your  grace,*  that  fed  my  country  with  your  com 
(For  which  the  i>eople's  prayers  still  fall  unon^rou). 
Must  in  vour  child  be  thought  on.    If  neglection 
Should  tnerein  make  me  vile,  the  common  body,t 
By  you  relieved,  would  force  me  to  my  duty : 
But  if  to  that  my  nature  need  a  spur, 
The  gods  revenge  it  upon  me  and  mine, 
To  the  end  of  generation ! 

Per.  I  believe  you ; 
Your  honour  ana  your  f^oodness  teach  me  credit, 
Without  your  vows.    Till  she  be  married,  madam. 
By  bright  Diana,  whom  we  honour  all, 
unscissoPd  shall  this  hair  of  mine  remain. 
Though  I  show  ill  in't.    So  I  take  my  leave. 
Good  madam,  make  me  blessed  in  your  care 
In  bringing  up  my  child. 

Dion.  I  nave  one  myself. 
Who  shall  not  be  more  dear  to  my  respect, 
Than  yours,  my  lord. 

Per,  Madam,  my  thanks  and  prayers. 

Cle.  Well  bring  your  grace  even  to  the  edge  o'the  shore; 
Then  give  you  up  to  the  mask'd^  Neptune,  and 
The  gentl^  winds  of  heaven. 

Per.  I  will  embrace 
Your  offer.    Come,  dear'st  madam. — O,  no  tears, 
Lychorida,  no  tears : 

Look  to  your  little  mistress,  on  whose  grace 
You  may  depend  hereafter.— -Come,  my  lord.  *     {^SxewnL 

*  Favour.  f  Common  people.  t  Treacherous. 
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SCENE  IK—Ephesus.    A  Boom  in  Cebimon's  Eowe, 
Enter  Cebimon  and  Thaisa. 

Cer.  Madam,  this  letter,  and  some  certain  jewels, 
Ijay  with  you  in  your  coffer :  which  are  now 
At  your  command.    Know  you  the  character  P 

Thai.  It  is  my  lord's. 
That  I  was  shipp'd  at  sea,  I  well  rememher. 
Even  on  my  yearning  time ;  but  whether  there 
Beliver'd  or  no,  by  the  holjr  ^ods, 
I  cannot  rightly  say :  But  since  King  Pericles, 
My  weddea  lord,  I  ne'er  shall  see  again, 
A  vestal  hvery  will  I  take  me  to,        * 
And  never  more  have  joy. 

Cer.  Madam,  if  this  :^ou  purpose  as  you  speak, 
Diana's  temple  is  not  distant  far, 
Where  you  may  'bide  until  jour  date*  expire. 
Moreover,  if  you  please,  a  niece  of  mine 
Shall  there  attend  you. 

Thai.  My  recompense  is  thanks,  that's  all ; 
Yet  my  good  will  is  grea^  though  the  gift  small.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  IV. 

Ewter  Gk)WEB. 

Qow.  Imagine  Pericles  at  Tyre, 
"Welcomed  to  his  own  desire. 
His  woful  queen  leave  at  Ephess, 
To  Dian  there  a  votaress. 
Now  to  Marina  bend  your  mind. 
Whom  our  fast  growing  scene  must  find 
At  Tharsus,  and  by  Cleon  train'd 
In  musia  letters :  who  hath  gain'd 
Of  education  sJl  the  grace. 
Which  makes  her  both  the  heart  and  place 
Of  general  wonder.    But,  alack ! 
That  monster  enyv,  ofb  the  wrack 
Of  earned  prais&  Marina's  life 
Seeks  to  take  ofr  by  treason's  knife. 
And  in  this  kind  hath  our  Cleon 
One  daughter,  and  a  wench  full  grown. 
Even  ripe  for  marriage  rite ;  this  maid 
Hight  Philoten :  and  it  is  said 
Per  certain  in  our  story,  she 
Would  ever  with  Marina  be : 

*  /.  e.  of  life. 
▼OL.  T.  I> 


84  PEBICLB8,  PBINCI  OF  TTBB.  [aCT  IT. 

Be't  when  she  weaved  the  sleided*  silk 

With  fingers  long,  small,  white  aa  milk ; 

Or  when  she  would  with  sharp  neeldf  wound 

The  cambric,  which  she  made  more  sound 

By  hurting  it ;  or  when  to  the  lute 

Slie  sung,  and  made  the  night-bird  mute. 

That  still  records^  with  moan ;  or  when 

She  would  with  nch  and  constant  pen 

Vail  to  her  mistress  Dian ;  still 

This  Philoten  contends  in  skill 

With  absolute  §  Marina  :  so 

With  the  dove  of  Paphos  might  the  crow 

Vie  feathers  white.    Marina  gets 

All  praises,  whieh  are  paid  as  debts^ 

And  not  as  given.    This  so  darks 

In  Philoten  all  graceful  marks. 

That  Cleon's  wife,  with  envy  rare, 

A  present  murderer  does  prepare 

For  good  Marina,  that  her  daughter 

Might  stand  peerless  by  this  slaughter. 

The  sooner  her  vile  thoughts  to  stead ; 

Lychorida,  our  nurse,  is  dead; 

And  cursed  Dionyza  nath 

The  preenantll  instrument  of  wrath 

PrestlT  for  this  blow.    The  unborn  event 

I  do  commend  to  your  content : 

Only  I  carry  winged  time 

Post  on  the  lame  Teet  of  my  rhyme ; 

Which  never  could  I  so  convey, 

Unless  your  thoughts  went  on  my  way. — 

Dionyza  does  appear, 

With  Leonine,  a  murderer.  IJBmL 

8CJS2fE  L — Thctrfits.    An  open  place  near  the  Secukore. 
JSnter  DiONYZA  and  Leonimib. 

Dion.  Thv  oath  remember ;  thou  hast  sworn  to  do  it : 
'Tis  but  a  blow,  which  never  shall  be  known. 
Thou  canst  not  do  a  thing  i'  the  world  so  soon. 
To  jrield  thee  so  much  profit.    Let  not  conscience, 
Which  is  but  cold,  inflame  love  in  thy  bosom. 
Inflame  too  nicely ;  nor  let  pity,  which 
Even  women  have  cast  off,  melt  thee;  but  be 
A  soldier  to  thv  purpose. 

Leon.  I'll  do  t;  but  yet  she  is  a  goodlv  creature. 

Dion.  The  fitter  then  the  gods  should  have  her.    Here 
Weeping  she  comes  for  her  old  nurse's  death. 
Thou  art  resolved  ? 

Leon.  I  am  resolved. 

*  Untwisted.  t  Needle.  t  Sin^. 

i  Accomplished,  perfect.       I  Prepared.  %  Raady. 
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Enter  Marina,  with  a  Basket  of  Flowers. 

Mar.  No,  no,  I  will  rob  Tellus*  of  her  weeds. 
To  strew  thy  green  with  flowers :  the  yellows,  blues, 
The  purple  violets,  and  marigolds, 
Shall,  as  a  chaplet,  hang  upon  thy  grave. 
While  summer  days  do  last.    Ah  me  !  poor  maid. 
Bom  in  a  tempest,  when  my  mother  died, 
This  world  to  me  is  like  a  lasting  storm. 
Whirring  me  from  my  friends. 

Dion.  How  now,  Marina  ?    Why  do  you  keep  alone  ? 
How  chance  my  daughter  is  not  with  you  ?    Do  not 
Ck)nsume  your  blood  with  sorrowing :  you  have 
A  nurse  of  me.    Lord !  how  your  favour  'sf  changed 
With  this  unprofitable  woe !    Come,  come ; 
Give  me  your  wreath  of  flowers.    Ere  the  sea  mar  it,  J 
Walk  forth  with  Leonine ;  the  air  is  quick  there. 
Piercing,  and  sharpens  well  the  stomach.    Come : — 
Leonine,  take  her  by  the  arm,  walk  with  her. 

Mar.  No,  I  pray  you ; 
rU  not  bereave  you  of  your  servant 

Dion.  Come,  come ; 
I  love  the  king  your  father,  and  yourself, 
With  more  than  foreign  heart.    We  every  day 
Expect  him  here :  when  he  shall  come  and  find 
Our  i)aragon  to  all  reports,  thus  blasted. 
He  will  repent  the  breadth  of  his  great  voyage ; 
Blame  botn  my  lord  and  me,  that  we  have  ta'en 
No  care  to  your  best  courses.    Gto,  I  pray  you. 
Walk,  and  be  cheerful  once  asain ;  reserve 
That  excellent  complexion,  which  did  steal 
The  eyes  of  young  and  old.    Care  not  for  me ; 
I  can  go  home  alone. 

Mar.  Well,  I  will  go ; 
But  yet  I  have  no  desire  to  it. 

Dion.  Come,  come,  I  know  'tis  good  for  you. 
Walk  half  an  hour.  Leonine,  at  the  least ; 
Bemember  what  I  have  said. 

Leon.  I  warrant  you,  madam. 

Dion.  rU  leave  you,  my  sweet  lady,  for  a  while ; 
Pray  you  walk  softly,  do  not  heat  your  blood : 
What !  I  must  have  a  care  of  you. 

Mar,  Thanks,  sweet  madam. —  [JSxit  Dionyza. 

Is  this  wind  westerly  that  blows  ? 

Leon.  South-west. 

Mar.  When  I  was  bom,  the  wind  was  north. 

Deon.  Was*t  so  ? 

Mar.  My  father,  as  nurse  said,  did  never  fear. 
But  cried,  good  seamen  !  to  the  sailors,  galling 
His  kingly  hands  with  hauling  of  the  ropes ; 

*  The  earth.  t  Countenance,  look. 

X  i.  e.  ere  the  aea  \ff  the  oominff  in  of  the  tide  mar  your  'S7«&. 

P2 
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And,  clasping  to  the  mast,  endured  a  sea 

That  almost  burst  the  deck,  and  from  the  ladder-tackle 

Wash'd  off  a  canvas-climber  :*  Ha  !  says  one, 

Wilt  out  1  and,  with  a  dropping  industry, 

They  skip  from  stem  to  stem  :  the  boatswain  whirtlei^ 

The  master  calls,  and  trebles  their  oonftision. 

Leon.  And  when  was  this  ? 

Mar.  It  was  when  I  was  bom : 
Never  was  waves  nor  wind  more  violent 

Leon.  Come,  say  your  prayers  speedily. 

Mar.  What  mean  you  ? 

Leon.  If  you  require  a  little  space  for  prayer, 
I  grant  it :  rray ;  but  be  not  tedious, 
For  the  gods  are  quick  of  ear,  and  I  am  sworn 
To  do  mv  work  with  haste. 

Mar.  Why  will  you  kill  me  P 

Leon.  To  satisfy  my  lady. 

Mar.  Why  would  she  have  me  kill'd  P 
Now,  as  I  can  remember,  by  my  troth, 
I  never  did  her  hurt  in  all  my  life ; 
I  never  spake  bad  word,  nor  did  ill  turn 
To  any  livins  creature :  believe  me,  la, 
I  never  kill'd  a  mouse,  nor  hurt  a  fly : 
I  tarod  upon  a  worm  against  my  will. 
But  I  wept  for  it.    How  have  I  offended, 
Wherein  mv  death  might  yield  her  profit,  or 
My  life  imply  her  danger  ? 

Leon.  My  commission 
Is  not  to  reason  of  the  deed,  but  do  it. 

Jfor.  You  will  not  do't  for  all  the  world,  I  hope. 
Tou  are  well-favour'd,  and  your  looks  foreshow 
You  have  a  gentle  heart.    I  saw  you  lately. 
When  you  caught  hurt  in  parting  two  that  fought : 
Good  sooth,  it  show'd  well  in  you ;  do  so  now : 
Your  lady  seeks  my  life :  come  you  between. 
And  save  poor  me,  the  weaker. 

Leon.  I  am  sworn. 
And  will  despatch. 

Enter  PiBATBS,  whilst  Mabina  is  ttruggling. 

1  Pirate.  Hold,  villain !  [Lbonwb  rune  c 

2  Pirate.  A  prize !  a  prize ! 

8  Pirate.  Half-part,  mates,  half-part.     Gome,  let's  have 
aboard  suddenly.  [JExeunt  Pibatbs  wUh  Mai 

SCENE  IL—The  same. 
Re-enter  Leonine. 

Leon.  These  roving  thieves  serve  the  great  pirate  Valdes ; 
And  they  have  seized  Marina.    Let  her  go  : 
There's  no  hope  she'll  return.    I'll  swear  she's  dead, 

*  A  ihip-boy. 
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And  thrown  into  the  sea.— But  FU  see  ftirther ; 

Perhaps  they  wHl  but  please  themselves  upon  her, 

Not  carrv  her  aboard.    If  she  remain, 

Whom  they  have  ravish'd,  must  by  me  be  slain.  [Exit 

SCENS  IIL—Mitylene.    A  Room  in  a  Brothel, 
Enter  Pandkb,  Bawd,  and  Boult 

Pond.  Boult 

Boult,  Sir. 

Pond.  Search  the  market  narrowly ;  Mitylene  is  full  of  gal- 
lants. We  lost  too  much  money  this  mart,  by  being  too  wench- 
less. 

Bawd.  We  were  never  so  much  out  of  creatures.  We  have 
but  poor  three,  and  they  can  do  no  more  than  they  can  do ;  and 
with  continual  action  are  even  as  good  as  rotten. 

Pand.  Therefore  let's  have  fr^h  ones,  whatever  we  pay  for 
them.  If  there  be  not  a  conscience  to  be  used  in  every  trade, 
we  shall  never  prosper. 

Bawd.  Thou  say^st  true :  'tis  not  the  bringing  up  of  poor  bas- 
tards, as  I  think  I  have  brought  up  some  eleven 

BouU.  Ay,  to  eleven,  and  brought  them  down  again.  But 
shall  I  search  the  market  ? 

Bawd.  What  else,  man  ?  The  stu£f  we  have,  a  strong  wind 
will  blow  it  to  pieces,  they  are  so  pitifUlly  sodden. 

Pand.  Thou  sa/st  true ;  they  are  too  unwholesome  o'  con- 
science. The  poor  Transylvanian  is  dead,  that  lay  with  the  little 
baggage. 

Bofdt.  Ay.  she  quickly  poop'd  him ;  she  made  him  roast  meat 
for  worms :  out  ril  go  search  the  market.  [Exit  Boult. 

Pand.  Three  or  four  thousand  chequins  were  as  pretty  a  pro- 
portion to  live  quietly,  and  so  give  over. 

Bawd.  Why,  to  give  over,  I  pray  you  ?  Is  it  a  shame  to  get 
when  we  are  old  ? 

Pand.  O,  our  credit  comes  not  in  like  the  commodity;  nor  the 
commodity  wages  not*  with  the  danger;  therefore,  if  in  our  youths 
we  could  pick  up  'some  prettv  estate,  'twere  not  amiss  to  keep 
our  door  natch'd.t  Besides  the  sore  terms  we  stand  upon  with 
the  gods,  will  be  strong  with  us  for  giving  over. 

Bawd,  Come,  other  sorts  ojQTend  as  well  as  we. 

Pand.  As  well  as  we !  ay,  and  better  too ;  we  ofifend  worse. 
Neither  is  our  profession  any  trade ;  it's  no  calling : — but  here 
comes  Boult. 

Enter  tie  PiBATBS  and  BoULT,  dragging  in  Mabina. 

BouU.  Gome  your  ways.  [To  Mabuta.] — My  masters,  you 
say  she's  a  virgin  ? 

1  Pirate.  O,  Sir,  we  doubt  it  not. 

BouU.  Master,  I  have  gone  thorough  for  this  piece,  t  you  see : 
if  you  lUce  her,  so ;  if  not,  I  have  lost  my  earnest. 

Bawd,  Boult,  has  she  any  qualities  ? 

*  Is  not  equal  to.  f  I.e.  half  open.  t  Bid  a  high  price  (ot  ^«t. 
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BouH.  She  lia8  a  rimmI  face,  speaks  well,  and  haa  ezodloit  pd 
clothm ;  there  8  uo  further  neccsBity  of  glial itiea  oan  make  herb 
refused. 

Bawd.  liVhat's  her  price.  Boult  P 

Bouif.  I  cannot  he  bated  one  doit  of  a  thousand  pieoeiL 

rand.  Well,  follow  me,  uiy  masters;  you  aliaU  have  xov 
money  presently.  Wife,  take  her  in ;  instruct  her  what  she  JM 
to  do,  that  she  may  not  be  raw  in  her  entertainment* 

[JUxeunt  PaHDEB  mmd  PniTBL 

Bated.  Boult,  take  you  the  marks  of  her :  the  colour  of  bff 
hair,  complexion,  heidit-,  ago,  with  warrant  of  her  viniiii^ 
and  cry.  He  that  will  give  moet,  shall  have  her  Ji/nL  radii 
maidenhead  were  no  cheap  thing,  if  men  were  aa  thiaty  hsie  ben 
Get  this  done  as  I  command  you. 

Bovdt.  Performance  shall  fallow.  [JBWf  BoCIt 

Mar.  Alack,  that  Leonine  woa  so  slack,  so  slow ! 
(Ue  should  have  struck,  not  spoke ;)  or  that  these  piratee 
(Not  enough  barbarous)  had  not  overboard 
Thrown  me.  to  seek  my  mother ! 

Bawd.  Why  lament  you,  pretty  one P 

Mar.  That  I  am  pretty. 

Bawd.  Come,  the  godii  have  done  their  part  in  yon. 

Mar.  I  accuse  them  not. 

Bawd.  You  are  lit  into  my  hands,  where  you  are  like  to  lin^ 

Mar.  The  more  my  fault,t 
To  'scape  his  hands,  where  I  was  like  to  die. 

Bawd.  Ay,  and  you  shall  live  in  pleasure. 

Mar.  No. 

Bawd.  Yes,  indeed,  shall  you,  and  tsste  gentlemen  of  aD 
fashions.  You  shall  fare  well;  you  shall  have  the  difference d 
all  complexions.    What !  do  you  stop  your  ears  ? 

Mar.  Are  you  a  woman  ? 

Bawd.  What  would  you  have  me  be,  an  I  be  not  a  woman  P 

Mar.  An  honest  woman,  or  not  a  woman. 

Bawd.  Marry,  whip  thee,  gosling :  I  think  I  shall  have  some 
thing  to  do  with  you.  Come,  you  are  a  young  foolish  B^tUog 
and  must  be  bowed  as  I  would  have  you. 

Mar.  The  gods  defend  me ! 

Bawd.  If  it  please  the  gods  to  defend  you  by  men,  then 


must  comfort  you,  men  must  feed  you,  men  must  stir  you  up.- 
lioult  's  returned. 

Enter  BoULT. 

Now,  Sir,  hast  thou  cried  her  through  the  market  ? 

Boult.  I  have  cried  her  almost  to  the  number  of  her  hairs;  ] 
have  drawn  her  picture  with  my  voice. 

Bawd.  And  I  pr'ythee  tell  me,  how  dost  thou  find  the  indina 
tion  of  the  people,  especially  of  the  younger  sort  ? 

Boult.  'Faith,  they  listened  to  me,  as  they  would  have  heark 
ened  to  their  father's  testament.  There  was  a  Si)aniard's  moutl 
so  watered,  that  he  went  to  bed  to  her  very  description. . 

*  Green  in  her  business.  t  Misfortune. 
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Bawd.  We  shall  have  him.  here  to-morrow  with  his  best 
ruff  on. 

Boult.  To-night,  to-night.  But,  mistress,  do  you  know  the 
Prench  knight  that  cowers  i'  the  hams  ? 

Bawd.  Who  ?  Monsieur  Veroles  ? 

Boult.  Ay ;  he  offered  to  cut  a  caper  at  the  proclamation ;  but 
he  made  a  groan  at  it,  and  swore  he  would  see  her  to-morrow. 

Bawd.  Well,  well :  as  for  him,  he  brought  his  disease  hither : 
here  he  does  but  repair  it.  I  know,  he  will  come  in  our  shadow, 
to  scatter  his  crowns  in  the  sun. 

Boult.  Well,  if  we  had  of  every  nation  a  traveller,  we  should 
lodge  them  with  this  sign. 

Bawd.  Pray  you,  come  hither  awhile.  You  have  fortunes  com- 
ing upon  you.  Mark  me,  you  must  seem  to  do  that  fearfully, 
wmch  you  commit  willingly ;  to  despise  profit,  where  you  have 
most  gain.  To  weep  that  you  live  as  you  do,  makes  pity  in  your 
lovers :  Seldom,  but  that  pity  begets  you  a  good  opinion,  and 
that  opinion  a  mere*  profit. 

Mar.  I  understand  you  not. 

Boult.  O,  lake  her  home,  mistress,  take  her  home:  these 
blushes  of  hers  must  be  quenched  with  some  present  practice. 

Bawd.  Thou  say'st  true,  i'  faith,  so  they  must :  for  your  bride 
goes  to  that  with  shame,  which  is  ner  way  to  go  with  warrant. 

Boult.  'Faith,  some  do,  and  some  do  not.  l^ut,  mistress,  if  I 
have  bargained  for  the  joint, 

Bawd.  Thou  may'st  cut  a  morsel  off  the  spit. 

Boult.  I  may  so. 

Bawd.  Who  should  deny  it?  Come,  young  one,  I  like  the 
manner  of  your  garments  well. 

Boult.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  they  shall  not  be  changed  yet. 

Bawd.  Boult,  spend  thou  that  in  the  town :  report  what  a 
sojourner  we  have;  jou'll  lose  nothing  by  custom.  When 
nature  framed  this  piece,  she  meant  thee  a  good  turn ;  there- 
fore say  what  a  paragon  she  is,  and  thou  hast  the  harvest  out  of 
thine  own  report. 

Boult.  I  warrant  you,  mistress,  thunder  shall  not  so  awake 
the  beds  of  eels,  as  my  giving  out  her  beauty  stir  up  the  lewdly- 
inclined,    ril  bring  home  some  to-night. 

Bawd.  Come  your  ways ;  follow  me. 

Mar.  If  fires  be  hot;  knives  sharp,  or  waters  deep, 
Untied  I  still  my  virgin  knot  will  keep. 
Diana,  aid  my  purpose  ! 

Bawd.  What  have  we  to  do  with  Diana? 
Pray  you,  will'you  go  with  us  ?  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.—Thao'sus.    A  Boom  in  Cleon's  Rouse. 
Enter  Cleon  and  DlONYZA. 

Dion.  Why,  are  you  foolish  ?    Can  it  be  undone  ? 
Cle.  O  Dionyza,  such  a  piece  of  slaughter 
The  sun  and  moon  ne'er  look'd  upon ! 

*  Absolute. 
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Diom.  I  think 
iijIU  Tou'U  turn  a  child  again. 

Cle.  Were  I  chief  lord  of  all  the  spsciouB  world, 
I'd  give  it  to  undo  the  deed.    O  lady. 
Much  less  in  blood  than  virtue,  yet  a  prinoesB 
To  equal  any  single  crown  o'  the  earth, 
r  the  justice  of  compare !    O  villain  Leonine, 
Whom  thou  hast  poison'd  too ! 
If  Uiou  hadst  drunk  to  him,  it  had  been  a  kindness 
Becoming  well  thy  feat  :*  what  canst  tJbou  saj. 
When  noble  Pericles  shall  demand  his  child  P 

Dion.  That  she  is  dead.    Nurses  are  not  the  fates. 
To  foster  it,  nor  ever  to  preserve. 
She  died  by  night ;  111  say  so.    Who  can  oro«  it  P 
Unless  you  play  the  impious  innooent,t 
And  for  an  honest  attribute,  cry  out. 
She  died  hjf  foul  plat 


Cle.  O,  go  to.    Well,  well. 
Of  all  the  faults  beneath  the  heavens,  the  gods 
Do  like  this  worst. 

Dion.  Be  one  of  those,  that  think 
The  petty  wrens  of  Tharsus  will  flv  hence, 
And  open  this  to  Pericles.    I  do  shame 
To  think  of  what  a  noble  strain  you  are, 
And  of  how  cow'd  a  spirit. 

Cle.  To  such  proceeding 
Who  ever  but  his  approbation  added, 
Thoug^  not  his  preoonsent,  he  did  not  flow 
Prom  nonourable  courses. 

Dion.  Be  it  so  then : 
Yet  none  does  know,  but  you,  how  she  came  dead. 
Nor  none  can  know.  Leonine  being  gone. 
She  did  distain^  my  child,  and  stood  between 
Her  and  her  fortunes :  None  would  look  on  her, 
But  cast  their  gazses  on  Marina's  face ; 
Whilst  ours  was  blurted  at,  and  held  a  malkin, 
Not  worth  the  time  of  day.§    It  pierced  me  thorough ; 
And  though  you  call  mv  course  unnatural. 
You  not  your  child  well  loving,  yet  I  find. 
It  greets  me,  ij  as  an  enterprise  of  kindness. 
Performed  to  your  sole  daughter. 

Cle.  Heavens  forgive  it ! 

Dion.  And  as  for  Perides, 
What  should  he  say  ?    We  wept  after  her  hearse. 
And  even  vet  we  mourn :  her  monument 
Is  almost  nni8h'(L  and  her  epitaphs 
In  glittering  golden  characters  express 
A  general  praise  to  her,  and  care  in  us 
At  whose  expense  'tis  done. 

*  /.  e.  of  a  piece  with  the  rest  of  thy  exploit. 

f  Idiot.  i  Sully  by  contrast. 

4  A  coarse  wendi,  not  worth  a '  good-morrow.'  |i  Pleases 
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Cle.  Thou  art  like  the  harpy, 
Which,  to  betray,  doth  wear  an  angeVs  faoe. 
Seize  with  an  eagle's  talons. 

Dion.  Tou  are  like  one  that  superstitiously 
Doth  swear  to  the  gods,  that  winter  kills  the  flies ; 
But  yet  I  know  you'll  do  as  I  advise.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Gk>WEB,  before  the  Monument  of  Mabina,  at  Tharsus. 

Oow.  Thus  time  we  waste,  and  longest  leagues  make  short; 
Sail  seas  in  cockles,  have,  and  wish  but  for't ; 
Making*  (to  take  your  ima^nation). 
From  bourn  to  boum,t  region  to  re^on. 
By  you  being  pardon'd,  we  commit  no  crime. 
To  use  one  language,  in  each  several  clime. 
Where  our  scenes  seem  to  live.    I  do  beseech  you, 
To  learn  of  me,  who  stand  i'  the  gap  to  teach  you 
The  stages  of  our  story.    Pericles 
Is  now  again  thwarting  the  wayward  seas 
(Attend^  on  by  many  a  lord  and  knight). 
To  see  his  daughter,  all  his  hfe's  delight. 
Old  Escanes,  whom  Helicanus  late 
Advanced  in  time  to  great  and  high  estate. 
Is  left  to  govern.    Bear  you  it  in  mind. 
Old  Helicanus  jiioes  along  behind. 
Well-sailing  ships,  and  bounteous  winds,  have  brought 
This  king  to  Tharsus  (think  his  pilot  thought ; 
So  with  his  steerage  shall  your  thoughts  grow  on). 
To  fetch  his  daughter  home,  who  first  is  gone. 
Like  motes  and  shadows  see  them  move  awhile ; 
Your  ears  unto  your  eyes  PU  reconcile. 

Dumh  show. 

Enter  at  one  door,  Pebicles,  with  his  Train;  Cleon  and 
DlOITTZA  at  the  other.  Cleon  shows  Pebicles  the  Tomb  of 
Mabina  ;  whereat  Pebicles  makes  lamentation,  puts  on 
saekeloth,  and  in  a  mighty  passion  departs.  Then  Olbon  and 
DiONYZA  reti/re. 

Qow.  See  how  belief  may  suffer  by  foul  show ! 
This  borrowed  passion  stands  for  true  old  woe ; 
And  Pericles,  in  sorrow  all  devoured. 
With  fos^  snot  through^  and  biggest  tears  o'ershow'r'd. 
Leaves  Tharsu&  and  again  embarks.    He  swears 
Never  to  wash  ms  face,  nor  cut  his  hairs. 
He  puts  on  sackcloth,  and  to  sea.    He  bears 
A  tempest,  which  his  mortal  vessel};  tears. 
And  yet  he  rides  it  out.    Now  please  you  wit§ 
The  epitaph  is  for  Marina  writ, 
By  wicked  Dionyza. 

\_Reads  the  inscription  on  Mabina's  Monument. 

The  fairest,  sweefst,  and  best,  lies  here, 
Who  withered  in  her  spring  of  year. 

•  TraveUioff.         *    t  Boundary.  X  Body.  \  Toixwora. 
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She  woM  of  TynUy  the  kinf^s  daughter. 

On  whom  foul  death  hath  made  this  atamghier; 

Marina  was  she  calTd ;  and  at  her  births 

TTietis*  being  proud,  swallowed  some  part  o*tke  earth : 

Therefore  the  earth,  fearing  to  be  o*erJlo¥^At 

Hath  Thetis'  birth-child  on  the  heavens  besUn&d  : 

Wherefore  she  does  {and  swears  sheHl  never  Mtimi)f 

Make  raging  battery  upon  shores  qfJUnt, 

No  visor  does  become  black  villany, 

So  well  as  soft  and  tender  flattery. 

Let  Pericles  believe  his  daughter 's  dead. 

And  bear  his  courses  to  be  ordered 

B;^  lady  Fortune ;  while  our  scenes  display 

His  daughter's  woe  and  heavy  well-a-day. 

In  her  unholy  service.    Patience  then, 

And  think  you  now  are  sJl  in  Mitylen. 

SCENE  V.—Mitylene.    A  Street  b^ore  the  Broihe 
Enter,  from  the  Brothel,  two  GsiTTLBMBN. 

1  Oent.  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like  P 

2  Oent.  No,  nor  never  shall  do  in  such  a  place  as  tl 
being  once  gone. 

SI  Gent.  But  to  have  divinity  preached  there !  Did  y< 
dream  of  such  a  thing  ? 

2  Qent.  No,  no.  Come,  I  am  for  no  more  bawdy-housee 
we  go  hear  the  vestals  sing  ? 

1  Qent.  I'll  do  anything  now  that  is  virtuous ;  but  I  \ 
of  the  road  of  rutting,  for  ever.  [J 

SCENE  VI.— The  same.    A  Room  in  the  Brothel 
Enter  Pandee,  Bawd,  and  BoiTLT. 

Pand.  Well,  I  had  rather  than  twice  the  worth  of  her,  i 
ne'er  come  here. 

Bawd.  Pie,  fie  upon  her ;  she  is  able  to  freeze  the  god  P 
and  undo  a  whole  generation.  We  must  either  get  her  ra 
or  be  rid  of  her.  When  she  should  do  for  clients  her  fi 
and  do  me  the  kindness  of  our  profession,  she  has  me  her 
her  reasons,  her  master  reasons,  her  prayers,  her  knees ;  tl 
would  make  a  puritan  of  the  devil,  if  he  should  cheapen  a 
her. 

Boult.  'Paith,  I  must  ravish  her,  or  shell  disfumish  u 
our  cavaliers,  and  make  all  our  swearers  priests. 

Band.  Now,  the  pox  upon  her  green  sickness  for  me ! 

Bawd.  'Faith,  there's  no  way  to  be  rid  on't,  but  by  the 
the  pox.    Here  comes  the  Lord  Lysimachus,  disguised. 

Bnuli.  Wa  should   Viava  both   lord  and  lown.  if  thft   i 
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Bawd.  Now,  the  gods  to-bless  your  honour ! 

JBouU.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  honour  in  good  health. 

Lys.  You  may  so ;  *tis  the  better  for  you  that  your  resorters 
stand  upon  sound  legs.  How  now,  wholesome  iniquity  ?  Have 
you  that  a  man  may  deal  withal,  and  defy  the  surgeon  ? 

JBawd.  We  have  here  one,  Sir,  if  she  would ^but  there  never 

came  her  like  in  Mitylene. 

I/f/s.  If  she'd  do  the  deed  of  darkness,  thou  wouldst  say. 

Bawd.  Tour  honour  knows  what  'tis  to  say,  well  enough. 

Jjys.  Well,  call  forth,  cedl  forth. 

Boult.  For  flesh  and  blood.  Sir,  white  and  red,  you  shall  see  a 
rose ;  and  she  were  a  rose  indeed,  if  she  had  butr— - 

Jjys.  What,  prVthee  ? 

Boult  O,  Sir,  I  can  be  modest. 

I/ys.  That  dignifies  the  renown  of  a  bawd,  no  less  than  it  gives 
agood  report  to  a  number  to  be  chaste. 

i:nfer  Maeina. 

Bawd.  Here  comes  that  which  grows  to  the  stalk; — ^never 
plucked  yet,  I  can  assure  you.    Is  she  not  a  fair  creature  ? 

Zys.  Taith,  she  would  serve  after  a  long  voyage  at  sea.  Well, 
there's  for  you ;  leave  us. 

Bawd.  I  beseech  your  honour,  give  me  leave :  a  word,  and  111 
have  done  presently. 

Xy*.  I  biseech  you,  do. 

Bawd.  First,  I  would  have  you  note,  this  is  an  honourable 
man.  [To  Maeina,  whom  she  takes  aside. 

Mar.  I  desire  to  find  him  so,  that  I  may  worthily  note  him. 

Bawd.  Next,  he's  the  governor  of  this  country,  and  a  man 
whom  I  am  bound  to. 

Mar.  If  he  govern  the  country,  you  are  bound  to  him  indeed; 
but  how  honourable  he  is  in  that,  I  know  not. 

Bawd.  'Pray  you,  without  any  more  virginal  fencing,  will  you 
use  him  kindly  ?    He  will  Une  your  apron  with  gold. 

Mar.  What  he  will  do  graciously,  I  will  thankfully  receive. 

JLys.  Have  you  done  ? 

Bawd.  My  lord,  she's  not  paced  yet;  you  must  take  some  pains 
to  work  her  to  your  manage.  Come,  we  will  leave  his  honour 
and  her  together.  [JSxeunt  Bawd,  Pandee,  and  Boult. 

Xy*.  Go  thy  ways — ^Now,  pretty  one,  how  long  have  you  been 
at  this  trade  ? 

Mar,  What  trade,  Sir  ? 

Ljfg.  What  I  cannot  name,  but  I  shall  offend. 

Mar.  1  cannot  be  offended  with  my  trade. 
Please  you  to  name  it. 

Xy«.  How  long  have  you  been  of  this  profession  ? 

Mar.  Ever  since  I  can  xemember. 

Lys,  Did  you  go  to  it  so  young  ?  were  you  a  gamester*  at  five, 
or  at  seven  ? 

Mar,  Earlier  too.  Sir,  if  now  I  be  one. 

Ljfs.  Why,  the  house  you  dwell  in,  proclaims  you  to  be  a  crea- 
ture of  sale. 

*  A  wanton. 
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3far.  I)o  you  know  thin  house  to  be  a  place  of  sndi  renrl 
will  come  into  it  ?  I  hear  say,  70a  are  <x  iKmoaraUe  parti 
are  the  mvemor  of  this  place. 

Lif».  >V  h y,  hath  your  principal  made  known  unto  joo  who  ] 
]-j  Mar.  ^Vho  is  my  principal  P 

X.v«.  Whj,  your  herb  woman ;  she  that  seta  seeds  and  ro 
shame  and  miquitj.  O,  you  have  heard  something  of  my  p 
and  so  stand  aloof  for  more  serious  wooing.  But  I  protest  to 
pretty  one,  my  authority  shall  not  see  thee,  or  else  look  fri 
ufKm  thee.  Ck)me,  bnng  me  to  some  private  plaoe.  ( 
come. 

Mar,  If  you  were  bom  to  honour,  show  it  now ; 
jjl  If  put  upon  you,  make  the  judgment  good 

rt  That  thought  you  worthy  of  it. 

Lif*.  How's  this?  hoirsthis? — Some  more; — ^besage. 

IiL  Mar.  For  me, 

21  That  am  a  maid,  though  most  ungentle  fortune 

'"  Hath  placed  me  here,  within  this  loathsome  sty, 

A\  11' here,  since  I  came,  diseai^es  have  been  sold 

Dearer  than  physio,— O  that  the  good  gods 
Would  set  me  free  fVom  this  unhallowM  plaoe^ 
Thouffh  they  did  chan)^  me  to  the  meanest  bird 
That  flies  i'  the  purer  air ! 

L}f8.  I  did  not  think 
Thou  Gouldst  have  spoke  so  well ;  ne'er  dream'd  thou  could 
Had  I  brought  hither  a  corrupted  mind. 
Thy  speech  had  altered  it.    HolcL  here's  gold  for  thee : 
iit  I'ers^ver  still  in  that  clear  way  thou  goest^ 

And  the  gods  strengthen  thee  ! 
Mar.  The  gods  preserve  you ! 
Lps.  For  me  be  you  thoughten 
That  I  came  with  no  ill  intent :  for  to  me 
^^  The  very  doors  and  windows  savour  vilely. 

^  Farewell.    Thou  art  a  ^iece  of  virtue,  and 

I  doubt  not  but  thy  training  hath  been  noble. — 

Hold ;  here's  more  gold  for  thee, — 

A  curse  upon  him,  die  he  like  a  thief. 

That  robs  thee  of  thy  goodness !  if  thou  hear'st  firom  me, 

It  shall  be  for  thy  good. 

[As  Lysimachus  is  putting  up  his  purse,  Boult  e 
Boult.  I  beseech  your  honour,  one  piece  for  me. 
Lys.  Avaunt,  thou  damned  door-keeper  !    Your  house. 
But  for  this  virgin  that  doth  prop  it  up. 
Would  sink,  and  overwhelm  you  aU.    Away ! 

[SxU  Lr8TMA< 

BouU.  How's  this  ?  We  must  take  another  course  witt 
'!l:  If  your  peevish  chastity,  which  is  not  worth  a  breakfast  i 

jj"  cheapest  countnr  under  the  cope,*  shall  undo  a  whole  house 

;.|  let  me  be  gelded  like  a  spaniel.    Come  your  ways. 

Mar.  W  hither  would  you  have  me  ? 

BouU,  I  must  have  your  maidenhead  taken  oflf,  or  the  con 

*  Canopy  of  heaven. 


SCENE  Yl.]  PBBICLB8,  FBINCB  OF  TYBB.  46 

bangman  shall  execute  it.    Gome  your  way.    We'll  have  no 
more  gentlemen  driven  away.    Gome  your  ways,  I  say. 

Se-enter  Bawd. 

Bawd.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

JBouU.  Worse  and  worse,  mistress ;  she  has  here  spoken  holy 
words  to  the  lord  Lysimaohus. 

Bawd,  O  abominable ! 

BouU.  She  makes  our  profession  as  it  were  to  stink  afore  the 
Hftoe  of  the  gods. 

Bawd,  msiixj,  hang  her  up  for  ever ! 

BouU.  The  nobleman  would  have  dealt  with  her  like  a  noble- 
man, and  she  sent  him  away  as  oold  as  a  snowball ;  saying  his 
pr^ers  too. 

Bawd.  Boult,  take  her  away :  use  her  at  thy  pleasure :  crack 
the  glass  of  her  virginity,  and  make  the  rest  malleable. 

Boult.  An  if  she  were  a  thornier  piece  of  ground  than  she  is, 
she  shaU  be  ploughed. 

Mar.  Hark,  hark,  you  gods ! 

Bawd.  She  ooniures :  away  with  her.  Would  she  had  never 
oome  within  my  doors  !  Manr  hang  you !  she's  bom  to  undo 
lis.  Will  you  not  go  the  way  of  women-kind  ?  Marry  come  up, 
my  dish  of  chastity  with  rosemary  and  bays !  \_Exit  Bav^d. 

BouU.  Gome,  mistress ;  oome  your  way  with  me. 

Mar.  Whither  would  you  have  me  ? 

BouU.  To  take  from  you  the  jewel  you  hold  so  dear. 

Mar.  Pr'ythee  tell  me  one  thmg  firet. 

BouU.  Gome  now,  vour  one  thing. 

Mar.  What  canst  tnou  wish  thine  enemy  to  be  ? 

BouU.  Why,  I  could  wish  him  to  be  my  master,  or  rather  my 
mistress. 

Mar.  Neither  of  these  are  yet  so  bad  as  thou  art, 
Since  they  do  better  thee  in  their  command. 
Thou  hold'st  a  place,  for  which  the  pained'st  fiend 
Of  hell  would  not  in  reputation  change : 
Thou'rt  the  damn'd  door-keeper  to  every  coystrel* 
That  hither  come&  enquiring  for  his  Tib  ;t 
To  the  choleric  fisting  of  each  rogue  thy  ear 
Is  liable ;  thy  very  food  is  such 
As  hath  been  belch'd  on  by  infected  lungs. 

Boult.  What  would  you  have  me  ?  go  to  the  wars,  would  you  ? 
where  a  man  may  serve  seven  years  for  the  loss  of  a  leg,  and  have 
not  money  enough  in  the  end  to  buy  him  a  wooden  one  ? 

Mar.  Do  anything  but  this  thou  doest.    Empty 
Old  reoei)tacles,  common  sewers,  of  filth ; 
Serve  by  indenture  to  the  common  hangman ; 
Any  of  these  ways  are  better  yet  than  this : 
"For  that  which  thou  professest,  a  baboon, 
Gould  be  but  .speak,  would  own  a  name  too  dear. 
O  that  the  gods  would  safely  from  this  place 
Deliver  me !    Here,  here  is  gold  for  thee. 

*  Paltry  fellow.  t  Tabitha. 
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irthat  thy  ma8tor  would  gain  aught  by  mCL 
Pr(x;laiin  tliat  I  (ran  Miifc.  weave,  new,  and  aaooe^ 
AVith  other  virtues,  whitrh  1*11  keep  from  boMt^ 
And  I  will  undertake  all  thoftc  to  teach. 
I  doubt  not  but  thin  populous  city  will 
Yield  nianv  scholarii. 

Jioulf.  Hut  can  you  teach  all  this  you  speak  of  P 

Mar.  Prove  that  I  (r:innot,  tike  me  home  again. 
And  ))roMtitute  me  to  the  basest  groom 
That  doth  frequent  vour  house. 

BouU.  Well,  1  will  see  what  I  can  do  for  thee :  if  I  ou  pb08 
thee,  I  will. 

Mar.  But,  amongst  honest  women  P 

BouU.  *Faith,  my  acquaintance  lies  little  amonsBt  them.  But 
since  my  master  and  mistress  have  bought  vou,  here's  no  goint 
but  by  their  consent ;  therefore  I  will  make  them  acquautea 
with  your  puri)oso,  and  I  douht  not  but  I  shall  find  them  tiaek- 
able  enough.  Come,  I'll  do  for  thee  what  I  oan;  oome  yoor 
ways.  lExml 


ACT  V. 


Enter  GowEB. 

Oow.  Marina  thus  the  brothel  scapes,  and  cbanoes 
Into  an  honest  house,  our  story  savs. 
She  sines  like  one  immortal,  and  she  dances 
As  god(Iess-like  to  her  admired  lays : 
Deep  clerks*  she  dumbs;  and  with  her  neeld f  oompoaee 
Nature's  own  shape,  of  bud,  bird,  branch,  or  berry ; 
That  even  her  art  sisters  the  natural  roses : 
Her  inkle,  silk,  twin  with  the  rubied  cherry : 
That  pupils  lacks  she  none  of  noble  race, 
"Who  jx)ur  their  bounty  on  her;  and  her  gain 
She  gives  the  cursed  bawd.    Here  wo  her  place ; 
And  to  her  father  turn  our  thoughts  again, 
Where  we  left  him,  on  the  sea.     we  there  him  lost ; 
"Whence,  driven  beiore  the  winds,  he  is  arrived 
Here  where  his  daughter  dweHs :  and  on  this  coast 
Suppose  him  now  at  anchor.    Tne  city  strived 
God  Neptune's  annual  feast  to  keep :  from  whence 
Lysimachus  our  Tyrian  ship  espies. 
His  banners  sable,  trimm'd  with  rich  expense ; 
And  to  him  in  his  barge  with  fervour  hies. 
In  your  supposing  once  more  put  your  sight ;  J 
Of  neavy  Pericles  think  this  the  bark : 
Where,  what  is  done  in  action,  more,  if  might, 
Shall  be  discovcr'd ;  please  you,  sit,  and  hark.  \_Emt, 

,   *  Learned  men.  t  Needle. 

t  Once  more  put  your  eyes  under  the  guidance  of  your  imaginntioii. 
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SCENE  I.—On  hoard  Peeicles'  Ship,  off  Mitylene,  A  close 
JPavilion  on  deck,  with  a  curtain  hef(yre  it ;  Pebicles  within 
it,  reclined  on  a  couch,  A  barge  lying  beside  the  Tyrian 
vessel. 

JEnter  two  SilLOBS,  one  belonging  to  the  Tyrian  vessel,  the  other 
to  the  barge ;  to  them  Helicanus. 

Tyr.  Sail,  Where's  the  lord  Helicanus  ?  he  can  resolve  you. 

[To  the  Sailob  cf  Mitylene. 

0  here  he  is. 

Sir,  there's  a  barge  put  off  from  Mitylene, 

And  in  it  is  Lysimachus  the  governor, 

"Who  craves  to  come  aboard.    What  is  your  will  ? 

Sel.  That  he  have  his.    Call  up  some  sentlemen. 

Tyr.  Sail,  Ho,  gentlemen  !  my  lord  calls. 

Enter  two  GENTLEMEN. 

1  Oent.  3>oth  your  lordship  call  ? 
Mel.  Gentlemen, 
There  is  some  of  worth  would  come  aboard;  I  pray  you, 
To  greet  them  fairly. 

[The  Gentlemen  and  the  two  Sailobs  descend, 
and  go  on  board  the  Barge. 

Enter,  from  thence,  LysimA-CHUS  and  LoBDS ;  the  Tyrian 
Gentlemen,  and  the  two  Sailobs. 

Tyr,  Sail.  Sir, 
This  is  the  man  that  can,  in  aught  you  would, 
ILesolve  you. 

Lys.  Hail,  reverend  Sir !    The  gods  preserve  you ! 

Hel.  And  you,  Sir.  to  outlive  the  age  I  am. 
And  die  as  I  would  do. 

Lys,  You  wish  me  well. 
Being  on  shore,  honouring  of  Neptune's  triumphs. 
Seeing  this  goodly  vessel  nde  before  us, 

1  made  to  i^  to  know  of  whence  you  are. 
Hel.  First,  Sir,  what  is  your  place  ? 

Lys.  I  am  governor  of  this  pmce  you  Ue  before. 

Hel.  Sir, 
Our  vessel  is  of  Tvre,  in  it  the  king ; 
A  man,  who  for  this  three  months  hath  not  spoken 
To  any  one,  nor  taken  sustenance. 
But  to  prorogue  •  his  grief. 

Lys.  Upon  what  ground  is  his  distemperature  ? 

Hel.  Sir,  it  would  be  too  tedious  to  repeat ; 
But  the  main  grief  of  all  spring  from  the  loss 
Of  a  beloved  daughter  and  a  wife. 

Lys.  May  we  not  see  him,  then  ? 

Hel.  You  may  indeed,  Sir, 
But  bootless  is  your  sight ;  he  will  not  speak 
To  any. 

*  Prolong. 
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L»s.  Tet»  let  me  obUin  my 

MeL  Behold  him.  Sir  [Peaiclb  dueovendj :  this  n 
goodlj  person. 
Till  the  disMter,  that,  one  mortal*  nig^ 
Drove  him  to  thia. 

Lvs.  Sir.  king,  all  hail !  the  godi  preeerte  joa !  Hafl, 
Hail,  royal  Sir ! 

HeL  It  is  in  vain ;  he  will  not  mak  to  yoo. 

1  Lard.  Sir,  we  have  a  maid  in  Mitjlene,  I  dont  wager. 
Would  win  some  words  of  him. 

Xy«.  Tis  well  bethought. 
She.  questionless,  with  her  sweet  harmony 
Ana  other  choice  attractions,  would  allure. 
And  make  a  battery  through  his  deafen'd  parti^t 
Which  now  are  midway  stopp'd : 
She,  all  as  happy  as  of  all  the  fidrest^ 
Is,  with  her  leUow-maidens,  now  within 
The  leafy  shelter,  that  abuts  against 
The  island's  sida 

[JJtf  whitpers  one  of  ike  attendamt  LoSD6.~ 
Lord,  in  the  hcurge  q^  Ltsimachus. 

Hel.  Sure,  all's  effectless;  yet  nothing  we'll  omit 
That  bears  recovery's  name.    But,  since  vour  kindness 
We  have  stretch'd  thus  far,  let  us  beseecn  you  Airther, 
That  for  our  gold  we  may  provision  have, 
Wherein  we  are  not  destitute  for  want, 
But  weary  for  the  staleness. 

Lys.  O,  Sir,  a  courtesy. 
Which  if  we  should  deny,  the  most  just  God 
For  every  graff  would  send  a  caterpillar. 
And  so  afflict  our  province. — ^Tet  once  more 
Let  me  entreat  to  know  at  large  the  cause 
Of  your  king^s  sorrow. 

Hel.  Sit,  Sir,  I  will  recount  it; — 
But  see,  I  am  prevented. 

Enter,  from  the  Barge,  LOBD,  Mabina,  and  a  yonug  T^ai 

Lffs.  O,  here  is 
The  lady  that  I  sent  for.    Welcome,  fair  one ! 
Is't  not  a  goodly  presence  ?t 

Hel.  A  gallant  lady. 

Lye.  She's  such,  that  were  I  well  assured  she  came 
Of  gentle  kind,  and  noble  stock,  I'd  wish 
No  oetter  choice,  and  think  me  rarely  wed. 
Fair  one,  all  goodness  that  consists  in  bounty 
Expect  even  here,  where  is  a  kingly  patient : 
If  that  thy  prosperous-artificial  feat 
Can  draw  him  but  to  answer  thee  in  aught. 
Thy  sacred  physic  shall  receive  such  pay 
As  thy  desires  can  wish. 

Mar.  Sir,  I  will  use 

«  DMtructive.  t  /.  e.  ears.  t  A  handsome  fonc 
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My  utmost  skill  in  his  recovery, 
Provided  none  but  I  and  my  companion 
Be  suffered  to  come  near  him. 

I/ys.  Come,  let  us  leave  her, 
And  the  gods  make  her  prosperous !  [Mabina  sings, 

Lys.  Mark'd  he  your  music  ? 

Mar.  No,  nor  look'd  on  us. 

Lys.  See,  she  will  speak  to  him. 

Mar.  Hail,  Sir !  my  lord,  lend  ear  .• 

Fer.  Hum!  ha! 

Mar.  I  am  a  maid. 
My  lord,  that  ne'er  oefore  invited  eyes. 
But  have  been  gazed  on,  comet-like :  she  speaks, 
"NLj  lord,  that,  may  be.  hath  endured  a  grief 
Might  equal  yours,  if  Doth  were  justly  weigh'd. 
Though  wajrward  fortune  did  malign  my  state, 
My  derivation  was  from  ancestors 
W  ho  stood  equivalent  with  mighty  kings : 
But  time  hath  rooted  out  my  parentage. 
And  to  the  world  and  awkward*  casualties 
Bound  me  in  servitude. — I  will  desist ; 
But  there  is  something  glows  upon  my  cheek. 
And  whispers  in  mine  ear,  Go  not  till  he  speak.  [Aside. 

JPer.  My  fortunes— parentage — good  parentage — 
To  equal  mine  ! — was  it  not  thus  ?  what  say  you  ? 

Mar.  I  said,  my  lord,  if  you  did  know  my  parentage, 
Tou  would  not  do  me  violence. 

JPer.  I  do  think  so. 
I  pray  you,  turn  your  eyes  again  upon  me. — 
You  are  like  something  that—What  country  woman  ? 
Here  of  these  shores  ? 

Mar.  No,  nor  of  any  shores : 
Yet  I  was  mortally  brought  forth,  and  am 
No  other  than  I  appear. 

JPer.  I  am  great  with  woe,  and  shall  deliver  weeping. 
My  dearest  wife  was  like  this  maid,  and  such  a  one 
My  daughter  might  have  been  :  my  queen's  square  brows ; 
Her  stature  to  an  inch ;  as  wand-like  straight : 
As  silver-voiced :  her  eyes  as  jewel-like. 
And  cased  as  ricnly :  in  pace  another  Juno ; 
Who  starves  the  ears  she  feeds,  and  makes  them  hungry. 
The  more  she  gives  them  speech. — ^Where  do  you  live  ? 

Mar.  Where  I  am  but  a  stranger :  from  the  deck 
You  may  discern  the  place. 

I'er.  Where  were  you  bred  ? 
And  how  achieved  you  these  endowments,  which 
Yt)u  make  more  ricn  to  owe  ?t 

Mar.  Should  I  tell  my  history^ 
Twould  seem  like  lies  disdain'd  m  the  reporting. 

I*er.  Pr'y  thee  speak ; 
Falseness  cannot  come  from  thee,  for  thou  look'st 

*  Adverse.  t  PosseRs. 

VOL.  V.  B 
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Modest  M  jiutioe,  and  thou  seem'tt  a  paboe 

For  the  orown'd  truth  to  dwell  in :  I'll  beliere  thee^ 

And  make  my  senses  credit  thy  relation. 

To  points  thi^  seem  impossible ;  for  thou  look's^ 

Like  one  I  loved  indeed.    What  were  thy  finonds  P 

Didst  thou  not  say,  when  I  did  push  thee  back 

(Which  was  when  1  perceived  thee),  that  thou  cam'st 

From  good  descending  ? 

Mar.  So  indeed  I  aid. 

Per.  Beport  thy  parentage.    I  think  thou  sakPst 
Thou  hadst  been  tossed  fh>m  wrong  to  iiuury, 
And  that  thou  thought'st  thy  grieu  mi^t  equal  milieu 
If  both  were  open'd. 

Mar.  Some  such  thing  indeed 
I  said,  and  said  no  more  out  what  my  thoughts 
Did  warrant  me  was  likely. 

Per.  Tell  thy  story ; 
If  thine  considered  prove  the  thousandth  part 
Of  my  endurance,  tnou  art  a  man,  and  I 
Have  suffered  like  a  girl :  vet  thou  dost  look 
Like  Patience,  gazing  on  kings'  graves,  and  smiling 
Extremity  out  of  act*    What  were  thy  firiends  ? 
How  lost  thou  them  ?    Thy  name,  my  most  kind  virgin  ? 
Becount.  I  do  beseech  thee ;  come,  sit  by  me. 

Mar.  My  name,  Sir,  is  Marina. 

Per.  O,  I  am  mock'd. 
And  thou  by  some  incensed  god  sent  hither 
To  make  the  world  laugh  at  me. 

Mar.  Patience,  good  Sir, 
Or  here  111  cease. 

Per.  Nay,  Til  be  patient ; 
Thou  little  knowegt  now  thou  dost  startle  me, 
To  call  thyself  Marina. 

Mar.  The  name,  Marina, 
Was  given  me  by  one  that  had  some  power ; 
My  father,  and  a  king. 

Per.  How!  a king% daughter ? 
And  call'd  Marina? 

Mar.  Tou  said  you  would  believe  me ; 
But,  not  to  be  a  troubler  of  your  peace, 
I  will  end  here. 

Per.  But  are  vou  flesh  and  blood  ? 
Have  you  a  working  pulse  ?  and  are  no  fairy  P 
No  motion  ?t— Well ;  wpeak  on.    Where  were  you  bom  ? 
And  wherefore  gbXVA  Marina  ? 

Mar.  Call^H  Marina^ 
For  I  was  bom  at  sea. 

Per.  At  sea?  thy  mother? 

Mar.  My  mother  was  the  daughter  of  a  king  ; 
Who  died  the  very  minute  I  was  bom, 

*  Disarming:  extreme  calamity.  t  ^o  papp«  dressed  a 
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As  my  good  nurse  Lychorida  hath  oft 
Deliverd  weeping. 

Fer.  O,  stop  there  a  little ! 
This  is  the  rarest  dream  that  e'er  dull  sleep 
Did  mock  sad  fools  withal :  this  cannot  he. 
My  daughter 's  buried.  [AsideJ]  Well :— where  were  you  bred  ? 
I'll  hear  you  more,  to  the  bottom  of  your  story, 
And  never  interrupt  you. 
Mar.  You'll  scarce  believe  me :  'twere  best  I  did  give  o'er. 
JPer.  I  will  believe  you  by  the  syllable 
Of  what  you  shall  dehver.    Yet,  mve  me  leave : — 
How  came  you  in  these  parts  ?    Where  were  you  bred  ? 
Mar.  The  king,  my  father,  did  in  Tharsus  leave  me ; 
Till  cruel  Cleon,  with  his  wicked  wife. 
Did  seek  to  murder  me :  and  having  woo'd 
A  villain  to  attempt  it,  who  having  drawn, 
A  crew  of  pirates  came  and  rescued  me ; 
Brought  me  to  Mitylene.    But  now,  good  Sir, 
Whither  will  you  have  me  ?    Why  do  you  weep  ? 

It  may  be. 
You  think  me  an  impostor ;  no,  good  faith ; 
I  am  the  daughter  to  King  Pericles, 
If  good  king  rericles  be. 
JPer.  Ho,  Helicanus ! 
Mel.  Calls  my  gracious  lord  ? 
Per.  Thou  art  a  grave  and  noble  counsellor. 
Most  wise  in  general :  Tell  me,  if  thou  canst. 
What  this  maid  is,  or  what  is  like  to  be. 
That  thus  hath  made  me  weep  ? 

Sel.  I  know  not ;  but 
Here  is  the  regent.  Sir,  of  Mitylene, 
Speaks  nobly  of  her. 

Lys.  She  would  never  tell 
Her  parentage,  being  demanded  that. 
She  would  sit  still  and  weep. 

Per.  O  Heticanus,  strike  me,  honour'd  Sir ; 
Give  me  a  gash,  put  me  to  present  pain ; 
Jjest  this  great  sea  of  joys  rushing  upon  me 
O'erbear  the  shores  of  my  mortahty, 
And  drown  me  with  their  sweetness.    O,  come  hither. 
Thou  that  begefst  him  that  did  thee  beget ; 
Thou  that  wast  bom  at  sea.  buried  at  Tharsus, 
And  found  at  sea  again !    O  Helicanus, 
Down  on  thy  knees,  thank  the  holy  gods,  as  loud 
As  thunder  threatens  us :  This  is  Marina. — 
WTiat  was  thy  mother's  name  ?    Tell  me  but  that. 
For  truth  can  never  be  confirm'd  enough. 
Though  doubts  did  ever  sleep. 

Mar.  First,  Sir,  I  pray. 
What  is  your  title  ? 

Per.  1  am  Pericles  of  Tyre :  but  tell  me  now 
(As  in  the  rest  thou  hast  been  godlike  perfect), 

B  2 
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My  drown'd  aueen's  name,  thou  art  the  heir  of  kinii^domfl^ 
And  another  life  to  Pericles  thy  father. 

Mar,  Is  it  no  more  to  be  your  daughter,  than 
To  say,  my  mother's  name  was  Thaisa  ? 
Thaisa  was  my  mother,  who  did  end, 
The  minute  I  began. 

Per.  Now,  blessing  on  thee,  rise ;  thou  art  my  child. 
Give  me  fresh  garments.    Mine  own.  Uelicanus 
(Not  d^  at  Tnarsus,  as  she  should  nave  been, 
By  savage  Oleon),  she  shall  tell  thee  all ; 
When  tnou  shalt  kneel  andiustify  in  knowledge^ 
She  is  thy  very  princess. — Who  is  this  ? 

Ret.  Sir,  'tis  tne  governor  of  Mitylene, 
Who,  hearing  of  your  melancholy  state, 
Did  come  to  see  you. 

Fer.  I  embrace  you.  Sir. 
Give  me  mv  robes ;  I  am  wild  in  mv  beholding. 
O  heavens  bless  my  girl !    But  hark,  what  musio  P 
Tell  Helicanus,  my  Marina,  tell  him 
0*er,  point  by  point,  for  yet  he  seems  to  doubt, 
How  sure  you  are  my  daughter. — But  what  music  ? 

Hel.  My  lord,  I  hear  none. 

Per.  None  ? 
The  music  of  the  spheres :  list,  my  Marina. 

Lys.  It  is  not  good  to  cross  him ;  give  him  way. 

Per.  Barest  sounds ! 
Do  ye  not  hear  ? 

Lys.  Music  ?  my  lord,  I  hear — 

Per.  Most  heavenly  music : 
It  nips  me  unto  listening,  and  thick  slumber 
Hangs  on  mine  eyelids ;  let  me  rest.  [ JJc  s 

Lys,  A  pillow  for  his  head ; 

\The  Cwrtain  before  the  Pavilion  o/Periclks  is  a 
So  leave  mm  alL — Well,  my  companion-friends, 
If  this  but  answer  to  my  just  behef, 
ril  well  remember  you. 

[Sxeunt  LySIMACHUS,  HeLICAIOJS,  MABlNii 
attendant  Lady. 

SCENE  II.—The  same.    Pekicles  on  the  Beck  asleep  ;  D 

appearing  to  him  as  in  a  vision. 

IHa.  My  temple  stands  in  Ephesus ;  hie  thee  thither. 
And  do  upon  mine  altar  sacrifice. 
There,  when  my  maiden  priests  are  met  together. 
Before  the  people  all, 

Eeveal  how  thou  at  sea  didst  lose  thy  wife  : 
To  mourn  thy  crosses,  with  thy  daughter's,  call. 
And  give  them  repetition  to  the  life.* 
Perform  my  bidding,  or  thou  liv'st  in  woe 
Do  it,  and  be  happy ;  by  my  silver  bow ! 
Awake,  and  tell  thy  dream.  [Diana  disapp 

*  Repeat  the  narrative  of  your  adventures. 
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^er.  Celestial  Dian,  goddess  aargentine,* 
11  obey  thee ! — Helicanus ! 

Unter  Lysimachtis,  Helicanus,  and  Maeina. 

el.  Sir. 

fr.  My  purpose  was  for  Tharsus,  there  to  strike 

inhospitable  Cleon ;  but  I  am 

other  service  first :  toward  Ephesus 

1  our  blown  f  sails ;  eftsoons  %  Til  tell  thee  why. — 

ITo  Helicanus. 
1  we  refresh  us,  Sir,  upon  your  shore, 

give  you  gold  for  such  provision 
ur  intents  will  need  ? 

t8.  With  all  my  heart.  Sir ;  and  when  you  come  ashore, 
ve  another  suit, 
fr.  You  shall  prevail, 
e  it  to  woo  my  daugnter ;  for  it  seems 

have  been  noble  towards  her. 

fs.  Sir,  lend  your  arm. 

r.  Come,  my  Marina.  [JSxeuiU. 

Enter  GoWEE,  before  the  Temple  of  DiANA  at  Ephesus. 

&0W.  Now  our  sands  are  almost  run ; 
More  a  Uttle,  and  then  done. 
This,  as  my  last  boon,  give  me 
(For  such  kindness  must  relieve  me), 
That  you  aptly  will  suppose 
What  pageantry,  what  feats,  what  shows. 
What  mmstrelsy,  and  pretty  din. 
The  regent  made  in  Mitylin, 
To  greet  the  king.    So  he  has  thrived. 
That  he  is  promised  to  be  wived 
To  fair  Marina ;  but  in  nowise. 
Till  he  §  had  done  his  sacrifice. 
As  Dian  bade :  whereto  being  bound. 
The  interim,  pray  you,  all  confound.  |I 
In  feathered  briemess  sails  are  fill'd. 
And  wishes  fall  out  as  they're  will'a. 
At  Ephesus,  the  temple  see, 
Our  xing,  and  all  his  company. 
That  he  can  hither  come  so  soon. 
Is  by  your  fancy's  thankful  boon.  [Exit. 

'NE  III.— The  Temple  of  Diana  at  Ephesus:   Thaisa" 
'.nding  near  the  Altar,  as  high  Priestess ;  a  number  of  Virgins 
each  sides   Cesimon  and  other  inhabitants  of  Ephesus 
lending. 

er  Pebicles,  with  his  Train  ;  Lysimachus,  Helicanus, 
Mabina,  and  a  Lady. 

r.  Hail  Dian!  to  perform  thy  just  command, 
-e  confess  myself  the  king  of  Tyre ; 

very.        t  Swollen.        t  Soon.        \  I.  e.  Pericles.        ^  Coia^tsa. 
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Who.  fHffhted  fh>m  my  oountry,  did  wed 
The  fair  Thaisa,  at  PentapoliB. 
At  sea  in  childbed  died  she,  but  brought  forth 
A  maid-child  called  Marina :  who,  O  sraddeeB, 
Wears  yet  thy  silver  Uvery.*    She  at  Tharsus 
Was  nursed  with  Gleon,  whom  at  fourteen  yean 
He  sought  to  murder :  but  her  better  stars 
Brought  her  to  Mitylene ;  against  whose  shore 
Biding,  her  fortunes  brought  the  maid  aboard  nn. 
Where,  by  her  own  most  clear  remembrance,  she 
Made  known  herself  my  daughter. 

T%ai.  Voice  and  favour  ! — 
You  are— you  are— O  royal  Pericles.  [5* 

Fer,  What  means  she  ?  hum !  she  dies  I  hdp,  gentiez 
Cer.  Noble  Sir, 
If  ]Fou  have  told  Diana's  altar  true, 
This  is  your  wife. 

Fer.  Beverend  appearer,  no ; 
I  threw  her  o'erbosurd  with  these  very  arms. 
Cer.  Upon  this  coast,  I  warrant  you. 
Fer.  'Tis  most  certain. 

Cer.  Look  to  the  lady ;— O.  she's  but  o'er-jo/d. 
Early,  one  blust'ring  mom,  this  lady  was 
Thrown  on  this  shore.    I  oped  the  cofi&n,  and 
Found  there  rich  jewels ;  recover'd  her,  and  placed  her 
Here  in  Dianti.'s  temple. 
Fer.  May  we  see  tnem  ? 

Cer.  Great  Sir,  they  shall  be  brought  you  to  my  hou8< 
Whither  I  invite  you.    Look !  Thaisa  is 
Recover'd. 

2%ai.  O,  let  me  look ! 
If  he  be  none  of  mine,  my  sanctity 
Will  to  my  sense  t  bend  no  hcentious  ear, 
But  curb  it,  spite  of  seeing.    O,  my  lord, 
Are  you  not  Pericles  ?  Like  him  you  speak. 
Like  him  you  are :  Did  you  not  name  a  tempest, 
A  birth  and  death  P 
Fer.  The  voice  of  dead  Thaisa ! 
Thai.  That  Thaisa  am  I,  supposed  dead. 
And  drown'd. 
Fer.  Immortal  Dian  I 
Thai.  Now  I  know  you  better. — 
When  we  with  tears  parted^  Pentapolis, 
The  king,  my  father,  gave  you  such  a  ring.  [Show 

Fer.  This,  this :  no  more,  yougods !  your  present  kin< 
Makes  my  past  miseries  sport :  Tou  shall  do  well. 
That  on  the  touching  of  her  Up  I  may 
Melt,  and  no  more  be  seen.    O  come,  he  buried 
A  second  time  within  these  arms. 

Mar.  My  heart 
Leaps  to  be  gone  into  my  mother's  bosom.     [Kneels  to 

*  I.  e.  her  white  robe  of  innocence.  t  Sensual  pat 

X  I.  e.  departed  from. 
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Fer,  Look,  who  kneels  here !  Plesh  of  thy  flesh,  Thaisa; 
Thy  burden  at  the  sea,  and  calM  Marina, 
For  she  was  yielded  there. 

Thai.  Bless'd,  and  mine  own ! 

Sel.  Hail,  Madam,  and  my  queen ! 

Thai.  I  know  you  not. 

:Per.  You  have  heard  me  say,  when  I  did  fly  from  Tyre, 
I  left  behind  an  ancient  substitute. 
Can  you  remember  what  I  call'd  the  man  P 
I  have  named  him  ofb. 

Thai.  'Twas  Helicanus  then. 

^er.  Still  confirmation : 
Embrace  him,  dear  Thaisa ;  this  is  he. 
Now  do  I  long  to  hear  how  you  were  found ; 
How  i)ossibly  preserved ;  and  whom  to  thank. 
Besides  the  gods,  for  this  great  miracle. 

Thai.  Lord  Cerimon,  my  lord ;  this  man 
Through  whom  the  gods  have  shown  their  power ;  that  can 
From  first  to  last  resolve  you. 

JPer.  Severend  Sir, 
The  gods  can  have  no  mortal  officer 
More  like  a  god  than  you.    Will  you  deliver 
How  this  dead  queen  re-Uves  P 

Cer.  I  wiU,  my  lord. 
Beseech  you  first  go  with  me  to  my  house, 
Where  shall  be  shown  you  idl  was  found  with  her; 
How  she  came  placed  here  within  the  temple : 
No  needful  thing  omitted. 

Fer.  Pure  Diana! 
I  bless  thee  for  thy  vision,  and  will  offer 
M}r  night  oblations  to  thee.    Thaisa, 
This  prince,  the  fair-betrothed  of  your  daughter, 
Shall  marry  her  at  Pentapolis.    And  now^ 
This  ornament*  that  makes  me  look  so  dismal, 
Will  I,  my  loved  Marina,  clip  to  form ; 
And  what  this  fourteen  years  no  razor  touched. 
To  grac5e  thy  marriage-day.  I'll  beautify. 

Thai.  Lord  Cerimon  hatn  letters  of  good  credit, 
Sir,  that  my  father's  dead. 

Per.  Heavens  make  a  star  of  him !  yet  there,  my  queen, 
We'll  celebrate  their  nuptials,  and  ourselves 
Will  in  that  kingdom  spend  our  following  days ; 
Our  son  and  daughter  shall  in  Tyrus  reign. 
Lord  Cerimon,  we  do  our  longing  stay. 
To  hear  the  r^  untold.— Sir,  lead  the  way.  \_^xev.nt. 

JEnter  GowEE. 

• 

Oovo.  In  Antioch.  and  his  daughter,  you  have  heard 
Of  monstrous  lust  tne  due  and  just  reward : 
In  Pericles,  his  queen  and  daughter,  seen 
(Although  assailed  with  fortune  fierce  and  keen) 

*  7.  e.  his  beard. 
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y iitue  preserved  from  fell  dettnruotion's  blasts 

Led  on  Dy  heaven,  and  crown'd  with  jof  at  hist.. 

In  Helicanus  may  yon  well  deecrv 

A  figure  of  truth,  of  faith,  of  loyalty : 

In  reverend  Gerimon,  there  well  appears, 

The  worth  that  learned  chanty  aye  wears. 

For  wicked  Cleon  and  his  wife,  wnen  fame 

Had  spread  their  cursed  deed,  and  honoured  name 

Of  Pericles,  to  rage  the  city  turn ; 

That  him  and  his  they  in  his  palace  bum. 

The  gods  for  murder  seemed  so  content 

To  punish  them ;  although  not  done,  but  meant. 

So  on  your  patience  ever  more  attending, 

New  joy  wait  on  you !  Here  our  phi/ is  ending.    [ExU 
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The  lamentable  Tragedie  €f  Loerine,  the  eldeH  Som  ^Wk 
Brutus f  discoursinge  the  Warree  cf  the  BritaimBa^  4^  * 
entered  on  the  stationers'  books  by  Thomas  Grede^  Jnlj  20^  IN 
On  this  entry  no  mention  is  made  of  the  autiior  of  the  pin 
but  in  the  title-page  of  the  first  edition,  printed  in  NofwulNri 
December,  1695,  it  is  stated  to  be  newly  eeifooHk^  t^rmrwmm,  m 
corrected  by  W.  8,  The  editor  of  the  folio  Shakspeane  of  11 
was,  it  is  believed,  the  first  who  identified  these  i«i*iai«^  WA 
with  William  Shakspeare ;  for  the  play  is  not  attributed  to  lu 
in  Eirkman's  Catalogue  of  Plays,  printed  in  1661.  MikH 
assigns  the  play  to  Christopher  Marlowe,  and  identifiee  W.I 
with  William  Smith,  the  author  of  a  collection  of  Bonnets  ent 
tied  Chloris,  or  the  Complaint  cf  the  passionate,  despised  Sk^ 
Jteard,  published  in  London,  1696.  Dr.  Fanner  oonsklfl 
Locrine  the  production  of  the  author  of  "  Titus  AndroniooB." 
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PERSONS  EEPEESENTED. 


BRUTUS,  King  0/ Britain. 
LOCRINE,     1 
CAMBER,      y  his  Sons. 
ALBANACTJ 

ASS^^Sf  ?US, }  ^'•«'*«-'  *«  ^'^*^' 
THRASIMACHUS,  Son  of  Corineus. 
DEBON,  an  Old  British  Officer. 
HUMBER,  King  of  the  Scythians. 
HUBBA,  his  Son. 

SEOAR,  \  Scythian  Command' 

THRASSIER,/     ers. 
STRUMBO,  a  Cobler. 
TROMPART,  his  Servant, 
OLIVER,  a  Clown. 
WILLIAM,  his  Son. 


GUENDOLEN,  Daughter  to  Cori- 
neus, and  Wife  of  Locrine. 

MADAN,  Daughter  of  Locrine  and 
Ouendolen. 

ESTRILD,  Wife  to  Humber. 

SAB  REN,  Daughter  of  Locrine  and 
EstrUd. 

DOROTHY,  Strumbo's  Wife. 

MARGERY,  Daughter  to  Oliver, 

Ghosts  of  Albanact  and  Corineus; 
Ate,  the  Goddess  of  Revenge,  as 
Chorus;  Lords,  a  Captain,  Sol* 
DISKS,  and  Attknoants. 


Scene.— Britain. 


ACT  I. 

Dumb  Show, 

Thunder  and  Lightning.    Enter  Ate  mi  hlack,  with  a  huming 

Torch  in  one  hand,  and  a  bloody  Stoord  in  the  other.  Presently 

let  there  come  forth  a  lAon  running  after  a  Bear;  then  come 

forth  an  Archery  who  must  kill  the  Lion  in  a  dumb  show,  cmd 

then  depart.    Atb  remains. 

At^.    In  pcenam  seetatur  et  un^a, 
A  mighty  lion,  ruler  of  the  woods, 
Of  wondrous  strength  and  great  proportion, 
With  hideous  noise  scaring  the  trembling  trees, 
With  yelling  clamours  shaking  all  the  earth. 
Traversed  the  groves,  and  chased  the  wandering  beasts : 
Long  did  he  ranee  amid  the  shady  trees, 
And  drave  the  silly  beasts  before  his  face; 
When  suddenlv  ftom  out  a  thorny  bush 
A  dreadful  archer  with  his  bow  y-bent, 
Wounded  the  lion  with  a  dismal  shaft : 
So  he  him  struck^  that  it  drew  forth  the  blood. 
And  fill'd  his  fUnous  heart  with  fretting  ire. 
But  all  in  vain  he  threat'neth  teeth  ana  paws 
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And  uparklcth  firo  from  forth  his  fUming  eyei, 

For  tho  Hharp  shaft  gave  him  a  mortal  wound: 

80  valiant  bruto,  tho  terror  of  the  world, 

^Vhose  only  looks  did  scare  his  enemies, 

Tho  archor  Death  brought  to  his  litest  end. 

O,  what  may  long  abide  above  this  ground,  .. 

In  state  of  bliss  aiid  healthfUl  happiness !  L** 

SCENE  I. 

Enter  Brutus,  carried  in  a  chair;  LOCBIVB,  Cklltti,  AS 
nact,  cobineus,  guendolbn,  assasacus,  d0ovi  ' 
Thbasimacuus. 

Bru.  Most  loyal  lords,  and  fiuthfiil  followers, 
That  have  with  me,  unworthy  general, 
Pass^  the  greedy  gulf  of  ocean. 
Leaving  the  connnes  of  fair  Italy. 
Behold,  your  Brutus  draweth  nign  his  end, 
And  I  must  leave  you,  though  against  mv  wilL 
My  sinews  shrink,  my  numbed  senses  fail, 
A  chilling  cold  possesseth  all  my  bones ; 
Black  ughr  Death,  with  visage  pale  and  wan. 
Presents  himself  before  my  dazzled  eyes, 
And  with  his  dart  prepared  is  to  strike. 
These  arms,  my  lords,  these  never-daunted  arms. 
That  oft  have  quell'd  tho  courage  of  my  foes, 
And  eke*  dismay'd  my  neighbours'  arrogance. 
Now  jield  to  death,  o'erlaid  with  crooked  age. 
Devoid  of  strength  and  of  their  proper  force. 
Even  as  the  lusty  cedar  worn  with  years. 
That  fur  abroad  ner  dainty  odour  tnrows, 
'Mongst  all  the  daughters  of  proud  Lebanon, 
This  heart,  my  lords,  this  ne'er-appalled  heart, 
That  was  a  terror  to  the  bordering  lands, 
A  doleful  scourge  unto  my  neighbour  kings. 
Now  by  the  weapons  of  unpartial  death 
Is  clove  asunder,  and  bereit  of  life : 
As  when  the  sacred  oak  with  thunderbolts. 
Sent  from  the  fier^r  circuit  of  the  heavens, 
Sliding  along  the  air's  celestial  vaults, 
Is  rent  and  cloven  to  the  very  roots. 
In  vain,  therefore,  I  struggle  with  this  foe ; 
Then  welcome  death,  since  God  will  have  it  so. 

Assar.  Alas !  my  lord,  we  sorrow  at  your  case. 
And  grieve  to  see  your  person  vexed  thus. 
But  whatsoe'er  the  Pates  determined  have, 
It  lieth  not  in  us  to  disannul ; 
And  he  that  would  annihilate  their  minds,t 
Soaring  mth.  Icarus  too  near  the  sun. 
May  catch  a  fall  with  young  Belleropnon. 
Por  when  the  fatal  sisters  nave  decreed 

*  Also.  t  I.  e.  their  wills. 
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iparate  us  from  this  earthly  mould, 
:  mortal  force  can  countermand  their  minds. 
1,  worthy  lord,  since  there's  no  way  but  one,* 
3  your  laments,  and  leave  your  grievous  moan. 
9-.  Your  highness  knows  how  many  victories, 

many  trophies  I  erected  have 
cnphantly  m  every  place  we  came. 
Grecian  monarch,  warlike  Pandrasus, 
all  the  crew  of  the  Molossians ; 
'hus,  the  arm-strong  king  of  Gauls, 
a  felt  the  force  of  our  victorious  arms, 
iio  their  cost  beheld  our  chivalry. 
3re*er  Aurora,  handmaid  of  the  sun, 
3'e'er  the  sun,  bright  guardian  of  the  day, 
3re'er  the  joyiul  day  with  cheerful  light, 
Te'er  the  light  illuminates  the  world, 
ITroians'  glory  flies  with  golden  wings, 
gs  that  do  soar  beyond  fell  envy's  flignt. 
t*ame  of  Brutus  and  his  followers 
ieth  the  skies,  and,  with  the  skies,  the  throne 
ighty  Jove,  commander  of  the  world. 
I ,  worthy  Brutus,  leave  these  sad  laments ; 
Port  yourself  with  this  your  great  renown, 
fear  not  death,  though  he  seem  terrible. 
"w.  Na^,  Corineus,  you  mistake  my  mind, 
>nstrumg  wrong  the  cause  of  my  complaints, 
r'd  to  yield  myself  to  fatal  death ! 
knows  it  was  the  least  of  all  my  thought : 
eater  care  torments  my  verv  bones, 
makes  me  tremble  at  the  thought  of  it ; 
.  in  you,  lordings.  doth  the  substance  He. 
hra.  Most  noble  lord,  if  aught  your  loj^al  peers 
implish  may,  to  ease  your  fingering  grief, 
.  the  name  of  all,  protest  to  you, 
b  we  will  boldly  enterprise  the  same, 
•e  it  to  enter  to  black  Tartarus, 
3re  triple  Cerberus,  with  his  venomous  throat, 
eth  the  ghosts  witn  high-resounding  noise. 
11  either  rent  the  bowels  of  the  earth, 
ching  the  entrails  of  the  brutish  earth, 
Yith  Ixion's  over-daring  son, 
ound  in  chains  of  ever-dilring  steel. 
-u.  Then  hearken  to  your  sovereign's  latest  words, 
hich  I  will  unto  you  all  unfold 
royal  mind  and  resolute  intent. 
m  golden  Hebe,  daughter  to  great  Jove, 
sr'amy  manly  cheeks  with  youthful  down, 
unhappy  slaughter  of  my  luckless  sire 
'6  me  and  old  Assaracus,  mine  eam,t 
siles  from  the  bounds  oi  Italy : 
lat  perforce  we  were  constrain  d  to  fly 

*  I.  e.  ODly  the  way  of  death.  t  Uncle. 
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To  Gnecia's  monarch,  noble  Pandrasui, 

There  I  alone  did  undertake  your  cause, 

There  I  restored  your  antique  liberty. 

Though  Grsccia  frown'd,  and  all  Molonia  storm'd ; 

Though  brave  Antigonus,  with  martial  band. 

In  pitched  field  encountered  me  and  mine ; 

Though  Pandrasus  and  his  oontributaries, 

With  all  the  rout  of  their  confederates, 

Sought  to  deface  our  dorious  memory. 

And  wipe  the  name  of  Trojans  from  tne  earth : 

Him  did  I  captivate  with  tnis  mine  arm, 

And  by  compulsion  forced  him  to  agree 

To  certain  articles  we  did  propound. 

From  GnDcia  through  the  ooisterous  Hellespont 

We  came  unto  the  nelds  of  Lestrigon, 

Whereas*  our  brother  Corineus  was, 

Since  when  we  passed  the  Cilician  gulf, 

And  so  transflreting  f  the  Illjrian  sea^ 

Arrived  on  the  coasts  of  Aciuitain ; 

Where,  with  an  army  of  his  barbarous  Gauls, 

Goffarius  and  his  brother  Gathelus 

Encountering  with  our  host,  sustained  the  foil ;  { 

And  for  your  sakes  my  Turinus  there  I  lost, 

Turinus,  that  slew  six  hundred  men-at-arms, 

All  in  an  hour,  with  his  sharp  battle-axe. 

From  thence  upon  the  stronos  of  Albion 

To  Corns*  haven  happily  we  came. 

And  quelFd  the  giants,  come  of  Albion's  race. 

With  Gogmagog,  son  to  Samotheus, 

The  cursed  cap^n  of  that  damned  crew ; 

And  in  that  isle  at  length  I  placed  vou. 

Now  let  me  see,  if  my  laborious  toils. 

If  all  my  care,  if  all  my  grievous  wounds. 

If  all  mydiUgence,  were  well  emplo3r*d. 

Cor.  When  first  I  followed  thee  and  thine,  brave  king;, 
I  hazarded  mv  life  and  dearest  blood 
To  purchase  favour  at  your  princely  hands ; 
And  for  the  same,  in  dangerous  attempts. 
In  sundry  conflicts,  and  in  divers  broils. 
I  show'd  the  courage  of  my  manly  mind. 
For  this  I  combatea  with  Gathelus, 
The  brother  to  Groffarius  of  Gaul ;  * 
For  this  I  fought  with  furious  Gogmagog, 
A  savage  captain  of  a  savage  crew ; 
And  for  these  deeds  brave  Cornwall,  I  received, 
A  grateful  jgift  given  by  a  gracious  king ; 
And  for  this  gift,  his  liie  and  dearest  blood 
Will  Corineus  spend  for  Brutus*  good. 

Deh.  And  what  my  friend,  brave  prince,  hath  vow'd  to  ; 
The  same  will  Debon  do  unto  his  end. 

Bm,  Then,  loyal  peers,  since  you  are  all  agreed,    « 

*  Where.  t  Passing  over.  x  Underwent  the  s^ 
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And  resolute  to  follow  Brutus*  'bests  • 
favour  my  sons,  favour  these  orphans,  lords. 
And  shield  them  from  the  dangers  of  their  foes. 
Ixxnrine.  the  column  of  my  family. 
And  only  pillar  of  my  weaken'd  age, 
l/ocrine,  draw  near,  draw  near  unto  thy  sire, 
And  take  thy  latest  blessings  at  bis  hands  : 
And^  for  thou  art  the  eldest  of  my  sons. 
Be  tnou  a  captain  to  thy  brethren, 
And  imitate  thy  aged  father's  steps, 
"Which  will  conduct  thee  to  true  honour's  gate : 
Por  if  thou  follow  sacred  virtue's  lore,t 
Thou  sbalt  be  crowned  with  a  laurel  branch, 
And  wear  a  wreath  of  sempiternal  fame. 
Sorted!  amon^  the  glorious  happy  ones. 

JLoc.  If  Locrine  do  not  follow  your  advice, 
And  bear  himself  in  all  things  like  a  prince 
That  seeks  to  amplify  the  great  renown 
liofb  unto  him  for  an  inheritage 
By  those  that  were  his  glorious  ancestors, 
liet  me  be  flung  into  the  ocean. 
Or  swallow'd  in  the  bowels  of  the  earth : 
Or  let  the  ruddy  lightning  of  great  Jove 
Descend  upon  this  my  devoted  head. 

J3ru.  But  for  I  see  you  all  to  be  in  doubt, 
Who  shall  be  matched  with  our  royal  son, 
liocrine,  receive  this  present  at  my  hand ; 

[Taking  GlTENDOLEN  by  the  hand, 
A  gift  more  rich  than  are  the  wealthy  mines 
Pound  in  the  bowels  of  America. 
Thou  shalt  be  spoused  to  fair  Guendolen : 
Xiove  her,  and  t^e  her,  for  she  is  thine  own, 
If  so  thy  UAcle  and  herself  do  please. 

Cor.  And  herein  how  your  highness  honours  me. 
It  cannot  now  be  in  my  speech  express'd ; 
Por  careful  parents  glory  not  so  much 
At  their  own  honour  and  promotion, 
As  for  to  see  the  issue  of  their  blood 
Seated  in  honour  and  prosperity. 

Oiten.  And  far  be  it  from  any  maiden's  thoughts 
To  contradict  her  aged  father's  will 
Therefore,  since  he  to  whom  I  must  obey, 
Hath  given  me  now  unto  your  royal  sel^ 
1  will  not  stand  aloof  (Vom  off  the  lure,§ 
Xike  crafty  dames  that  most  of  all  deny 
That  which  they  most  desire  to  possess. 

JBru.  Then  now,  my  son,  tl^  part  is  on  the  stage, 

[Turning  ^oLoCBiNE,  who  kneels. 
Por  thou  must  bear  the  person  of  a  king. 

^JPuta  the  crovm  on  his  head, 

*  Behests,  commands.  t  J.  e.  lesson. 

t  Having  thy  lot  among.  ^  The  bait,  in  hawking. 
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Iiocrine,  stand  up.  and  wear  the  regal  crown. 

And  think  upon  the  state  of  nuyesty, 

That  thou  with  honour  well  mayst  wear  the  crown : 

And.  if  thou  titnd'rest  these  my  latest  words, 

As  thou  requir'st  my  soul  to  be  at  rest^ 

As  thou  desir'st  thine  own  security. 

Cherish  and  love  thy  new-betrothed  wife. 

Loe.  No  longer  let  me  well  exgoy  the  crown. 
Than  I  do  honour  Guendolen. 

Jiru.  Camber. 

Cam.  My  lord. 

£ru.  The  glory  of  mine  age, 
And  darling  of  thy  mother  Innogen, 
Take  thou  the  South  for  thy  dominion. 
From  thoe  there  shall  proceed  a  royal  raoe, 
That  shall  maintain  the  honour  of  this  land. 
And  sway  the  re^al  sceptre  with  their  bands. 
And  Albanact,  thy  father's  only  joy. 
Youngest  in  years,  but  not  the  young'st  in  mind, 
A  perrect  pattern  of  all  chivalry, 
TaJiLe  thou  the  North  for  thy  dominion  ; 
A  country  full  of  hills  and  ragged  rocks, 
Beplenished  with  fierce,  untamed  beasts, 
As  correspondent  to  thy  martial  thouj^ts. 
Live  long,  my  sons,  vfdtn  endless  happiness. 
And  bear  firm  concordince  among  yourselves. 
Obey  the  counsels  of  these  fathers  grave. 
That  you  may  better  bear  out  violence. — 
But  suddenly,  through  weakness  of  my  age, 
And  the  defect*  of  youthful  puissance. 
My  malady  increaseth  more  and  more, 
And  cruel  Death  hasteneth  his  quicken'd  pace, 
To  dispossess  me  of  mv  earthier  snape. 
Mine  eyes  wax  dim,  o  ercast  with  clouds  of  age. 
The  pangs  of  death  comi^ass  my  crazed  bones ; 
Thus  to  you  all  my  blessing  I  bequeath, 
And,  witn  my  blessings,  this  my  fleeting  soul. 
My  soul  in  haste  flies  to  the  Elysian  fields  $ 
My  glass  is  run,  and  all  my  miseries 
Do  end  ynth.  life ;  death  closeth  up  mine  eyes. 

Zoc.  Accursed  stars,  damn'd  and  accursed  stars, 
T*abbreviate  my  noble  father's  life  ! 
Hard-hearted  gods,  and  too  envious  fates. 
Thus  to  cut  off  my  father's  fatal  thread  1 
Brutus,  that  was  a  glory  to  us  all, 
Brutus,  that  was  a  terror  to  his  foes, 
Alas !  too  soon  by  Demogorgon's  knife 
The  martial  Brutus  is  bereft  of  life : 
No  sad  complaints  may  move  just  .^lacus. 

Cor.  No  dreadful  tmreats  can  fearf  iust  Bhadamanth. 
Wert  thou  as  strong  as  mighty  Hercules, 

*  I.  e.  want.  f  /.  e.  appal. 


IB  II.]  LOCBTNE.  65 

iamed  the  hugy  monsters  of  the  world, 
'dst  thou  as  sweet  on  the  sweet-sounding  lute 
Ld  the  spouse  of  fair  Eurydice, 
'  ^id  enchant  the  waters  with  nis  noise, 
Txiade  stones,  birds,  and  beasts,  to  lead  a  dance, 
"fcrain'd  the  hilly  trees  to  follow  him. 
1.  couldst  not  move  the  judge  of  Erebus, 
xnove  rx)mpassion  in  gnm  Pluto's  heart; 
fa.tal  Mors*  expecteth  all  the  world, 

every  man  miLst  tread  the  way  of  death. 
7e  TantEdus,  the  valiant  Pelops'  sire, 
st  to  the  goos,  suffered  untimely  death ; 
.  old  Tithonus,  husband  to  the  mom, 
L  eke  grim  Minos,  whom  just  Jupiter 
Sn'd  to  admit  unto  his  sacrifice. 
&  thundering  trumpets  of  blood-thirsty  Mars, 
fe  fearful  rage  of  fell  Tisiphone, 
^  boisterous  waves  of  humid  ooean^ 
^  instruments  and  tools  of  dismal  death, 
^n,  noble  cousin,  cease  to  mourn  his  chance, 
^ose  age  and  years  were  signs  that  he  should  die. 
^"esteth  now  tnat  we  inter  nis  bones^ 
Ht  was  a  terror  to  his  enemies. 
ke  up  the  corse,  and  princes,  holdf  him  dead, 
bo  wnile  he  lived  upheld  the  Trojan  state, 
and  drums  and  trumpets  \  march  to  Troynovant, 
lere  to  provide  our  chieftam's  funeral  [Exeunt. 

SCENJS  U. 

%ter  Stsuhbo  above,  in  a  gown,  with  ink  and  paper  in  his  hand. 

Strum.  Either  the  four  elements,  the  seven  planets,  and  all 
e  particular  stars  of  the  pole  antastic,  are  adversative  against 
i,  or  else  I  was  begotten  and  bom  in  the  wane  of  the  moon, 
len  eveiything,  as  Lactantius  in  his  fourth  book  of  Constulta- 
•nst  doth  say,  goeth  arseward.  Ay,  masters,!  ay,  you  may 
igh,  but  I  must  weep ;  you  mav  joy,  but  I  must  sorrow ; 
adding  ^t  tears  from  the  watery  fountains  of  my  most  dainty- 
r  eyes  along  my  comely  and  smooth  cheeks,  in  as  great  plenty 
the  water  runneth  from  the  bucking-tubs,  or  red  wine  out  of 
3  hogsheads.  Eor  trust  me,  gentlemen  and  my  very  good 
ends,  and  so  forth,  the  little  god,  nay  the  desperate  god,|| 
th  one  of  his  vengible  bird-bolts,  nath  shot  me  into  the  heel : 
not  only,  but  also,  (oh  fine  phrase !)  I  bum,  I  bum,  and  I 
rn-^ :  in  love,  in  love,  and  in  love-a.%  Ah  !  Strumbo,  what 
st  thou  seen  ?  not  Dina**  with  the  assTom  ?**  Yea^  with  these 
BS,  thou  hast  seen  her ;  and  therefore  pull  them  out,  for"  they 
11  work  thy  bale.tt    Ah !  Stmmbo,  what  hast  thou  heard? 

'  Death.  t  Behold.  X  I-  ^*  consteDitians. 

>    Fix.  the  spectaton.  i|  /.  e,  Cupid. 

I  The  burthen  of  some  old  tang,  **  Viz.  Dijuoaand  Actseon. 
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not  the  voice  of  the  nightingale,  but  a  voice  sweeter  than  hen; 
yea,  with  these  ears  hast  thou  heard  it,  and  therefore  cut  tiiem 
off,  for  they  have  caused  thv  sorrow.  Kay,  Strumbo,  kill  tiiysell 
drown  thyself,  hang  thyself,  starve  thyself.  Oh,  but  then  I  shall 
leave  my  sweetheart.  Oh  my  heart !  Now,  pate,  for  tiiy  mas- 
ter!  *  I  will  'dite  an  aUquantf  love-pistle  to  her,  and  then  ^ 
hearing  the  grand  verbosity  of  my  scripture,  will  love  me  pre- 
sently.  [  Writes.']  My  pen  is  naught ;  gentlemen,  lend  me  a 
knife  ;|  I  think  the  more  haste  the  worse  speed.  [  Jrrites  agm, 
and  then  reads.^ 

So  it  iSf  Mistress  Dorothy ^  and  the  sole  essence  of  my  sovl,  M 
the  little  sparkles  of  affection  kindled  in  me  towards  yowr  swed 
self,  hath  now  increased  to  a  great  jlame,  and  will,  ere  it  he  long, 
consume  my  poor  heart,  except  you  with  the  pleasant  water  If 
pour  secret  fountain  quench  the  furious  heat  of  the  same.  Jiat» 
I  am  a  gentleman  of  good  fame  and  name,  majesticoL  in  *pam 
comely,  in  gait  portly.  Let  not  therefore  your  gentle  heart  to 
so  hard  as  to  despise  a  proper  tall  young  man  of  a  handsomB 
life ;  and  by  despising  him,  not  only  but  also  to  kill  him,  Tkiu 
expecting  time  <md  tide,  Ibid  you  farewell. 

Your  servant, 

SioNioB  Stbumbo. 

O  wit !  O  pate  !  O  memory !  O  hand !  O  ink !  O  pMer! 
Well,  now  I  will  send  it  away.  Trompart,  Trompart.  "Wnia 
villain  is  this  ?  Why,  sirrah,  come  when  your  m^ter  calls  yon* 
Trompart. 

Enter  Tbompabt. 

Trom.  Anon,  Sir. 

Strum.  Thou  knowest,  my  pretty  boy^  what  a  good  master  I 
have  been  to  thee  ever  since  I  took  thee  mto  my  service.  | 

Trom.  Ay,  Sir. 

Strum.  And  how  I  have  cherished  thee  always,  as  if  tiwtt 
hadst  been  the  fruit  of  my  loins,  flesh  of  my  flesh,  and  bone  of 
my  bone. 

Trom.  Ay,  Sir. 

Strum.  Then  show  thyself  herein  a  trusty  servant;  and  cart5 

this  letter  to  Mistress  Dorothy,  and  tell  her [  Whispers  Uf^ 

Bxit  Tbompabt.]  Nay,  masters;  you  shall  see  a  marriage  \ff' 
and-by.  But  here  she  comes.  Now  must  I  frame  my  amoro^*^ 
passions. 

Ikiter  DoBOTHY  wnd  Tbompabt. 

Dor.  Siguier  Strumbo,  well  met.  I  received  your  letters  t>^ 
your  man  nere,  who  told  me  a  pitiful  story  of  your  anguish  \  at»-^ 
so  understanding  your  passions  were  so  great,  I  came  hith^^ 
speedily.  j 

Strum.  O,  my  sweet  and  pigsney,  the  fecundity  of  my  ingen^  * 
is  not  so  ereat  that  may  declare  unto  you  the  sorrowful  bom  ar»^ 
broken  steeps  that  I  suffered  for  your  sake;  and  therefore  -^ 
desire  you  to  receive  me  into  your  familiarity : 

*  /.  e.  now  bead-piece,  assist  thy  master.  f  Indite  aneloquer**' 

i  riz.  the  gentlemen  in  the  pit.  S  "^v^.  V>ug«i»»m\. 
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For  your  love  doth  lie 
As  near  and  as  nigh 

Unto  my  heart  within. 
As  mine  eye  to  my  nose. 
My  leg  unto  my  hose^ 

And  myjiesh  unto  my  shin. 

Dor.  Truly,  master  Strumbo,  you  speak  too  learnedly  for  me 
to  understand  the  drift  of  your  mind ;  and  therefore  tell  your 
tale  in  plain  terms,  and  leave  off  your  dark  riddles. 

Strum.  Alas,  mistress  Dorothy,  this  is  my  luck,  that  when  I 
most  would,  I  cannot  bo  understood ;  so  that  my  great  learning 
is  an  inconvenience  unto  me.  But  to  speak  in  plain  terms,  I 
love  you,  mistress  Dorothy,  if  you  like  to  accept  me  into  your 
fjamiharitv. 

Dor.  If  this  be  all,  I  am  content. 

Strum.  Sayest  thou  so,  sweet  wench,  let  me  lick  thy  toes. 
Farewell,  mistress.  If  any  of  you  be  in  love  [turning  to  the 
ctudiencej,  provide  ye  a  cap-case  full  of  new-comed  words,  and 
then  shall  you  soon  have  the  succado  de  Idbres,*  and  something 
else.  [Sxeunt. 

SCENE  in, 

JEwter  LocEiNE,  Guemdolen,  Cambeb,  Albanact,  Coeineus, 
AssAEACUS,  Debon,  and  Theasimachus. 

Loc.  Uncle,  and  princes  of  brave  Brittany, 
Since  that  our  noble  father  is  entombed. 
As  best  beseem'd  so  brave  a  prince  as  he. 
If  so  you  please,  this  day  my  love  and  I, 
TVithin  the  temple  of  Cfoncordia, 
Will  solemnize  our  royal  marriage. 

Thra.  Bight  noble  lord,  your  subjects  every  one 
Must  needs  obey  your  highness  at  command ; 
XSspecially  in  such  a  case  as  this. 
That  much  concerns  your  highness*  great  content. 

Loc.  Then  frolic,  lordings,  to  fair  Concord's  walls, 
"Where  we  will  pass  the  day  in  knightly  sports, 
The  Bight  in  dancing  and  in  figured  ma&ks. 
And  offer  to  god  Bisusf  all  our  tasks.  \_Exeunt. 


ACTH. 


^nter  Ate,  as  hefore.  After  a  little  lightning  and  thundering, 
let  there  come  forth  this  Show :  —Enter  at  one  door  Peeseus 
and  Akdbomeda,  hand  in  hand,  and  Cepheus  also,  unth 
WQTffo  and  targets.  Then  let  there  come  out  of  another  door 
pHiNEUS,  in  black  armour,  with  Ethiopians  after  him,  drio- 

*  I.  e.  the  sweetness  of  lips. 

t  The  deity  presidiner  over  merriment  and  laughter. 
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ing  •*»  PsBSErs;  and  having  taken  amag  AmdeOKMIU 
them  depart,    ATE  remaiuM. 

At^.  Beffit  omma  nmn^ii. 
When  Peneus  married  fair  Aiidromod% 
The  only  daughter  of  King  CepheupL 
He  thought  he  had  establuh'd  well  his  crown. 
And  that  bis  kingdom  should  for  sje  endure. 
But  k) !  proud  Phineus  with  a  baaa  of  men, 
ContriTed  of  sun-burnt  .Ethio|NaniL 
By  force  of  arms  the  bride  he  took  fktim  him. 
And  tum'd  their  joy  into  a  flood  of  tean. 
So  fares  it  with  young  Locrine  and  Ua  lore : 
He  thinks  this  marriage  tendeth  to  hia  weal. 
But  this  foul  day,  this  foul  accursed  day. 
Is  the  beginnins  of  his  miseries. 
Behold  where  Humber  and  his  Scythians 
Approacheth  nigh  with  all  his  warlike  train. 
I  need  not,  I,  the  sequel  shall  declare^ 
What  tragic  chances  fall  out  in  this  war.  [J 

SCENE  L 
Enter  HuMBEB,  HuBBA,  EsTBiLD,  SsOAB,  and  their  SoUk 

Hum,  At  length  the  snail  doth  climb  the  highest  tops^ 
Ascending  up  the  statel  v  castle  walls ; 
At  length  the  water  with  continual  drops 
Doth  penetrate  the  hardest  marble  stone ; 
At  length  we  are  arrived  in  Albion. 
Nor  could  the  barbarous  Dacian  sovereign. 
Nor  yet  the  ruler  of  brave  Bel^ia^ 
Stay  us  from  cutting  over  to  this  isle, 
Where  as  I  hear  a  troop  of  Phrygians, 
Under  the  conduct  of  rosthumiuis'  sou. 
Have  pitched  up  lordly  pavilions, 
And  hoi)e  to  prosper  in  this  lovely  isle. 
But  I  will  frustrate  all  their  foolish  hope, 
And  teach  them  tlmt  the  Scythian  emperor 
Leads  Fortune  tied  in  a  cham  of  gold. 
Constraining  her  to  yield  unto  his  will, 
And  grace  him  with  their  regal  diadem ; 
Which  I  will  have,  maugre  their  treble  hosts, 
And  all  the  iwwer  their  petty  kings  can  make. 

HvJ).  If  she  that  rules  fair  Rhamnus'  golden  gate* 
Grant  us  the  honour  of  the  victory, 
As  hitherto  she  always  favoured  us, 
Right  noble  &ther,  we  will  rule  the  land 
Enthronized  in  seats  of  topaz  stones ; 
That  Locrine  and  his  bretnren  all  may  know, 
None  must  be  king  but  Humber  and  his  son. 

Hum.  Courage,  my  son ;  Fortune  shall  favour  us, 
And  yield  to  us  tne  coronet  of  bay, 
That  deoketh  none  but  noble  conquerors. 

*  /.«.  FortQne,  one  of  whose  principal  seats  was  Rhamnos,  hi  Attk 
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But  whml  saith  Estrild  to  these  regions  ? 
How  liketh  she  the  temperature  thereof? 
Are  th^not  pleasant  in  her  gracious  e^^es  ? 

SgL  The  plains,  my  lord,  gamish'd  with  Flora's  wealth. 
And  over^read  with  party-oolour'd  flowers, 
Bo  yield  sweet  oontentation  to  my  mind. 
The  airy  hills  enclosed  with  shady  groves, 
The  groTeB  replenished  with  sweet  chirping  hirds, 
The  Birds  resounding  heavenly  melody, 
Are  equal  to  the  groves  of  Thessaly : 
Where  Phcehus  with  the  learned  ladies  nine, 
Delight  themselveB  with  music's  harmony, 
And  from  the  moisture  of  the  mountain  tops 
The  silent  springs  dance  down  with  murmuring  streams. 
And  water  all  the  ground  with  crystal  waves. 
The  fseniAe  blasts  of  Eurus*  modest  wind. 
Moving  the  pittering*  leaves  of  Sylvan's  woods,  > 
Bo  eqiial  it  with  Tempe's  paradise ; 
And  thus  consortedf  all  to  one  eflfect, 
Bo  nuike  me  think  these  are  the  happy  isles, 
Host  fortunate,  if  Humber  ma^  them  win. 

Smb.  MadanL  where  resolution  leadathe  way. 
And  courage  follows  with  embolden'd  pace^- 
Vortone  can  never  use  her  tyranny : 
For  valiantness  is  like  unto  a  roek, 
That  stendeth  in  the  waves  of  ocean ; 
Which  thouKh  the  billows  beat  on  every  side. 
And  Boreas  fell,  with  his  temi)estuous  storms, 
Bkvweih  upon  it  with  a  hideous  clamour, 
Yet  it  remaineth  still  unmoveable.' 

Smm.  Ein^y  resolved,  thou  glory  of  thjr  sire. 
Biii,  worthy  Segar,  what  uncouth^  novelties 
Bring'st  thou  unto  our  royal  majesty  P 
8eg.  My  lord,  the  youngest  of  all  Brutus'  sons. 

Stout  Albanad^  with  milhons  of  men, 

Approacheth  mgh,  and  meaneth  ere  the  mom 

To  tiy  your  force  by  dint  of  fatal  sword. 
JSTcMM.  Tut.  let  him  come  with  milUons  of  hosts. 

He  shall  fina  entertainment  good  enough, 

Tea^  fit  for  those  that  are  our  enemies ; 

For  weHl  receive  them  at  the  lances' points. 

And  maasacre  thdr  bodies  with  our  blades : 

Tea^  though  they  were  in  number  infinite, 

More  than  the  mighty  Babylonian  queen, 

Semiramis,  the  ruler  of  the' West, 

Broai^t  'gainst  the  emperor  of  the  Scythians, 

Tet  would  we  not  stu^  back  one  foot  from  them. 

That  they  might  know  we  are  invincible. 
Bkb,  r^ow,  Dy  great  Jove,  the  supreme  king  of  heaven, 

And  the  immoral  ^^ods  that  live  therein. 

When  as  the  mommg  shows  his  cheerfUl  face, 

*  Hie  MBM  as  pattering.  t  Concurring.  t  Strang:e. 
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And  Lucifer,  mounted  unon  hii  stead. 
Uringii  in  the  chariot  of  the  golden  lun, 
I'll  meet  voung  Albanact  in  the  open  field. 
And  crack*  my  lanoe  upon  his  burgonet^'f 
To  try  the  valour  of  hiii  boyish  itrength. 
There  will  I  show  such  ruthful  speotiolei^ 
And  cauHe  so  great  e(I\uion  of  blood. 
That  all  his  boys  shall  wonder  at  my  rtrength : 
As  when  the  warlike  queen  of  Amaeona, 
Penthesil^  armed  with  her  lanoe, 
Girt  with  a  corslet  of  bright-shining  steel, 
Coop*d  up  the  faint-heart  Grecians  in  the  oampu 

lium.  Spoke  like  a  warlike  knightp  my  noble  eon  ; 
Nay,  like  a  prinoe  that  seeks  his  lather's  jojr. 
Therefore  to-morrow,  ere  fair  Titan  shine. 
And  bashful  Eos,  messengi^r  of  light. 
Expels  the  liquid  sleep  from  out  men's  eyei^ 
Thou  shalt  conduct  the  right  wing  of  the  host^ 
The  left  wing  shall  be  under  Segar's  charge, 
The  rearward  shall  be  under  me  myselC 
And  lovely  Estrild,  fair  and  gracious. 
If  Fortune  favour  me  in  mine  attempts^ 
Thou  shalt  be  queen  of  lovely  Albion. 
Fortune  shall  favour  me  in  mine  attempts^ 
And  make  thee  queen  of  lovely  Albion ! 
Come,  let  us  in,  and  muster  up  our  train. 
And  nimish  up  our  lusty  soldiers ; 
That  they  may  be  a  bulwark  to  our  stat& 
And  bring  our  wish^  joys  to  perfect  eno.  [Sm 

SCENE  11. 

Enter  STBUiiBO,  Dorothy,  and  Tbompjlbt,  cobUng  sk 

and  singing, 

Trom.  We  cohlers  lead  a  merrjf  life  : 

AIL  Dan.  dan,  dan.  dan, 

Strum,   hoid  of  all  envy  and  of  strife  : 

All.  Dan  diddle  dan. 

Dor.  Our  ease  is  greats  own  labour  email  «• 

All.  Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 

Strum.  And  yet  our  gains  he  much  wiiJuU  : 

AIL  Dan  diddle  dan. 

Dor.  With  this  art  so  fine  and  fair : 

All.  Dan.  dan,  dan,  dan. 

Trom.  No  occupation  may  compare: 

All.  Dan  diddle  dan. 

Dor.  For  merry  pastime  and  joyful  glee : 

Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 
Strum.  Most  happy  men  we  cohlers  he 

Dan  diddle  dan. 

•  Strike.  t  Helmet* 
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Trom.  The  can  Hands  full  of  nappy  ale : 

Dan,  dan,  dam,  dan. 
Strum.  In  our  shop  still  wiihouten  fail 

Dan  diddle  dan. 
Dor.  This  is  our  meatj  this  is  our  food : 

Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 
Trom.  ITiis  brings  us  to  a  merry  mood  : 

Dan  diddle  dan. 
Strum.  This  makes  us  work  for  company : 

Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 
Dor.  To  pull  the  tankards  cheerfully : 

Dan  diddle  dan. 
Trom.  Drink  to  thy  husband,  Dorothy : 

Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 
Dor.  TFhy,  then,  my  Strumbo,  hen^s  to  thee : 

Dan  diddle  dan. 
Strum.  Drink  thou  the  rest,  Trompart,  amain: 

Dan,  dan,  dan,  dan. 
Dor.  When  that  is  gone,  w^llJiWt  again : 

Dan  diddle  dan. 

Enter  a  Captain. 

pt.  The  poorest  state  is  farthest  from  annoy : 
merrily  ne  sitteth  on  his  stool ! 
nrhen  he  sees  that  needs  he  must  he  press'd, 
turn  his  note,  and  sing  another  tune. 
By  your  leave,  master  cohler. 

'um.  You  are  welcome,  sentleman.  What,  will  you  an^  old 
or  huskins,  or  will  you  have  your  shoes  clouted  ?  I  will  do 
as  well  as  any  cobler  in  Caithness  whatsoever. 
pt.  O  master  cobler,  you  are  far  deceived  in  me ;  for  don't 
ee  this?  [Showing  him  press-money.']  I  come  not  to  buy 
hoes,  but  to  buy  yourself  Come,  Sir,  you  must  be  a  soldier 
B  king^s  cause. 

-um.  Why,  but  hear  you.  Sir.  Has  your  king  any  oonunis- 
to  take  any  man  a^^inst  his  will  ?  I  promise  you,  I  can 
*  believe  it :  or  did  he  give  you  commission  ? 
pt.  O,  Sir,  you  need  not  care  for  that :  I  need  no  oommis- 
Hold  here :  I  command  you,  in  the  name  of  our  king 
aact,  to  appear  to-morrow  in  the  town-house  of  Caithness. 
If  m.  King  Nactaball  If  I  cry  God  mercy ;  what  have  we  to 
th  him,  or  he  with  us?  But  you.  Sir,  master  Capontail, 
your  pasteboard,  or  else,  I  promise  you.  111  give  you  a  can- 
oX  with  a  bastinado  over  your  shoulders,  and  teach  you  to 
hither  with  your  implements. 

pt.  I  pray  thee,  good  fellow,  be  content;  I  do  the  king's 
land. 

um.  Put  me  out  of  your  book  then. 
pt.  I  may  not. 

rmrcelj.  t  A  contemptnoos  perversion  of  the  king's  name. 

t  A  pauticalar  stroke  in  sword-play. 
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strum.  No !  Well,  come.  Sir,  wiU  your  sftonuMsh  mrfe  fa! 
By  gogs  blue-hood*  and  halidom,  I  will  have  a  bout  with  yo^ 

[Strum BO  snaieket  up  a  tit^ffl    Tke^Ji^ 

JSnter  ThBASIXACHXTB. 

Thra.  IIowtiow, 
What  noise,  what  sudden  clamour 's  this 
How  now ! 

My  captain  and  the  cobler  so  hard  at  it ! 
Sirs,  what  is  your  quarrel  ? 

Capt.  Nothing,  sir,  but  that  he  will  not  take  preaB-moiuy. 

Thra,  Here,  good  fellow,  take  it  at  my  oommmndy  unkvya 
mean  to  be  stretched,  f 

Strum.  Truly^  master  gentleman,  I  lack  no  monef :  if  j« 
pleaHC  I  will  resign  it  to  one  of  these  poor  fellows. 

Thra.  No  such  matter. 
Look  you  be  at  the  common-house  t  to-morrow. 

[Exeunt  Thhastmacrttb  and  Oaftaik 

Strum.  O  wife,  I  have  spun  a  fair  thread !  If  I  had  bea 
quiet,  I  had  not  been  pressed,  and  therefore  well  may  lis* 
ment.  §    But  come,  sirrah,  shut  up,  for  we  must  to  the  wan 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  Albanact,  Debon,  Thbasimachus,  aitd  LoBDib 

Alba.  Brave  cavaliers,  princes  of  Albany. 
Whose  trenchant  blades,  with  our  deceased  sire 
Passing  the  frontiers  of  oravo  Grwcia, 
Were  bathed  in  our  enemies'  luke\varm  blood. 
Now  is  the  time  to  manifest  your  wills. 

Your  haughty  minds  and  resolutions.  i 

Now  opportunity  is  offered 
To  try  your  courage  and  your  earnest  zeal. 
Which  you  always  protest  to  Albanact ; 
For  at  this  time,  yea,  at  this  present  time, 
Stout  fugitives,  come  from  the  Scythians'  bounds. 
Have  pester'd  every  place  with  mutinies. 
But  trust  me,  lordings.  I  will  never  cease 
To  persecute  the  rascal  nmajijatcs, 
Till  all  the  rivers,  stained  with  their  blood. 
Shall  fully  show  their  fatal  overthrow. 

Beb.  So  shall  your  highness  merit  great  renown. 
And  imitate  your  aged  lather's  steps. 

Alba.  But  tell  me,  cousin,  cam'st  thou  through  the  plains  ? 
And  saw'st  thou  there  the  faint-heart  fugitives. 
Mustering  their  weather-beaten  soldiers  ? 
What  order  keep  they  in  their  marshalling  ? 

Thra.  After  we  pass'd  the  groves  of  Caledon, 
"Where  murmuring  rivers  slide  with  silent  streams. 
We  did  behold  the  straggling  Scythians'  camp. 
Replete  with  men,  stored  T^-ith  munition. 
There  might  we  see  the  valiant-minded  knights, 

*  J.  e.  blood.  t  Put  on  a  stretcher ;  or,  have  his  neck  fitretdici 

t  I.  9.  the  rendezvous.  S  i-  e-  woe- ment;  lament. 
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!  Sketching  careers*  along  the  spacious  plains. 
'  Sumber  and  Hubba  iirm'd  in  azure  bluo, 

Mounted  upon  their  coursers  white  as  snow, 

l^ent  to  benold  the  pleasant  flowering  fields : 

Hector  and  Troilus,  rriamus*  lovely  sons, 

Chasing  the  Grecians  over  Simois, 

Were  not  to  be  compared  to  these  two  knights. 
Alba.  Well  hast  tnou  painted  out  in  eloquence 

The  portraiture  of  Humber  and  his  son, 

As  fortunate  as  was  Polycrates.t 

Tet  shall  they  not  escape  our  conquering  swords, 

Or  boast  of  aught  but  of  our  clemency. 

JSwier  Stbumbo  and  Teompabt,  crpinff  often. 

Wild-fire  and  pitch,  wild-fire  and  pitch. 

Thra.  What,  Sirs,  what  mean  vou  by  these  clamours  made. 
These  outcries  raised  in  our  stately  court  ? 

Strum.  Wild-fire  and  pitch,  wild-fire  and  pitch. 

Thra.  Villains.  I  say.  tell  us  the  cause  hereof. 

Strum.  Wild-fire  and  pitch,  wild-fire  and  pitch. 

TAra.  Tell  me,  you  yillains,  why  you  make  this  noise. 
Or,  with  my  lance  Til  prick  your  bowels  out. 

Alba.  Where  are  your  houses  ?  where's  your  dwelling-place  ? 

Strum.  Place !  Ha !  ha !  ha  !  laugh  a  month  and  a  day  at  him. 
Plabe !  I  cry  Grod  mercy :  Why,  do  you  think  that  such  i)oor 
hon^  men  as  we  be,  hold  our  habitacles  in  kings'  palaces? 
Ha!  ha!  ha!  But  because  you  seem  to  be  an  abominable 
chieftain,  I  will  tell  you  our  state : 

Prom  the  top  to  the  toe. 
Prom  the  h^  to  the  shoe. 
Prom  the  beginning  to  the  ending. 
Prom  the  building  to  the  brending.]; 

This  honest  fellow  and  I  had  our  mansion-cottage  in  the 
suburbs  of  this  city,  hard  by  the  temple  of  Mercury ;  and  by  the 
common  soldiers  of  the  Shitens,  the  Scythians,  (what  do  you  call 
them  ?)  with  all  the  suburbs,  were  burnt  to  the  ground ;  and 
the  ashes  are  left  there  for  the  country  wives  to  wash  bucks  § 
withal: 

And  that  which  ^eves  me  most, 

My  loving  wife, 

(O  cruel  strife !) 
The  wicked  flames  did  roast. 
And  therefore,  Captain  Crust, 

We  will  continually  cry. 

Except  you  seek  a  remedy. 

Our  nouses  to  re-edify, 
Which  now  are  burnt  to  dust. 

[Both  cry  WUd-Jlre  and  pitch,  wild-Jire  and  pitch. 

*  Careering:. 

t  PolyGntes,  the  tyrant  of  Samoa,  who  having  never  sniftered  any  real 
misfortnne,  waa  determined  to  try  the  effect  of  an  imaginary  one. 
;  /.  9.  tnindng.  ^  A  quantity  of  linen  waaYied  aX  omctb. 


A!/-a.  Well,  we  miiBt  remedy  th«e  ou  trsBeB, 
And  throw  revenge  upon  their  hateful  lieuaB. 
And  yon,  Kood  fellows,  for  jour  bousea  burnt, 
We  will  remunerate  fou  stare  ofEold, 
And  build  your  hou^ee  by  our  jtiuuie-gate. 

Stnmt,  Gate !  O  petty  IreBBon  to  my  person,  nowhere  el 
but  by  your  back-aide?  Gale!  O,  bow  I  am  TMed  in  mi 
choler  !  Gate  I  I  cry  God  mercy.  Do  you  bear,  master  king 
If  you  mean  to  gratify  »uub  jioor  men  ua  we  bn,  you  muat  buul 
our  hdiwea  by  the  tavern. 

Alba.  It  aball  be  done,  Sir. 

Struma,  Near  the  tavern  ;  ay.  by  our  lady.  Sir,  it  wto  aitn.v 
like  a  good  fellow.  Do  you  bear,  Sir?  When  our  house 
builded,  if  you  do  cbnnce  to  pass  or  repora  that  wfty,  we  in 
bestow  a  quart  of  the  best  wiae  upon  you. 

[£xnmi  Stbitmbo  and  THOMFABI 

Alia.  It  grioTea  me,  lordings,  thai  my  eubjepta'  goods 
Should  thus  be  apoiled  by  the  Scythians, 
Who,  as  you  see,  with  liphtfoot  foragers. 
Depopulate  the  ptaoes  where  they  come ; 
But,  cursed  Humber,  thou  shult  nie  the  day, 
That  e'er  thou  oam'sC  onto  Cathnesia. 

SCSNB  IT. 

Enler  H0MBBB,  EUBBA,  SBSAK,  THKiBSiEB,  and  their  for, 

Han.  Hubba,  go  take  a  coronet*  of  our  bane, 
Aa  many  landers,  and  light-axnied  knighle, 
As  maf  suffice  for  Eucb  an  enterprise, 
And  place  them  in  the  grove  of  Caledon : 
With  these,  when  as  the  Ekirmiah  duih  inorosBe, 
Betire  thou  ftran  the  shelter  of  the  wood, 
And  set  upon  the  weskon'd  Trojaue'  backs  ; 
IPor  policy,  join'd  with  chivah-y, 
C&u  navor  ba  put  back  tram  notory.  [  Exit  HlTB 

St^^er  AlbaNaCT  ;  Stbdhso  and  CLOWNS  viilh  Aim. 

ACha.  Thou  base-born  Hun,  how  durst  thou  be  so  bold, 
__9  once  to  menace  warlike  Albanact, 
The  Rreat  commander  of  these  regions  ? 
But  thou  shall  buy  thy  rashnesa  with  thy  death. 
And  rue  too  late  thy  over-bold  attempts ; 
For  with  this  BWnrd,  this  instrument  of  death. 
That  hath  been  drennhed  in  my  foeraen'a  blood, 
I'll  .iienarate  thy  body  from  thy  head. 
And  set  that  coward  blood  of  thine  abroach. 

Sirum,  Nay,  with  this  staff,  great  Btrumbo's  instmment, 
111  crack  thy  cockscomb,  paltry  Scythian. 

"  n.  Naught  reck  I  of  thy  threats,  thou  princox  boy,t 
a  I  fear  thy  foolish  insolence  : 
And,  but  Ihou  better  uae  thy  bragging  blade. 
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0  titoa  dort  rule  thy  overflowing  tongue, 
Mom  Briton,  thou  shalt  know  too  soon 

1  foroe  of  Humber  and  his  Scythians. 

[Tkep  fight,    Humbeb  and  hit  toldiersfiy.    Albanact 
oMd  kitforeet  foUaw. 
nm,  O  horrible,  terrible !  iSxU, 

SCSNS  V. 

Alarum,    Snier  HUVBEB  cmd  his  Soldiers, 

tm.  How  brayelv  this  young  Briton,  Albanact, 

eth  abroad  the  thunderbolts  of  war, 

ing  down  milUons  with  his  furious  mcod, 

in  his  ^ory  triomphs  over  all. 

Jiff  the  masBv  squadrons  off  the  ground ! 

IS  oilla  on  hills,  to  scale  the  starry  ikv : 

hen  Briareus,  arm'd  with  an  hundred  hands, 

K  forth  an  hundred  mountains  at  great  Jove : 

nen  the  monstrous  giant  Monychus 

'd  mount  Olympus  at  gpreat  Mars's  targe, 

shot  huge  cedars  at  Mmerva's  shield. 

doUi  he  overlook  with  haughty  front 

leeting  hosts,  and  lifts  his  lofty  face 

ut  us  all  that  now  do  fear  his  force ! 

as  we  see  the  wrathAil  sea  from  far, 

great  mountain  heap'd,  with  hideous  noiso, 

1  thousand  billows  beat  against  the  ships, 

toss  them  in  the  waves  like  tennis  balls.  [An  alarm  sounded. 

le !  I  fear  my  Hubba  is  surprised.  {ExU. 

KM  again.     Enter  Albanact^  Cambeb,  Thbasihachus, 
Dbbon,  and  thetr  Forces. 

'to.  Follow  me,  soldiers,  follow  Albanact ; 

ae  the  Scythians  flying  through  the  field. 

ume  of  them  escape  with  victory ; 

they  may  know  the  Britons'  force  is  more 

.  an  the  imwer  of  the  trembling  Huns. 

ra.  Forward,  brave  soldiers,  forward ;  keep  the  chase. 

lat  takes  captive  Humber  or  his  son, 

be  rewarded  with  a  crown  of  gold. 

^omiii  sounded ;  then  they  fight.  HuMBEB  and  his  Army 
reat.  The  Britons  pursue.  HUBBA  enters  at  their  rea/r^  and 
U  DlBON :  Stbumbo/o^*  doum;  AXBANACT  runs  out,  and 
trwards  enters  wounded. 

^  Injurious  Fortune,  hast  thou  cross'd  me  thus  ? 

in  the  momins  of  mv  victories, 

in  the  prime  of  my  felicity. 

it  me  off  by  such  hard  overthrow ! 

t  thou  no  time  thy  rancour  to  declare, 

D  the  sprinsr  of  all  my  dignities  ? 

b  tiioa  no  place  to  spit  thv  venom  out, 

a  the  nerson  of  young  Albanact  ? 

i  flTwwmle  did  scare  mine  enemies, 
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And  drove  them  almost  to  a  shameftil  flight ; 

I  that  e'erwhile  full  lion-like  did  fiure 

Amonpt  the  dangers  of  the  thick  thimig'd  pikee^ 

Must  now  depart,  most  lamentably  slain 

By  Humberts  treacheries  and  Fortune's  spitesL 

Cursed  be  her  charms,  damn'd  be  her  ouraed  ohmrms, 

That  do  delude  the  wayward  hearts  of  men. 

Of  men  that  trust  unto  her  fickle  wheel. 

Which  never  leaveth  turning  upside-down  1 

O  gods,  O  heavens,  allot  me  out  the  place 

Where  I  may  find  her  hatefUl  mansion. 

I'll  pass  the  Alps  to  wat'nr  Meroe, 

Where  fiery  Pnoebus  in  his  chariot 

The  wheels  whereof  are  deck'd  with  emeorald^ 

Casts  such  a  heat,  yea  such  a  scorching  heal^  - 

And  spoilcth  Flora  of  her  chequered  grass; 

I'll  overturn  the  mountain  Caueasus, 

Where  fell  Chimsera  in  her  triple  shape, 

Rolleth  hot  flames  from  out  her  monstrous  pttuncfa. 

Scaring  the  beasts  with  issue  of  her  gorge;     •  - 

I'll  pass  the  frozen  zone,  where  icy  flakes  > 

Stopping  the  passage  of  the  fleeting  ships,* 

Do  lie,  hke  mountains,  in  the  congeaFa  sea:  - 

Where  if  I  find  that  hateful  house  of  hers, 

I'll  pull  the  fickle  wheel  fh)m  out  her  hsaias  ■ 

And  tie  herself  in  everlasting  bandsi. 

But  all  in  vain  I  breathe  these  threatonings : 

The  day  is  lost,  the  Huns  are  conquerors,  - 

Debon  is  slain,  my  men  are  done  to  deatL   . 

The  currents  swift  swim  violently  with  blood. 

And  last,  (O  that  this  last  might  so  long  last !) 

Myself  with  wounds  past  all  recovery. 

Must  leave  my  crown  for  Humber  to  possess. 

Strum.  Lord  have  mercy  ui>on  us,  miteters,  I  think  tl 
holy-day ;  every  man  lies  sleeping  in  the  fields :  but  Grod 
full  sore  against  their  wills. 

Thra.  Fly,  noble  Albanact,  and  save  thyself 
The  Scythians  follow  with  great  celerity, 
And  there's  no  way  but  flight  or  speedy  death  j 
Fly,  noble  Albanact,  and  save  thyself.       [Exit  Thra.  A 

Alba.  Nav,  let  them  fly  that  fear  to  die  the  death. 
That  tremble  at  the  name  of  fatal  Mors. 
Ne'er  shall  proud  Humber  boast  or  brag  himself. 
That  he  hatn  put  young  Albanact  to  flight : 
And  lest  he  should  triumph  at  my  decay. 
This  sword  shall  reave  his  master  of  his  life, 
That  oft  hath  saved  his  master's  doubtful  life : 
But  oh,  my  brethren,  if  you  care  for  me, 
Bevenge  my  death  upon  his  traitorous  head. 

Et  vos  quels  damus  est  nigrantis  regia  JHtut^ 
Qui  regitis  rigido  Stygios  moderamine  lucos, 

*  J.  e.  floatinfr. 
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Nox  etBci  regina  poU,  furitUis  Srinnys, 

DUque  decBgue  omnet^  Albanwm  toUite  regem, 

ToUiteJiumineig  undu  rigidctque  palude. 

Nvmo  me  fata  vocani,  hoc  eondam  pectore  ferrum. 

[Stabs  himself. 
JStUer  Tbomfabt. 

0,  what  hath  he  done  ?  his  nose  bleeds ;  but  I  smell  a  fox :  look 
where  my  master  lies.    Master,  master. 

Strum,  Let  me  alone,  I  tell  thee,  for  I  am  dead. 

^Prom,  Yet  one  word,  good  master. 

8trum,  I  will  not  speak,  for  I  am  dead,  I  tell  thee. 

Trom.  And  is  my  master  dead  ?  [Singing. 

0  ttick*  and  etones,  hrickhaie  a/nd  bones^ 

And  is  my  master  dead  ? 
0  you  cockatrices,  and  you  bdblatrices, 

ThcU  tf»  the  woods  dwell : 
You  briers  and  brambles,  you  cook-^hops  and  shambles. 

Come  howl  and  yelL 
With  howling  and  screeking,  with  wailing  and  weeping. 

Come  you  to  lament, 
0  eoUiers  of  Croydon,  and  rustics  of  Roy  don. 

And  fishers  of  Kent, 
for  Strumbo  the  cobler,  thefme  merry  cobler 

Of  Caithness  town. 
At  thu  same  stour,*  at  this  very  hour. 

Ides  dead  on  the  ground, 

0  master,  thieves,  thieves,  thieves ! 

.^nm.  Where  be  they  ?  cox  me  tunny,  bobekin  !  let  me  be 
n&ng:  be  gone ;  we  shall  be  robb'd  by-and-by. 

[Exeunt  Stbumbo  and  Tbomfabt. 

8CENJS  n. 

SKkr  Bjjmbkr,  Httbba,  Sbgab,  Thbassieb,  Estbild,  and 

Soldiers. 

JBifM.  Thus  firom  the  dreadful  shocks  of  furious  Mars, 
Thund'rin^  alarums,  and  Sihamnusia's  drum,t 
Je  are  retured  with  joyful  victory. 
»>edaQghtar'd  Trojans,  sweltering  in  their  blood, 
Ittfeot  tba  air  with  their  carcasses, 
And  are  a  pre^  for  eveiy  ravenous  bird. 

■fiUL  So  pensh  they  that  are  our  enemies ! 
fioperidi  they  that  love  not  Humberts  weal ! 
And,  mighty  Jove,  commander  of  the  world, 
notiMst  my  love  from  all  false  treacheries ! 

Am.  Tnanks.  lovely  Estrild,  solace  to  my  soul, 
^t  vaUant  Huoba^  for  thy  chivalry 
Mciared  against  the  men  of  Albanv, 
Ia!  here  a  flow'ring  garland  wreath'd  of  bay, 
ii  a  reward  for  this  thy  forward  mind.  [  Sets  it  on  Hubb  a's  head. 

*  BiClle,  tmniilt.  t  Rhamnasio,  a  title  of  Neme&to. 
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Sub.  This  unexpected  honour,  nohle  sire, 
Will  prick  my  courage  unto  braver  deeds. 
And  cause  me  to  attempt  such  hard  exploits. 
That  all  the  world  shall  sound  of  Hubba's  name. 

Hum,  And  now,  brave  soldiers,  for  this  good  success, 
Carouse  whole  cups  of  Amazonian  wine, 
Sweeter  than  Nectar,  or  Ambrosia ; 
And  cast  away  the  clods  of  cursed  care, 
With  goblets  crown'd  with  Semeleius'  gifts.* 
Now  let  us  march  to  Abus*  f  silver  streams. 
That  clearly  glide  along  the  chammin  fields. 
And  moist  the  grassy  meads  with  humid  drops. 
Sound  drums  and  trumpets,  sound  up  cheeriully, 
Sith  we  return  with  joy  and  victory.  [Exmi* 


ACT  in. 

Enter  Ate  as  before.  Then  this  dmrnh  show,  A  crocodile  «M|7 
on  a  river's  bank,  and  a  little  snake  stinging  it,  JBotik  of  tisi^ 
fall  into  the  water, 

At^.  Scelera  in  authorem  cadunt. 
High  on  a  bank,  by  Nilus'  boisterous  streams, 
PearfuUy  sat  the  Egyptian  crocodile. 
Dreadfully  grinding  in  her  sharp  long  teeth 
The  broken  bowels  of  a  silly  fish. 
His  back  was  arm'd  against  the  dint  of  spear. 
With  shields  of  brass  that  shined  like  bumisn'd  gold: 
And  as  he  stretched  forth  his  cruel  paws, 
A  subtle  adder  creeping  closely  near. 
Thrusting  his  forked  stmg  into  his  claws. 
Privily  shed  his  poison  through  his  bones. 
Which  made  him  swell,  that  there  his  bowels  buiBt, 
That  did  so  much  in  his  own  greatness  trust. 
So  Humber  having  conquered  Albanact, 
Both  yield  his  glory  unto  Locrine's  sword. 
Mark  what  ensues,  and  you  may  easily  see 
That  all  our  life  is  but  a  tragedy.  [Sri* 

SCENE  I. 

Enter  LocEiNB,  Gtjendolen,  Cortnetjs,  AsSASACUBy 
Thbasimachus,  and  Cambbb. 

Ijoc.  And  is  this  true  ?  Is  Albanactus  slain  ? 
Hath  cursed  Humber,  with  his  straggling  host, 
With  that  his  army  made  of  mongrelcurs, 
Brought  our  redoubted  brother  to  his  end  ? 
O  that  I  had  the  Thracian  Orpheus'  harp, 
Tot  to  awake  out  of  the  infernal  shade 

*  I.e,  Bacchus,  aon  of  SexaeYe.  \  TCkfe^^^QaadoRst. 
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Those  ugly  devils  of  black  Erebus.— 

Tint  might  torment  the  damned  traitor's  soul ! 

Othat  Ihad  Amphion's  instrument^ 

To  quicken  with  nis  vital  notes  and  tunes 

The  flinty  joints  of  every  stony  rock,- 

Bj  which  the  Scythians  might  be  punished ! 

For,  b^  the  lightning  of  almighty  Jove, 


The  Hun  shall  di^  EUid  he  ten  thousand  lives : 
■       And  would  to  Groa  he  had  ten  thousand  lives, 

That  I  might  with  the  arm-strong  Hercules 

Crop  off  so  vile  an  hvdra's  hissing  heads ! 

Botflsv,  my  cousin  (for  I  long  to  hear), 

How  Albanact  came  by  untimely  death. 
!         Jltra.  After  the  traitorous  host  of  Scythians 

Bnter'd  the  field  with  martial  equipage, 

Young  Albanaot,  impatient  of  delay, 

led  forth  his  army  Against  the  straggling  mates ; 

Whose  multitude  did  daunt  our  soldiers  minds. 
^      Yet  nothing  could  dismav  the  forward  prince : 

He  with  a  courage  most  heroical. 
\      Like  to  a  lion  'mongst  a  flock  of  lambs, 
t      Ihde  havoc  of  the  nint-heart  fugitives, 
I      Hewing  a  passage  through  them  with  his  sword. 

Yea,  we  had  almost  given  them  the  repulse, 

when,  suddenly  fh>m  out  the  silent  wood, 
HubbBb  with  twenty  thousand  soldiers. 
Cowardly  came  upon  our  weakened  backs, 
And  murther'd  all  vrith  &tal  massacre : 
Amongst  the  which  old  Debon.  martial  knight. 
With  many  wounds  was  brougnt  unto  the  death ; 
And  Albanact,  oppressed  with  multitude, 
Whilst  valiantly  he  felPd  his  enemies, 
Tidded  his  life  and  honour  to  the  dust. 
He  being  dead,  the  soldiers  fled  amain ; 
And  I  alone  escaped  them  by  flig[ht, 
Tb  brins  you  tidmgs  of  these  accidents. 

Loe.  Kot  aged  Priam,  king  of  stately  Troy, 
Grand  emperor  of  barbarous  Asia, 
When  he  beheld  his  noble-minded  son 
81un  traitorously  by  all  the  Myrmidons, 
Ijunented  more  thui  I  for  AllNinact. 

Oval.  Not  Hecuba  the  queen  of  Ilion, 
When  she  beheld  the  town  of  Per^mus, 
Her  palace,  burnt  vrith  all-devounng  flames, 
Her  fifty  sons  and  daughters,  iresh  of  hue, 
Uurther'd  by  wicked  Pyrrhus*  bloody  sword. 
Shed  such  sad  tears  as  I  for  AlbEinact. 

Cam.  The  grief  of  Niobe,  fair  Amphion's  queen, 
For  her  seven  sons  magnanimous  in  field. 
For  her  seven  daughters,  fairer  than  the  fairest, 
Is  not  to  be  oompured  with  my  laments. 

Cor.  In  vain  you  sorrow  for  the  slaughtered  prince. 
In  vain  you  sorrow  for  this  overthrow. 


He  toT«s  not  most,  th^t  dotli  lament  ths  moit^ 

But  he  that  seeks  to  VenEe  the  injurr. 

Thiuk  Jdu  to  quell  tbe  eaenuBB'  warUke  train 

With  ohildisb  sobs  and  womanish  lamenbi? 

tJnsheath  your  Bwords,  uns-heatb  your  eonquBring  si 

And.  seek  revenue,  the  comfort  for  this  sore. 

In  Comwali,  where  1  hold  my  regiment,' 

£veti  just  ten  thoui^and  valiant  meu-at-amut 

Hath  Corineus  read;  at  oommnnd, 

Ail  these  and  more,  if  need  shall  more  require. 

Hath  Conneus  ready  at  command. 

Cam.  And  in  the  ilelds  of  mactijiJ  Cambria, 
Close  by  the  boisterous  Isca'a  ^Iver  streams, 
TFhere  light-foot  fairies  skip  from  bank  to  ounk. 
Full  twenty  thousand  brave  courageous  kntghbi 
Well  sxennsed  in  feata  of  chivalry. 
In  raaoly  manner  most  ioTincible, 
Young  Camber  hath,  with  gold  and  victual. 
AU  these  and  more,  if  need  shall  more  require, 
I  offer  up  to  'venge  my  brother's  death. 

Lob.  Thanks,  loving  uncle,  and  good  brother  too ; 
Far  this  revenge,  for  this  sweet  word,  revenge, 
Miut  ease  and  cease  m;  wrongful  injuries: 
And  by  the  sword  at  bloody  Mars  I  swear, 
Ne'er  shall  sweet  quiet  enfer  this  my  front ; 
Till  I  be  'vcnged  on  his  trBJturous  head. 
That  slew  my  noble  brother  Albanact, 
Sound  drums  and  trumpeta ;  muster  up  the  camp ; 
Por  we  will  stnught  march  to  Albuiia. 

SCENE  II. 
Snler  Hdmbeb,  Ebtbild,  Httbba,  THKASaiBB,  and  Svldi 

Bvm.  Thus  are  we  come  victorious  conquerors 
Unto  the  flowing  current's  silver  streams. 
Which,  in  meniorial  of  our  viotory, 


Shall  be  agnomlnsted  by  our  □ame,t 
■     '  '  liked  of  by  our  posterity : 
■e  I  hope  before  the  aoldei 


Fosteth  his  horses  to  fair  Thetis'  plains,! 
To  see  the  water  turned  into  blood. 
And  change  bis  bluish  hue  to  rueful  red, 
^s  reason  of  the  fatal  massacre 
Which  shall  be  made  upon  the  virentg  plnins. 
Enter  the  Qhoit  qf  Al.fiAni.CT. 
6hott.  See  how  the  traitor  doth  pi 
See  how  he  glories  at ' ' 

See  how  ho  triumpht  _. 

O  Fortune  vile,  unstable,  Hi 


.]  LOCSINB.  81 

BiethinkB  I  see  both  ormieB  in  the  field. 

:en  lanoes  dimb  the  crystal  skies ; 

idless  lie^  some  breathless,  on  the  ground, 

7  place  IS  strew'd  with  carcasses : 

ae  grass  hath  lost  its  pleasant  green, 

itest  sight  that  ever  might  be  seen. 

Ay,  traitorous  Humb^,  thou  shalt  find  it  so, 

ly  cost  thou  shalt  the  same  behold, 

[[uish,  sorrow,  and  with  sad  laments. 

iy  plains,  that  now  do  please  thine  eyes, 

the  night  be  coloured  all  with  blood. 

r  groves  which  now  enclose  thy  camp, 
sweet  savour  to  thy  damned  corps, 
the  night  be  figured  all  with  blood. 
3und  stream  that  passeth  by  thy  tents, 
L  his  moisture  serveth  all  thy  camp, 
the  night  converted  be  to  blood, 
the  blood  of  tiiose  thy  straggling  boys : 
revenge  shall  ease  my  lingering  grief, 
revenge  shall  glut  my  longing  soul.  lExU. 

jet  come  what  will,  I  mean  to  Dear  it  out : 
er  live  with  glorious  victory, 
ith  jfome  renown'd  for  chivalry, 
i  worthv  of  the  honeycomb, 
ns  the  hives  because  the  bees  have  stings, 
s  me  best  ihAt  is  not  got  with  ease, 
lousand  dangers  do  accompany ; 
ing  can  dismay  our  regal  mind, 
ims  at  nothing  but  a  golden  crown, 
upshot  of  mine  enterprises. 
)y  enchained  in  grim  Pluto's  court, 
i  for  tareasure  'mongst  his  hellish  crew, 
flther  quell  the  triple  Cerberus, 
he  army  of  his  hatefUl  hags, 
le  stone  with  wretched  Sisyphus. 
Kight  martial  be  thy  thoughts,  my  noble  son, 
hy  words  savour  of  chivalry. 

HtUer  Segas. 

like  Segar,  what  strange  accidents 

1  to  leave  the  warding*  of  the  camp  ? 

To  arms,  m^  lord,  to  nonourable  arms : 

in  and  tar^e  in  hand :  The  Britons  come 

later  multitude  than  erst  the  Greeks 

to  the  ports  of  Phrygian  Tenedos. 

Bat  what  saith  Segar  to  these  accidents  ? 

tinsel  gives  he  in  extremities  P 

Why  thia,  my  lord,  experience  teacheth  us, 

Nation's  a  sole  help  at  need. 

.  nnr  kvd,  our  honour  teacheth  us, 

be  DokL  in  every  enterprise. 

*  Defence. 

r.  0 
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Then,  sinoe  there  is  no  way  but  fight  or  die, 
Be  resolute,  my  lord,  for  victory. 

Rum.  And  resolute,  Segar,  I  mean  to  be. 
Perhaps  some  blissful  star  wiU  favour  us, 
And  comfort  bring  to  our  perplexed  state. 
Gome,  let  us  in.  and  fortify  our  camp. 
So  to  withstand  their  strong  invasion. 


\BxmL 


SCENE  lit 
Enter  Stbxtmbo,  Trompabt,  Oliyeb,  and  WiLLiAK. 

Strum.  Nay,  neighbour  Oliver,  if  you  be  so  hot,  oome,  prefMrn 
yourself,  you  shall  find  two  as  stout  fellows  of  uai,  as  any  in  all 
the  Norxh. 

Oliv,  No,  by  my  dorth,*  neighbour  Strumbo ;  Ich  zee  dat  yon 
are  a  man  of  small  zideration,  dat  will  zeek  to  injure  your  oU 
vreends,  one  of  your  vamiUar  guests ;  and  derefore  zeemg  your 
'pinion  is  to  deal  withouten  reazon,  Ich  and  my  zon  WiUiaa 
will  take  dat  course  dat  shall  be  fardest  vrom  reason.  How  ay 
you  P  will  you  have  my  daughter  or  no  ? 

Strum.  A.  very  hard  question,  neighbour,  but  I  will  solve  ik  ai 
I  may.    What  reason  have  you  to  demand  it  of  me  ? 

WtU.  Marry,  Sir,  what  reason  had  you,  when  my  sister  was  in 
the  bam,  to  tumble  her  upon  the  hay,  and  to  fish  ner  belly? 

Strum.  Mass,  thou  sa/st  true.  Well,  but  would  you  have  nA 
marry  her  therefore  ?  No,  I  scorn  her,  and  you,  and  you:  ay,  I 
scorn  you  all 

Oliv.  You  will  not  have  her  then  ? 

Strum.  No,  as  I  am  a  true  gentleman. 

Will.  Then  will  we  school  you,  ere  you  and  we  part  henoei. 

Enter  MABaEBY.    She  snatches  the  staff  out  qf  her  hroikm'k 

hand,  as  he  is  fighting. 

Strum.  Ay,  you  come  in  pudding-time,  or  else  I  had  dreaM 
theuL 

Mar.  You,  master  saucebox,  lobcock,  cockscomb ;  you,  dap- 
sauce,  Uckfingers,  will  you  not  hear  ? 

Strum.  Who  speak  you  to  ?  me  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  Sir,  to  you,  John  Lack-honesty,  lAttlewii  Is  it  jot 
that  will  have  none  of  me  ? 

Strum.  No,  by  my  troth,  mistress  Nicebice.t  How  finem 
can  nick-name  me !  I  think  you  were  brought  up  in  the  Uni- 
versity of  Bridewell,  you  have  your  rhetoric  so  ready  at  your 
tongue's  end,  as  if  you  were  never  well  wam'd  when  yoa  won 
young. 

Mar.  Why  then,  goodman  Godshead,  if  you  will  have  none  of 
me,  farewell. 

Strum,  If  you  be  so  plain,  mistress  Driggle-draggle,  fisure  joii 
well 

•  /.  e,  troth.  1 1,  e.  Kicc-Ut. 
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f.  Naj,  master  Stinmbo,  ere  you  go  from  henoe,  we  must 
more  words.    You  will  have  none  of  me  ?  [  They  fight, 

tm.  Oh  my  head,  my  head !    Leave,  leave,  leave ;  I  will, 
IwilL 

\  Upon  that  condition  I  let  thee  alone. 
'.  How  now.  master  Strumbo  P    Hath  my  daughter  taught 
new  lesson  P 

MM.  Air,  hut  hear  you.  goodman  Oliver ;  it  will  not  be  for 
»  to  luive  my  head  broken  every  day ;  therefore  remedy 
ad  we  shall  agree. 

.  WeU.  son,  well  (for  you  are  my  zon  now),  all  shall  be 
led.  I/aughter,  be  friends  with  him.  [They  shake  hande. 
[Exeunt  Oltteb,  William,  and  Mabgeby. 
m.  Yon  are  a  sweet  nut ;  the  devil  crack  you !  Masters, 
k  it  be  mv  luck.  My  first  wife  was  a  loving  quiet  wench ; 
is,  I  think,  would  weai^  the  deviL  I  would  she  might  be 
as  my  other  wife  was ;  if  not,  I  must  run  to  the  halter  for 

0  Codpiece, thou  hast  'done*  thy  master ;  this  it  is  to  be 
ng  with  warm  plackets.t  [JExeunt, 

SCENE  IK 
'  LocBuns,  Caxbeb,  Cobineus,  Tttbastitachus,  and 

ASSABACUS. 

Now  am  I  guarded  with  an  host  of  men, 
\  haughty  oouragB  is  invincible, 
m  I  nemm'd  with  troops  of  soldiers, 
8  miffht  force  Bellona  to  retire, 
lake  ner  tremble  at  their  puissance. 
It  I  like  the  mighty  god  of  war, 
,  armed  with  his  ooat  of  adamant, 
ed  in's  chariot  drawn  with  mighty  bulls, 
3¥e  the  Argives  over  Xanthus^  streams. 
nunwd  Humber,  doth  thy  end  draw  nigh, 
ooes  the  glory  of  th  v  victories, 

1  thy  fiime,  and  all  thy  high  renown, 
Q  a  moment  yield  to  Lociwe's  sword 
vgging  banners  cross'd  with  argent  streams, 
n^^teofthypavihons, 

U  be  captivatMl  with  this  hand ; 
ion  ihvself  at  Albanactus'  tomb 
tflSv'd  be,  in  satisfaction 
ihe  wrongs  thou  didst  him  when  he  lived. 
oat  thou  tell  me,  brave  Thrasimachus, 
ir  we  distant  are  from  Humberts  camp  P 
t.  My  lord,  within  yon  foul  accursed  grove. 
Ban  the  tokens  of  our  overthrow, 
!amber  hath  intrench'd  his  damned  camp. 
OIL  my  lord,  because  I  lon^  to  see 
mauarooB  Scythians  swelf  rmg  in  their  gore. 

*  Pssiiujcd.  t  Under-petticoats. 

G  2 
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Loo,  Sweet  Fortune,  favour  Loorine  with  a  smile, 
That  I  may  'venge  my  noble  brother's  death ! 
And  in  the  midst  of  stately  Troynovant 
m  build  a  temple  to  thy  deity, 
Of  perfect  marble,  and  of  jacinth  stones. 
That  it  shall  pass  the  high  pyramid^ 
Which  with  their  top  surmount  the  nrmament. 

Cctm.  The  arm-strong  oflfspring  of  the  doubled  night,* 
Stout  Hercules,  Alcmena's  mighty  son. 
That  tamed  the  monsters  of  the  threefold  world. 
And  rid  the  oppressed  from  the  tyrants'  yokes, 
Did  never  show  such  valiantness  m  fight. 
As  I  will  now  for  noble  Albanact. 

Cor.  !Full  fourscore  years  hath  Corineus  lived, 
Sometimes  in  war,  sometimes  in  quiet  x)eaoe. 
And  yet  I  feel  myself  to  be  as  strong 
As  erst  I  was  in  summer  of  mine  age ; 
Able  to  toss  this  great  unwieldy  club. 
Which  hath  been  painted  with  my  foemen's  brains : 
And  with  this  club  I'll  break  the  strong  array 
Of  Humber  and  his  straggling  soldiers, 
Or  lose  m:^  life  amongst  the  thickest  press, 
And  die  with  honour  in  my  lat^t  days : 
Yet,  ere  I  die,  they  all  shall  understand. 
What  force  Ues  in  stout  Corineus'  hand 

Th/ra.  And  if  Thrasimachus  detractf  the  fight. 
Either  for  weakness,  or  for  cowardice, 
Let  him  not  boast  that  Brutus  was  his  eam,t 
Or  that  brave  Corineus  was  his  sire. 

Loc.  Then  courage,  soldiers,  first  for  your  safSsty, 
Next  for  your  peace,  last  for  your  victory.  [JB!» 

SCENE  V. 

AUxrwn.    Enter  HuBBA  and  Segab  at  one  side  of  the  « 

and  CoBINEUS  at  the  other. 

Cor.  Art  thou  that  Humber,  prince  of  fugitives, 
That  by  thy  treason  slew'st  young  Albanact  ? 

Suh.  I  am  his  son  that  slew  young  Albanact ; 
And  if  thou  take  not  heed,  proud  Fmygian, 
m  send  thy  soul  unto  the  Stygian  lake, 
There  to  complain  of  number's  injuries. 

Cor.  You  triumph.  Sir,  before  the  victory. 
For  Corineus  is  not  so  soon  slain. 
But,  cursed  Scythians,  you  shall  rue  the  day, 
That  e'er  you  came  into  Albania. 
So  perish  they  that  envy  Britain's  wealthy 
So  let  them  die  with  endless  infamy : 
And  he  that  seeks  his  sovereign's  overthrow. 
Would  this  my  club  mi^ht  aggravate  his  woe. 

[Strikes  them  with  his  club.    Exeunt  Jigl 

*  1. 0.  the  nigfat  protracted  to  twice  its  usual  lengtli,  wbidi  Ji 
passed  with  Alcmena.  f  2.  e,  withdraw  from.  %  \ 


I  me  to  beir^mine  overthroir, 

me  in  my  Borrowful  laments  P 

is;  I  Gnd  some  hollow  uncouth  rock, 

nuf  it"""  condemn,  und  ban  my  till, 

enE,  the  hell,  the  earth,  the  air,  the  fire ; 

la;  infeot  the  siij  regions, 

I  upon  the  Briton  Locrine'i  head  P 

Bpuitfl  that  in  Cocytua  mourn, 
ih  your  teetli  with  dolorous  lamenta ; 
!bl  dogB,  Hut  in  black  Lethe  hovl, 
e  the  ghoBbi  irith  ;our  wide  open  throats ; 

ghasta,  Hut  fifing  from  these  dogs 


dimn'd  be  the  goda  and  ata^ 
n  nM  in  biz  Thetda'  plains  1 


.    ._      .    .  JiCeraunii 
iw  me  into  her  yni?rj  gulf! 
nd  we  h«d  arrived  won  the  dtore 
bbrphemai  mnd  the  C;okips  dwell ; 
I  tne  bloodr  Anthropoiiha^ 
ed^  jnra  ^rour  Qie  wanderii^  wights ! 
XiUar  lif  Ohost  qf  Albanict. 
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To  Tantal's  hunger,  or  Izion's  wheel. 
Or  to  the  vulture  of  Prometheus, 
Bather  than  that  this  murder  were  undone. 
When  as  I  die,  111  drag  thy  cursed  ghost 
Through  all  the  rivers  of  foul  Erehus, 
Through  huming  sulphur  of  the  limbo-lake, 
To  allay  the  burning  fiiry  of  that  heat, 
That  rageth  in  mine  everlasting  souL 
Ghost.  Vindicta!  vindictal  lExmmL 


ACT  IV. 

JSnter  Ate  as  "before.  ^  Then  Omphale,  hctmng  a  ehib^  ui  j^ 
lumdf  and  a  lion's  skin  on  her  hack;  Hjrrculeb  foUotoing  wUk 
a  distaff.  OMFHiXE  turns  about,  and  taking  off  her  pos- 
<Q/^,*  strikes  Hebcttles  on  the  head;  then  they  deiart 
Ate  remains. 

At^.  Quern  non  Argolici  mandata  severa  tyranm, 
Non  potuit  Juno  vincere,  mcit  amor. 
Stout  Hercules,  the  mirror  of  the  world. 
Son  to  Alcmena  and  great  Jupiter, 
After  so  many  conquests  won  m  field, 
Afber  so  many  monsters  quell'd  bv  force. 
Yielded  his  valiant  heart  to  Omphale, 
A  fearful  woman,  void  of  manly  strength. 
She  took  the  cub,  and  wore  the  lion's  skin ; 
He  took  the  wheel,  and  maidenly  '^n  spin. 
So  mturtial  Locrine,  cheer'd  with  victory, 
Palleth  in  love  with  Humberts  concubine. 
And  so  forgetteth  peerless  Guendolen : 
His  uncle  Corineus  storms  at  this, 
.^d  forceth  Locrine  for  his  grace  to  sue. 
Lo  here  the  sum;  the  process  doth  ensue.  \JBmk 

SCENE  I. 

Enter  LocBiNE,  Cambeb,  Cobineus^  Assabacus,  Thbasi- 

MACHUS,  and  Soldiers. 

Loc.  Thus  from  the  fury  of  Bellona's  broils. 
With  sound  of  drum,  and  trumpets*  melody. 
The  Britain  kine  returns  triumphantly. 
The  Scythians  slain  with  great  occision,t 
Do  equalize  the  grass  in  multitude ; 
And  with  their  blood  have  stain'd  the  streaming  brooks, 
Offering  their  bodies,  and  their  dearest  blood. 
As  sacrifice  to  Albanactus'  ghost. 
Now,  cursed  Humber,  hast  thou  paid  thy  due. 
For  thy  deceits  and  crafty  treacheries, 

*  9,  her  slipper*  '\  I*  <»  tfian^igGiiaQt. 
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r  nules,  and  dftmned  stratagems, 
of  life  andeyer-durin^  shame. 
)  thy  horses  trapped  with  bumish'd  ^Id  ?  | 
)ling  coursers  ruled  with  foaming  bits  ? 
i  tl^  soldiers,  strong  and  numberless  ? 
it  captains,  and  thy  noble  peers  ? 
le  country  clowns  with  sharpest  scythes 
le  wither d  grass  from  off  the  earth, 
ploughman  with  his  piercing  share 
ie  bowels  of  the  fertile  fields 
bh  up  the  roots  with  razors  keen, 
),  with  his  mighty  curtle-axe, 
ped  off  the  h^ads  of  all  thy  Huns : 
)'s  peers  have  daunted  all  thy  peers, 
thine  host  unto  confusion, 
mayst  suffer  penance  for  thy  fault, 
r  murdering  valiant  Albanact. 
id  thus,  yea  thu&  shall  all  the  rest  be  served 
to  enter  Albion,  Against  our  wills. 
'e  nation  of  the  Troglodytes, 
oal-black  iBthiopians, 
oroes  of  the  Amazons, 
Losts  of  the  barbarian  lands, 
*e  to  enter  this  our  little  world, 
id  they  rue  their  over-bold  attempts ; 
us  our  progeny  may  say, 
he  beasts  that  sought  to  usurp  our  land. 
,  they  are  beasts  that  seek  to  usurp  our  land, 
0  brutish  beasts  they  shall  be  served. 
iy  Jove,  the  supreme  king  of  heaven, 
s  the  concourse  of  the  meteors, 
the  motion  of  the  azure  sky, 
ays  for  the  Britons*  safety, 
methinks  I  hear  some  shrieking  noise, 
eth  near  to  our  pavilion. 

Snter  Soldiers,  leading  in  EsTBlLD. 

hat  prince  soe'er,  adom'd  with  golden  crown, 

the  regal  sceptre  in  his  hand, 

B  no  cluince  can  ever  throw  him  down, 

)  state  shall  everlasting  stand, 

»hold  poor  Estrild  in  this  plight, 

t  platform*  of  a  troubled  wight. 

[  yarded  with  Mavortial  bands,t 

with  princes  of  the  noblest  blood ; 

fallen  into  my  foemen's  hands, 

my  death  must  pacify  their  mood.$ 

harbour  of  calamities ! 

le  haven  of  all  miseries ! 

npare  my  sorrows  to  thy  woe, 

odaL  t  Mayors,  a  poetical  name  for  Mars. 

X  L  e,  anger. 
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Thou  wretched  c[ueen  of  wretched  Pergamus, 
But  that  thou  view'dst  thy  enemy's  overthrow. 
Nigh  to  the  rock  of  high  Caphareus 
Thou  saw'st  their  death  and  then  departedst  thence : 
I  must  abide  the  victors'  insolence. 
The  gods  that  pitied  thv  continual  grief, 
Transformed  thy  corps,*  and  with  thy  corps  thy  care : 
Poor  Estrild  lives,  despairing  of  relief. 
For  friends  in  trouble  are  but  few  and  rare. 
What,  said  I,  few  ?  ay,  few  or  none  at  all, 
Por  cruel  Death  made  havoc  of  them  all. 
Thrice  happy  they,  whose  fortune  was  so  good 
To  end  their  Uves,  and  with  their  lives  their  woes ! 
Thrice  hapless  I,  whom  Fortune  so  withstood. 
That  cruelly  she  gave  me  to  my  foes ! 

0  soldiers,  is  there  any  misery 

To  be  compared  to  Fortune's  treachery  ? 

Loc.  Camber,  this  same  should  be  the  Scythian  queen. 

Cam,  So  may  we  judge  by  her  lamenting  words. 

Loo,  So  fair  a  dame  mine  eyes  did  never  see ; 
With  floods  of  woes  she  seems  o'erwhelm'd  to  be. 

Cam.  O,  hath  she  not  a  cause  for  to  be  sad  P 

Loo.  [aside].  If  she  have  cause  to  weep  for  Humberts  death* 
And  shed  salt  tears  for  her  overthrow, 
liocrine  may  well  bewail  his  proper  t  grief, 
liocrine  may  move  his  own  i)eculiar  woe. 
He,  being  conquer'd,  died  a  speedy  death, 
And  felt  not  long  his  lamentable  smart : 
I,  being  conqueror,  live  a  lingering  life, 
And  feel  the  force  of  Cupid's  sudden  dart 

1  gave  him  cause  to  die  a  speedy  death : 
He  left  me  cause  to  wish  a  speedy  death. 

O.  that  sweet  face,  painted  with  nature's  dye, 
Tnose  ros^  cheeks  mix'd  with  a  snowy  whit^ 
That  decent  t  neck  surpassing  ivory, 
Those  comely  breasts  which  Venus  well  might  spite. 
Are  like  to  snares,  which  wily  fowlers  wrought. 
Wherein  my  yieldine  heart  is  prisoner  caught  I 
The  golden  tresses  of  her  dainty  hair^ 
Which  shine  like  rubies  ghttering  with  the  sun. 
Have  so  entrapp'd  poor  Locrine's  love-sick  heaix. 
That  from  the  same  no  way  it  can  be  won. 
How  true  is  that  which  oft  I  heard  declared. 
One  dram  of  joy  must  have  a  pound  of  care. 

JEst.  Hard  is  their  fall,  who  from  a  golden  crown 
Are  cast  into  a  sea  of  wretchedness. 

Loo.  Hard  is  their  thrall,  who  by  Cupido's  frown 
Are  wrapp'd  in  waves  of  endless  carefulness.  [_Andi, 

Est,  0  Kingdom,  object  §  to  all  miseries  ! 

*  Body.  t  Own. 

X  Becoming,  beaatiftd.  h  I.  e.  exposed. 
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O  love^  fhe  extrem'st  of  all  extremities !  [Aride, 

[(Tom  tnio  hit  chair, 
.  Hj  lord,  in  ransaokixig  t^e  Scythian  tente, 
d  this  lady,  and  to  manifest 
umest  zeal  I  bear  unto  your  gnoe, 
present  her  to  your  mi^esty. 
M.  He  lies,  my  lord ;  I  found  the  lady  first, 
ere  present  her  to  your  mi^cety. 
Id,  Fresumptuous  villain,  wilt  thou  take  my  priie  ? 
Id.  NajT,  rather  thou  depriVst  me  of  my  right. 
Id,  Besign  thr  title,  caitiff,  unto  me, 
h  Txq  sword  111  pierce  tiiy  coward's  loins. 
Id.  Soft  words,  sood  sir ;  'tis  not  enough  to  speak : 
ioM  dog  doth  seldom  strangers  bite. 
Unreverent  villains,  strive  you  in  our  sight  ? 
hem  hence,  jailer,  to  the  dungeon ; 
let  them  lie,  and  try  their  guarrel  out. 
ou,  fiiir  princess,  be  no  whit  dismay'd, 
ther  joy  that  Locrine  favours  thee. 
S.om  can  he  favour  me  that  slew  my  spouse  ? 
The  chance  of  war,  my  love,  took  him  from  thee. 
But  Locrine  was  the  causer  of  his  death. 
He  was  an  enemy  to  Locrine's  state, 
3w  my  noble  brother  Albanact. 
But  he  was  link'd  to  me  in  marriage-bond, 
ould  you  have  me  love  his  slaughterer  ? 
Better  to  live,*  than  not  to  live  at  all. 
Better  to  die  renown'd  for  chastity, 
ive  with  shame  and  endless  infamy, 
vould  the  common  sort  report  of  me, 
vet  my  love,  and  cleave  to  thee  ? 
Kinss  need  not  fear  the  vulgar  sentences. t 
But  ladies  must  regard  their  honest  name. 
Is  it  a  shame  to  live  in  marriage-bonds  ? 
No,  but  to  be  a  strumpet  to  a  king. 
If  thou  wilt  yield  to  Ix)crine's  burning  love, 
halt  be  queen  of  fair  Albania. 
But  Guendolen  wiU  undermine  my  state. 
Upon  mine  honour,  thou  shalt  have  no  harm. 
Then  lo !  brave  Locrine,  Esthld  yields  to  thee ; 
f  the  gods,  whom  thou  dost  invocate, 
dread  ghost  of  thy  deceased  sire, 
right  hand^nd  by  thy  burning  love, 
i^  on  poor  lEstrild's  wretched  tnralL 
Hath  Locrine  then  forgot  his  Guendolen, 
lus  he  courts  the  Scythian's  paramour  ? 
are  the  words  of  Brute  so  soon  forgot  ? 
r  deserts  so  quickly  out  of  mind  ? 
been  flEdthf ul  to  tny  sire,  now  dead  ? 
protected  thee  from  number's  hand, 

*  J.  e.  on  any  terms.  t  Opinions. 
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And  doflt  thou  quit  me  with  in^titude  ? 
Is  this  the  guerdon  *  for  my  grievous  wounds  ? 
Is  this  the  Honour  for  m;^  labours  ixast  ? 
Now,  by  my  sword,  Locrine,  I  swear  to  thee, 
This  injury  of  thine  shall  be  repaid. 

Zoc.  Uncle|.  scorn  you  your  royal  sovereign. 
As  if  we  stood  for  ciphers  in  the  court  ? 
Upbraid  you  me  with  those  your  benefits  ? 
w  hy,  *twaa  a  subject's  duty  so  to  do. 
What  you  have  done  for  our  deceased  sire, 
We  know ;  and  all  know,  70U  have  your  reward. 

Cori.  Avaunt  proud  prmcox !  brav'st  thou  me  withal  ? 
Assure  thyself,  though  thou  be  emperor. 
Thou  ne'er  shalt  carry  this  unpunished. 

Camb.  Pardon,  my  brother,  noble  Corineus; 
Pardon  this  once,  and  it  shall  be  amended. 

Assa.  Cousin,  remember  Brutus'  latest  words. 
How  he  desired  you  to  cherish  them : 
Let  not  this  fault  so  much  incense  your  mind. 
Which  is  not  yet  passed  all  remedjr. 

Cori.  Then,  Locrine,  lo  I  reconcile  myieU; 
But  as  thou  loVst  thy  life,  so  love  thy  wife. 
But  if  thou  violate  those  promises. 
Blood  and  revenge  shall  hght  upon  thy  head. 
Come,  let  us  back  to  stately  Troynovant, 
Where  all  these  matters  snail  be  settled. 

Loo,  [aside'].  Millions  of  devils  wait  upon  thy  soul ! 
Legions  of  spirits  vex  thy  impious  ghost ! 
Ten  thousand  torments  rack  thy  cursed  bones ! 
Let  even^hing  that  hath  the  use  of  breath. 
Be  instruments  and  workers  of  thy  death !  [JSwfc 

SCSNJE  XT. 

Unter  HUMBEB,  his  hair  hanging  over  hi*  shoulders,  his  arwts  aU 

bloody,  and  a  dart  in  his  hand. 

Sum.  What  basilisk  was  hatched  in  this  place. 
Where  everything  consumed  is  to  nought  ? 
What  fearfm  funr  haunts  these  cursed  groves. 
Where  not  a  root  is  left  for  number's  meat  ? 
Hath  fell  Alecto,  with  envenom'd  blasts. 
Breathed  forth  poison  in  these  tender  plains  ? 
Hath  triple  Cerberus,  ¥rith  contagious  foam, 
Sow'd  aconitum  'mon^  these  witber'd  herbs  ? 
Hath  dreadful  Fames,T  with  her  charming  |  rods. 
Brought  barrenness  on  every  fruitful  tree  ? 
Wha^  not  a  root,  no  fruit,  no  beast,  no  bird. 
To  nourish  Humber  in  this  wilderness ! 
What  would  you  more,  you  fiends  of  Erebus  ? 

*  7.  e.  reward.  t  7.  e,  hanger  personified.  t  7.  0.  ma^ie. 
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^b  Toy  entrails  bum  for  want  of  drink ; 
aj  bowels  cnr^umber,  give  us  some  meat : 
fintwretchea  Humber  can  give  you  no  meat, 
These  fbid  aooursed  ^ves  afford  no  meat, 
Thigfridtless  soil,  this  ground,  brings  forth  no  meat^ 
^  gods,  hard-hearted  gods,  yield  me  no  meat : 
!Dteii  how  can  Humber  give  you  any  meat  ? 

Siter  Stsumbo,  voearing  a  Scotch  cap,  with  a  pitchforJc  in  Mm 

hand. 


Mooring  this  year :  but  1  thank  Grod  I  have  pass'd  thei^  »»  ...»»» 
good  ooraggio,  and.  my  wife  and  I  are  in  great  love  and  charity 
Bov,  I  thank  my  manhood  and  my  strength.  For  I  will  tell  you, 
Duters:  Upon  a  certain  day  at  night  Icame  home,  to  say  the 
Toy  truth,  with  my  stomach  full  of  wine,  and  ran  up  into  the 
cbmber,  where  my  wife  soberly  sat  rocking  my  little  baby,  lean- 
ing her  back  against  the  bed,  singing  lullaby.  Now  when  she  saw 
Be  oome  with  my  nose  foremost,  thinking  that  I  had  been 
dnmk  (as  I  was  mdeed),  she  snatched  up  a  fagot-stick  in  her 
bnd,  and  came  furiously  marching  towards  me,  with  a  big  face, 
IS  though  she  would  haye  eaten  me  at  a  bit ;  thundering  out 
these  words  unto  me :  Thou  drunken  knave,  where  hast  thou  been 
to  long  ?  I  shall  teach  thee  how  to  benight  me  f  another  time : 
ind  so  she  began  to   play  knaves  trumps.    Now,  although  I 

trembled,  fearing  she  would  set  her  ten  commandments  |  in  my 
T  ran  withm  her,  and  delighted  her  so  with  the  sport  I 
that  ever  after  she  would  call  me  sweet  husband ;  and  so 
led  brawling  for  ever.    And  to  see  the  good-will  of  the 

voudi ! — She  bought  with  her  portion  a  yard  of  land,  and  by 

that  I  am  now  become  one  of  the  richest  men  in  our  i)arish. 

Wdl, masters, whafs  o'clock?    It  is  now  breakfast  time;  you 

diidl  see  what  meat  I  have  here  for  my  breakfast. 

[^Sits  down,  and  takes  out  Ms  victuals, 
Hwm,  Was  ever  land  so  fhiitless  as  this  land  ? 

Was  ever  grove  so  graceless  as  this  grove  ? 

Was  ever  soil  so  bairren  as  this  soil  ? 

Oh  no:  the  land  where  hungry  Fames  dwelt. 

Hay  no  ways  equalize  this  oui^ed  land ; 

"SOf  even  the  dimate  of  the  torrid  zone 

Bnngs  forth  more  flruit  than  this  accursed  grove. 

Ne'er  came  sweet  Geres,  ne'er  came  Venus  here ; 

Triptolemus.  the  god  of  husbandmen, 

N<m  Bow'd  lus  seed  in  this  foul  wilderness. 

The  hunger-bitten  dogs  of  Acheron, 

Chased  uom  the  nine-fold  I^rriphlegethon, 

Have  set  their  footsteps  in  this  damned  ground. 

The  izon-hearted  Funes,  arm'd  with  snakes, 

*  Tit,  tte  spectacofi.  t  To  come  home  so  late  at  night. 

X  I.  e.  her  ziails. 
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Scattered  huge  Hydras  oyer  all  the  plains ; 

Which  have  consumed  the  grass,  the  herbs,  the  trees, 

Which  have  drunk  up  the  flowing  water-springs. 

Stbumbo,  hearing  his  votce^  starts  up,  and  jmti 
in  his  pocket,  endeavouring  to  hide  himse^. 
Thou  great  commander  of  the  starry  sky. 
That  guid'st  the  life  of  eyery  mortal  wignt, 
From  the  inclosures  of  the  fleeting  clouds 
Eain  down  some  food,  or  else  I  faint  and  die : 
Four  down  some  drink,  or  else  I  faint  and  die. 
O  Jupiter,  hast  thou  sent  Mercury 
In  clownish  shape  to  minister  some  food  ? 
Some  mea^  some  meat,  some  meat. 

Strum,  O  alas.  Sir,  you  are  deceiyed.    I  am  not  Me 
am  Strumho. 

Hum,  Giye  me  some  meat,  yillain,  giye  me  some  meal 
Or  'gainst  this  rock  Til  dash  thy  cursed  brains. 
Ana  rent  thy  bowels  with  my  bloody  hands. 
Giye  me  some  meat^  yillain ;  giye  me  some  meat. 

Strum.  By  the  faith  of  my  body,  good  fellow,  I  had  ra 
an  whole  ox,  than  that  thou  shouldst  serye  me  in  1 
Dash  out  my  brains !    O  horrible !  terrible !  I  think 
quarry  of  stones  in  my  pocket. 

[ITtf  maJces  as  though  he  would  give  him  some,  « 
puts  out  his  hand,  the  Ghost  of  Alblsm 
and  strikes  him  on  the  hand,    SXBUMBO 
HUMBEB  following  him. 

Ghost,  Lo,  here  the  gift  of  fell  ambition. 
Of  usurpation  and  of  treachery ! 
Lo,  here  the  harms  that  wait  upon  all  those 
That  do  intrude  themseWes  in  others'  land^ 
Which  are  not  under  their  dominion. 

SCENE  in. 

Enter  LOCBINE. 

Loc.  Seyen  years  hath  aged  Corineus  Uyed 
To  Locrine'i  grief,  and  fair  Estrilda's  woe. 
And  seyen  years  more  he  hopeth  yet  to  liye. 
O  supreme  Joye,  annihilate  this  thought ! 
Should  he  eiigoy  the  air's  fruition. 
Should  he  enjoy  the  benefit  of  life. 
Should  he  contemplate  the  radiant  sun. 
That  makes  my  life  equal  to  dreadful  death  ? 
Venus,  conyey  this  monster  from  the  earth. 
That  (usobeyeth  thus  thy  sacred  'bests ! 
Cupid,  conyey  this  monster  to  dark  hell. 
That  oisannuls  thy  mother's  sugar'd  laws ! 
Han,  with  thy  target  all  beset  with  flames, 
'"''ith  murthering  Blade  bereave  him  of  his  life, 
ttl  hind'reth  Ix)crine  in  his  sweetest  joys ! 
I  yet  for  all  his  diligent  aspect, 
wnwhftil  eyes,  piercing  like  lynxes'  eyes, 
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WeQ  have  I  ovennatoh'd  his  subtilt^. 

^fa  DurotitunL*  by  the  pleasant  Ley, 

Wfiere  brackish  Thamis  sudes  ¥rith  silyer  streams, 

Making  a  breach  into  the  grassy  downs. 

A  ooriocis  archj  of  costly  marble  wrought, 

Hi&  Locrine  Inoned  underneath  the  ground ; 

The  walls  whereof,  gumish'd  with  diamonds, 

^ith  (mis,  rubi^  glistering  emeralds, 

And  interlaced  with  sun-bnght  carbuncles, 

Idghten  the  room  with  artLficial  day : 

And  from  the  Lee  with  water-flowing  pipes 

^jnoisture  is  derived  into  this  arch, 

Where  I  have  placed  fair  Estrild  secretly. 

Thither  eftsoons,  accompanied  with  my  page, 

hnai  covertly  my  heart's  desire, 

Wifthoat  suspicion  of  the  meanest  eye, 

xbr  love  aboundeth  still  with  policy. 

jjbad  thither  still  means  Locrine  to  repair. 

Tin  Alaropos  out  off  mine  uncle's  Ufe.  lExit 

SCJSNJS  IK 
Enter  HUMBEB. 

Hum.  O  m'to,  misero  longa,  felici  hrevis  ! 

Am  malorum  fames  extremum  malum  / 

IiODK  have  I  lived  in  this  desert  cave, 

^wa.  eating  haws  and  miserable  roots, 

])erouring  leaves  and  beastly  excrements. 

Gives  were  my  beds,  and  stones  my  pillowberes, 

hn  WBB  my  ueep.  and  horror  was  my  dream ; 

for  stun,  methougnt,  at  every  boisterous  blast. 

Now  Locrine  comes,  now,  Humber,  thou  must  die ; 

So  that  for  fear  and  nunger  number's  mind 

Gui  never  res^  but  always  trembling  stands. 

0,  what  Danubius  now  may  quench  my  thirst  ? 

What  Euphrates,  what  lignt-ioot  Euripus 

May  now  allay  the  ftiry  of  that  heat, 

Which  ragins  in  my  entrails  eats  me  up  ? 

Ton  ghastiy  devils  of  the  ninefold  Styx, 

Ton  oanmed  ghosts  of  joyless  Acheron, 

Tou  mournful  souls,  vex'd  in  Abyssus*  vaults. 

You  coal-black  devils  of  Avemuar  pond. 

Come,  with  vour  flesh-hooks  rent  my  famish'd  arms, 

These  arms  that  have  sustained  their  master's  life. 

Come^  with  your  razors  rip  my  bowels  up, 

Witii  your  sharp  fire-forks  crack  my  starved  bones : 

Use  me  as  you  wilL  so  Humber  may  not  Uve. 

Aocuraed  finds,  that  rule  the  starry  poles, 

Aooursed  Jove,  king  of  the  cursed  gods. 

Gut  down  your  lightning  on  poor  Humber's  head 

Ibal  I  may  leave  ihis  death-like  life  of  mine ! 

*  L^ton,  in  Essex. 
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What !  hear  70U  not  ?  and  shall  not  Humber  die  P 
Nay,  I  will  die,  though  all  the  gods  say  nay. 
And,  ^ntle  Abus,*  take  my  troubled  corpse, 
Take  it,  and  keep  it  from  all  mortal  eyes. 
That  none  may  say,  when  I  have  lost  my  breath. 
The  very  floods  conspired  for  number's  death. 

IFlingg  himself  into  the  mtr* 

Enter  the  GHOST  0/ Albanact. 

Ghost.  JEn  cadem  sequitur  ccBdee,  in  ccede  quieeco, 
Humber  is  dead.    Joy  heavens,  leap  earth,  dance  trees — 
Now  mavst  thou  reach  thy  apples,  Tantalus, 
And  with  them  feed  thy  huneer-bitten  Umos. 
Now  Sisyphus,  leave  the  tumbling  of  thy  rock, 
And  rest  thy  restless  bones  upon  the  same. 
Unbind  Ldon.  cruel  Bhadamanth, 
And  ]&y  proud  Humber  on  the  whirUng  wheeL 
Back  will  I  post  to  hell-mouth  Tsenarus, 
And  pass  Gocytus,  to  the  Elysian  fields, 
And  tell  my  father  Brutus  of  this  news.  [Exit, 


ACT  V. 


Enter  Ate,  eu  before.  Then  enter  Jason,  leadinff  Gbbok's 
daughter;  Medea  foUowingy  vnth  a  garland  in  her  hand. 
She  puts  the  garland  on  the  head  qfCREOJU'B  daughter;  sett 
it  on  Jwe;  and  then,  kilUng  her  and  Jason,  departs. 

At^.  Non  tarn  Trinacriis  excBstuat  JStna  eavemis. 
JJcM€B  furtivo  quam  cor  muUeris  amore. 
Medea  seeing  Jason  leave  her  love. 
And  choose  the  daughter  of  the  Theban  king. 
Went  to  her  devilish  charms  to  work  revenge ; 
And  raising  up  the  triple  Hecate, 
With  all  the  rout  of  the  condemned  fiends, 
Pramed  a  garland  by  her  magic  skill. 
With  which  she  wrought  Jason  and  Creon's  ill. 
So  Guendolen,  seeing  herself  misused. 
And  Humberts  paramour  possess  her  place, 
Phes  to  the  dukedom  of  Comubia, 
Aad  with  her  brother,  stout  Thrasimachus, 
Gathering  a  power  of  Cornish  soldiers. 
Gives  battle  to  her  husband  and  his  host. 
Nigh  to  the  river  of  great  Mercia. 
The  chances  of  this  dismal  massacre 
That  which  ensueth  shortly  will  unfold.  [Emit 

*  The  Humber. 
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SCHNE  L 
lOCBIKI,  CAMBEfi,  ASSASACUS,  and  ThSASIHAGHUS. 

)at  ten  me,  oousin,  died  my  brother  so  P 
is  left  to  helpless  Albion, 
pillar  might  uphold  our  state, 
at  strike  terror  to  our  daring  foes  ? 
is  left  to  hapless  Brittany, 
ht  defend  her  from  the  barbarous  hands 
ihat  still  desire  her  ruinous  fall, 
to  work  her  downfall  and  decay  ? 
ly,  unde,  death 's  our  common  enemy, 
» but  death  can  match  our  matchless  power, 
ihe  Detll  of  Albioneus*  crew, 
ihe  fitll  of  Humber  and  his  Huns ; 
foul  destti  hath  now  increased  our  woe, 
^  Corineus  frt)m  this  life. 
IS  room  leaving  us  worlds  of  care. 
But  none  may  more  bewail  his  mournful  hearse, 
lat  am  the  issue  of  his  loins, 
befall  that  cursed  number's  throaty 
the  causer  of  his  lingering  wound ! 
ears  cannot  raise  him  from  the  dead  again.— 
■e's  my  lady  mistress,  Guendolen  ? 
[n  GomwalL  Locrine,  is  my  sister  now, 
I  for  my  fetner's  funeral 
nd  let  her  there  provide  her  mourning  weeds, 
ra  for  ever  her  own  widowhood. 
lU  she  come  within  our  palace  gate, 
ercheok  brave  Locrine  in  his  love. 
bo  Durolitum,  down  the  Ley, 
arch  where  lovely  Estrild  lies ; 
r  and  Sabren  straight  unto  the  court : 
be  queen  in  Guendolena's  room. 
■8  wail  for  Corineus*  death ; 
ot  80  to  macerate*  my  mind, 
bhat  barr'd  me  from  my  heart's  desire. 
Bal^  Locrine  then  forsook  his  Guendolen  ? 
us*  death  so  soon  forgot  ? 
le  0ods  in  heaven,  as  sure  there  be, 
le  fiends  in  helL  as  needs  there  must, 
1  revenge  this  tny  notorious  wrong, 
r  their  plagues  upon  thy  cursed  head. 
TYisAL  praf  st  thou,  peasant,  to  thy  sovereign  ? 
ou  strucken  in  some  ecstasv  ? 
1  not  tremble  at  our  royal  looks  ? 
1  not  quake,  when  mighty  Locrine  frowns  ? 
rdless  Doy^  weret  not  that  Locrine  scorns 
8  mind  with  such  a  heartless  child, 
sharp  ixnnt  of  this  my  battle-axe 
hf  KHil  to  Pyriphlegethon. 

*  J.0.  to  mortify. 


I 

Tkrm.  Though  I  IwrouBg  aad  of  m  tender 
Trt  wiO  I  ccfot  with  Locrine  when  he  dare& 
My  noble  frliher  with  his  cooqueriD^  . 
Slew  the  two  ^ants»  kii^  of  Aqiiitmm 
TfanamadiQs  is  not  so  defenente^ 
That  he  shoold  fear  and  tronhle  at  the  looks 
Or  taunting  w(»ds  of  a  Tenerean  squire.* 

Lac  Menacest  thoa  thy  royal  soTeraign? 
Undri],  not  beseeming  such  as  yon. 
IiQurioas  traitor  (for  be  is  no  less 
That  at  defiance  sUndeth  with  his  king). 
Leare  these  thy  taunts,  kaTe  these  thy  oramng  wordfl^ 
Unkas  thou  mean'st  to  leaTe  thr  wre^Sdied  me. 

Thro.  If  princes  stain  their  ^orious  digmty 
With  u|^  spots  of  monstrous  inCuny, 
ThOT  kesef  their  former  estimatiiH^ 
And  throw  themsdres  into  a  hdl  of  hate. 

Loe.  Wilt  thou  abuse  mr  gentle  natienoe, 
As  thou^  thou  didst  our  high  displeasure  scorn  ? 
Proud  boy.  that  thou  mayst  know  thy  prince  is  moYed, 
Tea,  great^  moTed  at  tiiis  thy  swelling  luride^ 
We  banish  thee  for  ever  from  our  court. 

Thra.  Then,  los^t  Locrine,  look  unto  thyself; 
Thrasimachus  will  Venge  this  injury. 

Loe.  Farewell,  proud  Doy,  and  learn  to  use§  thy  tongue. 

Anct.  Alas,  my  lord,  you  should  have  called  to  mind 
The  latest  words  that  Brutus  spake  to  you; 
How  he  desired  you,  by  the  obedience 
That  children  ought  to  bear  unto  thdr  sire^ 
To  loye  and  faTour  Lady  Guendolai. 
Consider  this,  that  if  the  iAJury 
IX>  move  her  mind,  as  oertunly  it  will. 
War  and  dissension  follows  speedily. 
What  though  her  power  be  not  so  great  as  yours  ? 
Have  you  not  seen  a  mig^hty  elephant 
Slain  Dy  the  biting  of  a  silly  mouse  ? 
Even  so  the  chance  of  war  inconstant  is. 

Loe.  Peace,  uncle,  peace,  and  cease  to  talk  hereof; 
Por  he  that  seeks,  by  whispering  this  or  thati  , 

To  trouble  Locrine  m  his  sweetest  life. 
Let  him  i)ersuade  himself  to  die  the  death. 

Snter  EsTBiLD,  Sabbsn,  and  a  Paob. 

JEst,  O  say  me,||  page,  tell  me,  where  is  the  king. 
Wherefore  doth  ne  send  for  me  to  the  court  ? 
Is  it  to  die  P  is  it  to  end  my  life  ? 
Say  me,  sweet  boy ;  tell  me  and  do  not  fdgn. 

£age.  No,  trujit  me,  madam:  if  you  will  credit  thi 

*  A  follower  of  Venus.  t  J.  e.  loose. 

X  An  unworthy  wretch.  \  L  0.  use  it  with  praprii 

I  Say  to  me. 


Meaty  that  is  yet  left  me,  tliere  is  no  such  (Inxiger  as  you  feur. 


l(  prepare  youreelf;  yomjer '»  IhH  kina. 
B*t.  Then,  Estrild,  lift  thy  dazzled  spiritE    . . 
id.  bleas  that  blessed  time,  that  day,  tunt  hour, 
it  WHrlike  Ijocnne  Srsl  did  facnur  thee. 

a  the  king  of  Brittany,  my  lovo !  Kneelini 

x>  ail  those  that  love  and  favour  him '. 
:.  Doth  Efitrild  Ml  with  euch  submission 
■e  her  servant^  kiui?  of  Albion  ? 
. ,  fair  lady,  leave  tiiis  lowly  oheer :, 
%  up  those  loolie  that  oheilsh  Loorine'e  heartj 


i,  fair  lady,  leave  this  lowly  aheer ;  ITating  her  «p. 

►  up  those  looliB  that  cherish  Loorine'9> — ' 
It  1  may  freely  view  that  roseal  faCe, 

BuUngled  hath  my  love-siuk  breast 
s  court,  where  we  will  court  it  out, 
fi  pass  the  night  and  day  in  Venus'  sports. 
Bho,  brave  peers ;  be  joyful  with  your  king.  [JEren 


I 'ZMct-Gukkdolsn,  Thkasiuacsub,  Mi.SA»,  and  Soldhrt. 

tO*"!.  7ou  eentle  wtuds,  that  with  your  modest  blaEts 
B  throuRh  the  circuit  of  the  heavenly  vault, 


ktu*  the  clouds,  unto  the  throne  of  Jove, 
^i  beat  my  prayers  to  his  sll-hearing  ears, 
ff  Loorino  hath  forsaken  Guendolen, 


ktiplewanC  joy  enjoy  ^our  sweetest  lov^ 

A  bath  those  tears  with  me,  nhiuh  then  von  shed 

ma  Snt  you  woo'd  your  ladies  to  your  wills : 


'dyou 

■e  fittest  for  my  woeful  ci 

"  .        iing-plea£ant  fiuie. 

osb  heavens,  blush  eun,  and  hide  thy  shining  b< 


»  locrioe  shuns  my 


y  Tuli&nt  locks  in  gloomy  clouds; 

ly  tby  cheerful  light  unto  the  world, 

-^  nothing  reigns  but  falsehood  and  deceit. 


ing  reigns  I 
?  falsehooc 


Behold  the  heavens  do  wail  for  Gueudoten ; 
He  ■hining  sun  doth  blush  for  Guendolen ; 
He  liquid  air  doth  weep  for  Guendolen  ; 
Tba  very  ground  doUi  groan  for  Gueodolen. 
Ay.  they  are  milder  than  the  Britain  king, 
For  he  rejecteth  Inokless  Guendolen. 

I%n.  Sister,  complaints  are  bootless  in  this  cause, 
His  open  wroi^  must  have  an  open  plague, 
Hut  plague  must  be  repaid  with  grievous  war 
His  war  must  finish  with  Locrinus'  death : 
Oil  death  must  soon  eilinguish  our  complaints. 

"ml  O  no  I  his  death  will  more  augment  my  w 
>s  my  huebend,  brave  Thrasimadiue, 


dMth^^ 
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More  de«r  to  me  than  the  apple  of  min 
Nor  can  1  find  in  heart  tu  work  liia  sou 

Tkra.  Madam,  if  uot  four  proper  injurieai 
Nor  my  oiile,  oan  move  you  tu  revenge. 
Think  on  our  fntber  Conaeus'  words; 
His  words  to  us  stand  always  for  a  law. 
Should  Loorine  live,  that  caused  my  father's  dMth  I 
Should  LoorioB  live,  th»t  now  divoroBlh  you  P 
The  heaveDR,  the  esjth,  the  sir,  the  Gre  reclaim  ;t 
And  then  why  should  till  ne  deny  the  same  ? 

Oneii.  Thau  hencefarth  forewell  womaoidh  oomplaintja  I 


IB  of  revenge, 

^ -H  our  disma!  hiadea: 

And  cursed  Estrild,  that  inflamed  his  heart. 
Shall,  if  I  Ure,  die  a  reproachful  death. 

Mad.  Mother,  though  nature  makes  me  to  lamt 
My  luckless  felher'a  froward  leohery, 
Tet,  for  he  wrongs  my  lady  mother  thas, 
I,  if  I  oauld,  myself  would  work  his  death. 

Tbra.  See.  madam,  see !  the  desire  of  rerenge 
I9  in  the  childroD  of  a  tender  aaa. 
Forward,  brave  soldiers,  into  Meroia, 
Where  we  shall  brave  the  coward  to  his  face. 


Enter  Ldceihe,  Estbud,  SiBBBS,  AasAaicrra,  a»d 

Lop.  Tell  me,  ABsaraous,  are  the  Cornish  choughs 
In  such  great  number  come  lo  Meroia  ? 
And  have  they  pitched  thare  their  petty  host, 
So  close  unto  our  royal  mansion  ? 

Alia.  They  are,  tny  lord,  and  mean  inoontineet 
To  bid  defianoe  to  your  majesty. 

Loe.  It  makes  me  laugh,  to  think  that  Guendolea 
Should  have  the  heart  to  oome  In  arms  aeainsl  me. 

Eat.  Ah»,  my  lord,  the  horse  will  ruD  amain, 
When  as  the  spur  doth  gnJl  bim  to  the  bone : 
Jealousy,  Xocnne,  hath  a  wicked  stine. 

Loc.  Say'st  Ihou  so,  Estrild,  beauty^  pamgoo  ? 
"Well,  we  will  try  her  choier  \f>  the  proof. 
And  make  her  know,  Locrine  can  brook  no  bmvee. 
March  on,  Assaraoua  ;  thou  must  lead  the  vaj. 
And  bring  us  to  their  proud  pavilion. 
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SCBNE  IV. 

fr  and  lightning,    Enter  the  Ghost  of  GOBINEUS. 

3ehol<L  the  cirouit  of  the  azure  sky 

rth  sad  throbs,  and  grievous  suspires,* 

ing  Loonne's  oyerthrow. 

isteth  forth  sharp  darts  of  flames ; 

foundation  of  the  triple  world 

.  and  quaketh  with  a  mighty  noise, 

bloody  massacres  at  hand.  ' 

iring  birds  that  flutter  in  the  dark 

Uish  Night  in  cloudy  chariot  seated, 

sr  mists  on  shady  Tellus*  face, 

3  mantles  covermg  all  the  earth), 

>road  amid  the  cheerful  day, 

I  some  unwonted  misery. 

ng  curs  of  darkened  Tartarus, 

Avemus*  ponds  by  Bhadamanth, 

Ung  ditties  pester  eyenr  wood. 

r  Naiads,  and  the  lightfoot  Fauns, 

e  rabble  of  the  woody  nymphs, 

ing  hide  themselves  m  shady  groves, 

d  themselves  in  hideous  hollow  pits. 

rous  Boreas  thund'reth  forth  revenge : 

rocks  cry  out  on  sharp  revenge : 

Y  bush  pronounceth  dire  revenge.  \^Alarwn, 

neus,  stay  and  see  revenge, 

hy  soul  with  Locrine's  overthrow. 

)y  come :  the  trumpets  call  them  forth : 

g  drums  summon  tlie  soldiers. 

£eir  armv  glistereth  on  the  plains. 

/h  thy  li^toing,  mighty  Jupiter. 

thy  plagues  on  cursed  Locrine's  nead  !   [Standa  aside. 

SHOE,  ESTBILD,  Ass  ABACUS,  SaBBEN  and  their  8oU 
one  tides  Thbasiicachus,  Guendolen,  Madan, 
*  foUowere  at  another. 

lat^  is  the  tiger  started  firom  his  cave  ? 

len  come  firom  Gomubia^ 

she  braveth  Locrine  to  the  teeth  ? 

hou  found  thine  armour,  pretty  boy, 

ied  with  these  thy  straggling  mates  ? 

,  but  this  enterprise  was  bold, 

jBserveth  commendation. 

y,  Locrine,  traitorous  Locrine,  we  are  come, 

>retencet  to  seek  thine  overthrow. 

I I  done,  that  thou  shouldsi  scorn  me  thus  ? 
1 1  said,  that  thou  shouldst  me  reject  P 

n  disobedient  to  thy  words  P 
rray'd  thy  arcane  secrecy  ?X 

ions,  signs.  f  Intention.  t  /.  e.  thy  secret  secrecy. 

h2 


Have  I  ilLstaoooured  Uiy  marria^  bed 
Wilb  allby  crimes,  or  with  lascivious  liuts  ? 
Naf ,  It  a  thou  Uuit  bmt  d,i'<boDour  d  it ; 
Thj  Wthv  mmd  oetTome  with  filthj  luats, 
Yicldc  rli  mil, I  aHi  r  linii     hlthy  darts 
Uiili  1 1  \  hrst  and  truest  foe»;f 

L  rill  I  <.-<t  &ad  dearest  friao 

I  iji  I  lUuI  lirutuB*  laws; 

U,^  iiJthjsilC 

J       I  1      III.     but  the  ^1 

And  Hill  Huiild  -CLLii  tu  niEike  a  vestal 

e  not  here  to  Bght  w 

Words  that  cao  never  win  tbe  victory ; 

Bnt,  for  you  are  so  merry  id  your  frumpa.t 

Unsneatli  your  sword&  an.d  try  it  out  by  force, 

IWt  we  may  see  who  tiatti  the  better  band. 
Zee.  Thiok'st  thou  to  dare  me,  bold  Thmeiraaclms  7 

Think'Bt  tliou  to  fearl  me  with  ttiy  taunting  braTe8i'§ 

Or  do  we  seem  too  weak  to  tope  with  thtie  ? 

Soon  Bbnll  I  show  thee  my  line  cutting  blade, 

And  with  my  sword,  tbe  mesfeauer  ofdeath, 

Seal  tbee  an  acquittanca  for  thy  bold  attempl&  {S 

Alarum.  Enter  LoCBUfK,  Assuucug,  and  Soldien  t 
doori  Gdbndolks,  THBismiCHU.'^  and  liii  fort 
another.  They  figU.  LocHINB  oiirf  Am  falUuacrt  c" 
back.  Tht*  re-enter  Locbibb  and  Esthild, 
Loo,  0  fair  Estrilda,  w&  have  lest  the  field ; 

Thrasimaohus  hath  won  tbe  victory. 

And  we  are  left  to  be  a  laughinB-H(<jok, 

Scoff'd  at  by  those  that  are  our  enemies. 

Ten  thousand  eoidierK,  anu'd  with  sword  and  aUeld, 

Prevail  against  an  bundre-d  thousand  men. 

Thrasimaohus,  inoensed  with  fumiu^  ire, 

Ba^th  amoni^t  the  faint-heart  soldiers, 

lAke  to  Brim  Mais,  when,  cover'd  with  hia  targe. 

He  Fought  with  Biomadea  tu  the  field, 

Close  by  lie  banks  of  sil' —  ■>-—--- 


O  lovely  Sstrild,  now  the  chuac  begins : 
Ne'er  shall  we  see  the  stately  Troynovant, 
Mounted  on  oouisera  gamisii'd  all  with  pearls ; 


3r  shall  we  view  the  fa,ir  Concordia, 

Unless  as  captives  we  be  iJiitber  brought. 
Shall  Loorine  then  be  tak  en  i>risotier 
By  such  a  youngling  as  Thrasiraachus  ? 
Shall  Gucudolena  captjva'te  my  love? 
He'er  shall  mine  eves  behold  that  dismal  hour, 
Ne'er  will  1  view  that  rubhful  spectacle  ; 
for  vitb  my  sword.  Ibis  sharp  uurtle-aie. 
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nmder  my  accursed  heart, 

I  judges  of  the  ninefold  Styx, 

>h  inoessant  torments  rack  the  ghosts 

e  bottomless  abjrssus'  pits ; 

commanders  of  the  heavenlv  spheres, 

I  and  laws  irreyocable  stand., 

rgive^  this  foul  accursed  sin  ! 

3008,  this  foul  condemned  fault ! 

my  sword,  that  in  so  manj  fights      [Kisses  his  sword, 

.  the  life  of  Brutus  and  his  son, 

lis  life  that  wisheth  still  for  death, 

'  his  deftth  that  wisheth  still  for  death, 

'  his  death  that  hateth  still  his  life ! 

air  Estrild,  beauty's  paragon, 

tihe  front  of  forlorn  miseries ! 

I  mine  eyes  behold  thy  sunshine  eyes, 

we  meet  in  the  Elysian  fields. 

go  before  with  hastened  pace. 

rain  world,  and  thy  enticing  snares ! 

bul  sin,  and  thy  enticing  pleasures ; 

me.  death,  the  end  of  mortal  smart, 

bo  IiocTine's  over-burthened  heart ! 

[Stabs  himself f  ^^  ^^** 
»k  heart,  with  sobs  and  grievous  suspires ! 
(s  you  tears,  from  forth  my  wat'ry  eyes ; 

0  mourn  for  warlike  Locnne's  death ! 

1  your  tears,  you  wafry  regions, 
y  Locrine  is  bereft  of  ufe ! 
)rtnne !    O  unstable  world ! 

are  all  things  that  this  globe  contains, 

!u8^  chaos  of  mishaps  ? 

as  in  a  glass,  we  plainly  see 

ir  life  is  but  a  tragedy ; 

ity  kings  are  subject  to  mishap, 

bial  liOCTine  is  berefb  of  life. 

ild  live  then  after  Locrine's  death  ? 

of  life  bar  her  from  Locrine's  sword  ? 

1  sword  that  hath  bereft  his  life, 

deprive  me  of  my  fleeting  soul. 

1  tnese  hands,  O  mighty  Jupiter, 

y  end  my  woeftil  misery ! 

come ;  Locrine,  I  follow  thee  I  [Kills  herself. 

M^frwn,    Enter  Sabben. 

hat  doleful  sight,  what  ruthful  spectacle 
iune  offei^d  to  my  hapless  heart  r 
dain  with  such  a  fatal  sword, 
r  mnrder'd  l^  a  mortal  wound ! 
adan  dog,  what  barbarous  Myrmidon, 
b  relent  at  such  a  ruthful  case  ? 
»  Achilles,  what  hard  stony  flint, 
t  bemoan  ibis  moumftil  tragedy  ? 
ne  map  <rf  magnanimity. 


Lies  ■Uuahter'd  in  tUs  foul  uxuned  cave. 
Estrild,  the  perfect  pattem  at  renowa. 
Nature's  solo  wonder,  in  whose  beauteoua  brevuts 
All  heaven!;  grace  anil  virtue  was  eoabrineil. 
Both  mnasacf  ed,  are  dead  wi  thin  this  cave : 
And  with  them  dies  fiur  Pallas  and  sweet  Lcive. 
Here  liea  a  sword,  and  Sahren  hath  a  heart; 
This  hiessed  sword  shall  cut  my  ounied  hearty 
And  bring  my  eoul  unto  my  porente'  ghosts, 
That  thoy  tlmt  live  and  view  our  trwiedj, 
iSaf  mourn  our  case  with  mournful  plaudits. 

[AtleaptttotiU. 
Ah  me.  my  vii^n  hands  are  loo,  too  weak  '. 
To  penetrate  the  bulwark  of  my  breast. 
My  fingers,  used  t<i  tune  the  amorous  lute, 
Are  not  of  fbrca  to  hold  this  stfiely  glaive  :* 
8n  I  am  left  to  wail  my  parents'  death, 
Notable  for  to  work  my  proper t  death. 
Ah,  Locrine.  bonour'd  rnr  thy  nobleness. 
Ah,  Batrild,  famous  for  thy  conataucy, 
<  HI  may  they  fare  that  wrought  your  mortal  ends  '. 

Entgr  GWENDOLEN,  THB1.BIMACHITS,  MaDIH,  and  Soldufl. 

Gtuea.  Search,  soldiers,  search ;  find  Iiocrine  and  liij  lov^ 
Find  the  proud  strumpet,  H.umber's  ooncuhinc. 
That  I  may  obftnge  those  her  w  pleawug  Iwks 
To  pale  and  i^ominious  aspik.'t. 
Knd  me  the  issue  of  their  cursed  love, 
Rnd  me  young  Sahren,  Locrine's  only  joy. 
That  I  may  alut  my  mmd  with  lukewarm  bloorl, 
Swiftly  diBtilling  from  the  basfard'a  breast. 
My  father's  ghoet  still  hauobs  me  for  revenge, 
Crying,  firtwnffc  mji  oBtr-hrmlen'd  dtalA. 
My  brother's  exile  and  mine  own  divort* 
Banish  remorse  clean  ftom  my  brazen  heart, 
All  mer(^  Irom  mine  adamantdue  bresats, 

Thra,  Nor  doth  thy  husband,  lovely  Quendolen, 
That  wonted  was  t«  guide  our  atayle«i  steps, 
iGnjoy  this  tight :  see  where  be  murder'd  lies 
By  luckless  lot  and  froward  frowning  fate ; 
And  to  him  liea  his  lovely  Boramonr, 
Pair  Kstnld,  gorAd  with  a  dismal  sword. 
And,  as  it  seems,  both  murder'd  by  themselves ; 
Clasping  eaoh  other  in  their  feeblcd  arms, 
'With  loving  zeal,  as  if  for  company 
Their  unconteated  corps  were  yet  content 


To  pass  foul  Slji  in  Charon's  ferry-boat. 
even.  And  hath  proud  Estrild  then  pr 
Hatb  she  escaped  Ouendolena's  wrath. 


By  violently  outting  off  her  lift 

Would  God  she  hod  the  monslrous  Hydra's 
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Tkt  efery  hoar  she  might  have  died  a  death 
Wone  than  l^e  sinng  of  old  Izion's  wheel. 
And  every  hour  revive  to  die  a^am ! 
Ai  Tiferofl*  hound  to  houseless  Caucasus, 
Ml  feed  the  suhstxinoe  of  his  own  mishap, 
And  every  day  for  vrant  of  food  doth  die, 
And  every  idght  doth  live,  again  to  dia 
But  Btav :  methinks  I  hear  some  feinting  voice, 
Moonmilly  weeping;  for  their  luckless  death. 
Sab.  You  mountam  nymphs  which  in  these  deserts  reign, 

0mm  off  your  hasty  chase  of  savagfe  beasts ! 
ftmre  to  see  a  heart  oppressed  with  care ; 

AdcDOB  your  ears  to  hear  a  mournful  style ! 

Ko  hunan  strength,  no  work  can  work  my  weal, 

Ove  in  my  heart  so  tyrant-like  doth  deal 

Toa  Dryaoes,  and  tignt-foot  Satyri, 

Toa  gradous  fairies,  which  at  even-tide 
Tour  dosets  leave,  with  heavenly  beauty  stored. 
And  on  your  shoulders  spread  your  golden  looks ; 
Ton  savafle  bears^  in  oaves  and  darkened  dens, 
Gone  wau  with  me  the  martial  Locrine's  death ; 
Oome  mourn  with  me  for  beauteous  Estrild's  death ! 
Ah]  loving  parents,  Uttle  do  you  know 
What  sorrow  Sabren  suffers  ibr  jpar  thrall. 

jEheu.  But  may  this  be,  and  is  it  possible  P 
IdfBB  Sabren  yet  to  expiate  my  wrath  ? 
lortone,  I  thank  thee  for  this  courtesy ; 
And  let  me  never  see  one  prosperous  hour, 
If  Satnren  die  not  a  reproachful  death. 

Sab.  Hard-hearted  i)eath,  that,  when  the  wretched  call. 
Art  fiurthest  o£^  and  seldom  hear'st  at  all ; 
Bat  in  the  midst  of  fortune's  good  success 
[JnoaUed  oom'sL  and  sheerest  our  life  in  twain ; 
When  will  tiiathonr.  that  blessed  hour  draw  nigh, 
Vnien  poor  distressed  Sabren  may  be  gone  ? 
)weet  AtropoB,  out  off  my  fatal  thread ! 
inure  art  thou.  Death  ?  shall  not  poor  Sabren  die  ? 

Gme».  Ye&  damsel,  yes,  Sabren  snail  surely  die, 
nioofl^  aU  the  world  should  seek  to  save  her  life, 
Ind  not  a  common  death  shall  Sabren  die, 
Bnt^  after  strange  and  grievous  punishments, 
Siottly*  inflicted  on  thy  bastard's  head, 
Rioa  shalt  be  cast  into  the  cursed  streams, 
Ind  feed  tiie  fishes  with  thy  tender  flesh. 

Sab,  And  think'st  thou  then,  thou  cruel  homicide, 
Ihat  these  thy  deeds  shall  be  unpunished  ? 
So,  tnit(»',  no ;  the  sods  will  'ven^e  these  wrongs, 
rhe  llaidfl  of  hell  will  mark  these  injuries. 
Sent  shall  tiiese  bLood-sucking  mastiff  curs 
BriM  wretched  Sabren  to  her  latest  home. 
hri  myaeU^  in  spite  of  thee  and  thine, 

*  Gtoon  to  be. 
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Mean  to  abridee  my  former  destinies : 

And  that  which  Locrine's  sword  could  not  i)erform, 

This  present  stream  shidl  present  bring  to  pass. 

[Shedrovf* 
Ouen.  One  mischief  follows  on  another's  neck. 
Who  would  haye  tiiought  so  young  a  maid  as  she 
With  such  a  courage  would  nave  sought  her  death  P 
And^  for  because  this  river  was  the  place 
Where  little  Sabren  resolutely  died, 
Sabren  for  eyer  shall  this  same  be  odl'd. 
And  as  for  Loorine,  our  deceased  spouse, 
Because  he  was  the  son  of  mighty  Brut& 
To  whom  we  owe  our  country,  hves,  and  goods. 
He  shall  be  buried  in  a  stately  tomb, 
Close  by  his  aged  father  Brutus'  bones. 
With  such  great  pomp  and  great  solemnity. 
As  well  beseems  so  brave  a  prince  as  he. 
Let  Estrild  lie  without  the  shallow  vaults. 
Without  the  honour  due  unto  the  dead. 
Because  she  was  the  author  of  this  war. 
Betire,  brave  followers,  unto  Troynovant, 
Where  we  will  celebrate  these  exequies, 
And  place  young  Locrine  in  his  father's  tomb. 

JEwter  Ate. 

AtS.  Lo !  here  the  end  of  lawless  treachery, 
Of  usurpation  and  ambitious  pride. 
And  they  that  for  their  private  amours  dare 
Turmoil  our  land,  and  set  their  broils  abroach. 
Let  them  be  warned  bv  these  premises. 
And  as  a  woman  was  the  only  cause 
That  civil  discord  was  then  stirred  up. 
So  let  us  pray  for  that  renowned  maid 
That  eight  and  thirty  years  the  sceptre  sway'd. 
In  quiet  peace  and  sweet  felicity ; 
And  every  wight  that  seeks  her  grace's  smart, 
Would  that  tms  sword  were  pierced  in  his  heart ! 
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FIRST  PAET  OF  SIR  JOHN  OLDCASTLE. 


The  history  of  Sir  Joho  OldcoetlB  (who  baving  married  tba 
heiresE  of  Lord  Cobhatu,  was  summoned  to  PBrliiunetit  hy  that 
title  on  the  lath  of  Dooembor,  1400)  may  be  found  in  Holinahed's 
Chroniele,  vol.  ii.  p.  ^U  et  seq,,  and  in  man;  other  books.  In 
order  to  haightea  his  character,  the  author  of  thb  di 
deported  I^om  bistoricaj  truth. ;  tor  the  oonspiracy  of  tbe  earl  at 
Cambridge,  Lord  Scroope,  &o,  aeajoat  King  Uenry  Y.  i 
Hovered  hf  Edmund,  earl  of  Maroh,  luid  not  by  Sir  John  Olif- 
OBBtle,  who  was  himself  engaged  in  a  traikirDua  <~ 
Henry,  and  hanged  about  four  years  ailer  the  eiecution  of  thw 
oonspiratora.  The  present  play  wbb  entered  on  the  Stationerf 
book!  on  the  4th  of  Auguet,  IGOO,  by  Thomas  Favier,  v 
title  of  "  The  First  Part  of  the  History  of  the  Life  of  Sir  Jolia. 
Oldcastle,  Iiord  Cobham."  At  the  same  time  was  entered  " 
Second  Part  of  the  Uiskiry  or  Sir  John  Oldmstle,  Lord  Cobhaa, 
with  hi^  Martyrdom ;"  but  this  was  never  published. 

In  the  title-page  of  the  original  edition,  in  IGOO,  the  naiieot 
IVllliimi  Shakspeore  is  prints  at  length. 

" I  do  not  perceive,"  saye  Itlr.  Malone,  "the  least  trace  of W 
great  poet  in  any  part  of  this  ploy.  It  is  observable  that  in  th 
entry  on  the  Stationers'  books  the  author's  name  is  not  mel 
tioned.  The  printer,  Pavier  (whose  name  is  not  prefixed  t«  anjj 
8ha]ispeare's  uodisputed  performances,  except  'King  HanryV 
and  two  paj^  of  'King  Henry  VI.,'  of  which  plays  heiesiu 
out  copies  manifestly  apurious  and  imperfect),  when  he  publialM 
it,  was  induced,  I  imagine,  bo  ascribe  it  to  Sbakspeare  by  tk 
success  of  the '  First  Part  of  King  Henry  IV.'  The  eha 
of  BWstaff  having  been  formed,  as  1  oonceive,  on  the  Sir  Ji 
Oldcastle  of  on  elder  drama,  a  hope  was  probably  enl«rlun«d 
that  the  public  might  be  deceived,  and  suppose  this  piece  olsott 
be  Shokspeore's  performauce."  On  the  other  hand,  Schlegtl 
oLissea  "Sir  John  Oldcastla"  aniong  Bhokspearo's 
maturest  works."    Br.  lUriuer  assigns  the  production  to  Hay* 
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PEBSONS  BEPBESENTED. 


I  HKNRT  THX  FIFTH. 
JOHN  OLDCASTLE,    Lord 


DPOWIS. 

B  OF  SUFFOLK. 

I  OF  HUNTINOTON. 

[•OF  nAifHRTiiQH, 

D  SCROOP!. 
raOMAS  ORKT, 
intttkeKimg, 
GtOOBR  ACTON, 
UCHARD  LEE, 
rSR  BOURN, 


} 


Cmupi- 


RebelM. 


OP  OF  ROCHESTER. 
JUDGES  OF  ASSIZE. 
>  WARDEN  OFTHE  CINQUE 


BDTLBR,  Oemtlfmam  qf  the 


nf  uMMi 
CTRES, 


mFrenA  Agent, 
tSB^SherUTo/Kettt, 
OR  OF  HEREFORD. 
UFF  OF  HEREFORDSHIRE. 


SIR  JOHN,  tkeParmm  o/Wrotkam. 
LIEUTENANT  OF  THE  TOWER. 
MAYOR  OF  ST.  ALBANS. 
GAOLER  OF  ST.  ALBANS. 
A  KENTISH  CONSTABLE,  and  an 

DICK  and  TOM,  Senantato  Mwrley. 

AN  IRISHMAN. 

HARPOOL,  Servant  to  Lord  Cob- 

ham, 
GOUGH,  Semani  to  Lord  Herbert. 
OWEN  and  DAVY,  Servants  to  Lord 

Pomfia, 
CLUN,    Sumner  to  the  Biahop   of 

Roekeater, 

LADY  COBHAM. 

LADY  POWIS. 

DOLL,  Concubine  to  thePartonof 

Wrotham. 
KATE,  the  Carrier*s  Daughter, 

An  Host,  Ostlkr,  Carriers,  Sol- 
diers, Bkooarmbn,  Consta- 
bles, Warders  of  the  Tower, 
Bailiffs,  Mbssbnoers,  and 
other  Attendants. 


Scene.— England. 


PEOLOGUE. 

The  donlitftil  title,  gentlemen,  prefixed 
Upon  the  argument  we  have  in  hand, 
IfjQr  breed  suspense,  and  wronefuUv  disturb 
The  peaoeAil  quiet  of  your  settled  tnoughts. 
To  stop  which  scrunle,  let  this  brief  suffice : 
It  is  no  pamper'd  glutton  we  present, 
Kof  agea  oounsellor  to  youthml  sin 


But  one,  wbose  virtue  sbane  above  tlie  reat, 
A  valiaat  roartjr,  and  a  virtuous  paer ; 
In  whose  true  hutb  and  lofaJty,  express'd 
Unto  his  BovereigQ  and  hia  oouotrr's  weal. 
We  atrijato  pay  that  tribute  of  our  love 
Tour  fovoura  merit.    Let  fair  trutb  be  gtaoed 
Since  fbrged  InTention  former  time  defaced. 


SCENE  I.—Menford.    A  lireet 

Ealer  LoED  Hebdest,  Loed  Powib,  Owbh,  GofSH,  DiTT. 

and    several   other  follamers    of  Ihe    Lord/  Hbhsest  m* 

POWIH.     Tliey  Jlghl,      TheH  enter  ihe  ShEHiff  of  Eerefori- 

*hire  and  a  BAlLlf  F. 

Sher,  My  lords,  I  charae  ye,  in  hia  highness'  name,  to  keep  IW 
peace ;  you  and  your  foUowors. 

ffer.  Good  maater  sheriff,  look  unto  yourself. 

Aw,  Do  so,  for  we  have  uther  bui^inoss. 

[rAsji  attempt  toJigM  a} 

Sher,  fVill  ye  disturb  ibe  judges,  and  the  assize  P 
Hear  the  kings  proclamation,  je  were  Ijeat. 

PiHB.  Hold  then ;  let's  iieur  it. 

Mer.  But  be  brief,  ye  were  best. 

BaO.  0 yes. 

Davy,  Cossone,*  make  shorter  O,  or  sliall  mar  your  yes. 

Sail.  O JOS, 

Dawn.  What,  has  bur  nothing  to  say,  but  O  yea  ? 

Bail.  0 jes. 

Danj/.  0  nay;  py  doss  pint,  down  with  hur,  down  with' 
A  Powis,  a  Powu. 

Qough.  A  Herbert,  a  Herbert,  and  down  with  Powis. 

[Then  fight  iii 

SAer.  Hold,  in  the  king's  nom^  bold. 

Onwit.  Down  with  a'  knave's  name,  down, 

[The  Bailiff  u  inock'd  iCoira,  ind  the  Sheriff  »»  « 

Her.  Powis,  I  think  thy  Welsh  and  thou  da  smart. 

Pmo,  Herbert,  I  think  my  sword  came  near  thy  heart. 

Ser.  Tby  heart's  best  blood  shall  pay  the  loss  of  mine. 

OaitgK  A  Herbert,  a  Herbert 

Davy.  A  Powis,  a  Powis. 
Ai  they  areftgUiuS,  Eater  the  MaTOR  nf  'HetefarA,  hit  OJlt* 
and  Towjuvten^  iri^A  ctxbB. 

May.  My  lords,  as  you  are  linemen  to  the  crown, 
True  noblemen,  and  subjects  to  the  king, 
Attend  his  higuness'  proclamation, 
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CDmmand^  by  the  judge?  of  assize, 

for  keeping  peace  at  this  ass^itililv.  I 

Ber.  Good  nmster  mayor  of  Hereford,  be  brief. 

Hay.  Seijeant  without  tbe  ccremamea  of  O  ;es,  ' 

ProDounce  aloud  the  proDlamutioD. 

Setr.  The  kiug'a  justioe&  perceiviug  whst  public  miBchief  muy 
(ninie  th»  printte  guorm,  in  bis  miLJesty'H  asme  do  straitlj 
charge  and  oommaad  all  persoua,  of  what  degree  soever,  to  deport 
1hi£  oitf  of  Hereford,  eicept  Eucb  as  are  Irauud  to  give  atteud- 
•oceat  this  Sfiiuze,  and  that  qo  oian  presume  to  wear  any  wenpmi, 
aaperaally  Welsb-hooks  nnd  forest  bills ; — 

(hoen.  HavF !  No  pill,  nor  Wells  hoo^  p  ha? 

ifasi.  Peace,  and  hear  the  protlumation. 

Ser.  And  that  tbo  Lord  Fowis  do  presently  disperse  and  dia- 
ohaise  his  retinue,  and  depart  the  city  in  the  king's  peace,  he 
md  nis  Tollowera,  on  pain  of  imprisonment. 

Davy.  Haw  F  pud  her  Lord  Fowls  in  prison !  A  Fowis,  a 
Powis.    Cos«)oo,  hur  will  live  and  tye  with  hur  lord. 

Ghnff^  A  Herbert,  a  Herberl 

[TkesJight.  LoBD  Hebbeht  «  wounded,  axd  falU 
to  the  grov-ad.  The  Mayor  a,ul  his  Atindanli 
inlerpose.    LoBD  Powia  rum  awag. 

ZiUer  heo  Jttdges,  the  Shebif?  ami  his  BilLlFFS  before  (Jam. 

I  Judge.  Where's  the  Lord  Herbert  ?    Is  he  hurt  or  sWn  P 

Ster.  He's  here,  my  lord. 

3  Judge.  How  fares  his  lordship,  friends  ? 

Qo*gk.  Uortally  wounded,  speechless:  be  cannot  live. 

t  Jitdga.  Convey  him  hence,  let  not  hia  wouuda  take  air; 
And  est  him  dresa'd  with  eipeditiun. 

\Exevat  LoBD  HebBBST  and  GOf  GH. 
Vaster  m^vr  of  Hereford,  master  sheriff  o' the  shire, 
Canuuit  Lord  Powis  to  safe  custody, 
,   To  uuwer  the  disturbance  of  the  puLce, 
Lord  Herbert's  peril,  and  bis  high  contempt 
-Ofiui,  and  jou  the  king's  commissioners: 
Bwilbe  done  with  (are  and  diligenre, 

SA«r.  Please  it  juur  lordship,  my  Lord  Foivis  is  gone  pa^t 
(DTeoorei?. 

3  Jttdge.  Yet  let  searoh  be  made,  t 

Id  ^iprehend  his  roUowers  that  are  lefl. 

Mrr.  There  are  some  of  them :  Sirs,  lay  hold  of  them. 

Omwh.  Of  us  F  and  wh^  F  what  has  hur  done,  1  pray  you  ? 

eXer.  JMsatm  them,  b^h^ 

May.  Officers,  asdst 

DaBn.  Hear  you,  lord  sbudge,  what  resam  is  for  this  ? 

Otee*.  Gossoon,  pe  'puse  for  fightiog  for  our  lord  P 

1  Judgi.  Away  with  them. 

J)ary.  Harg  you,  my  lord. 
Ohwk.  Oougb,  my  Lord  Herbert's  man,  is  a  shotten  kunb. 

J!>avy.  Ice  live  nnd  tye  in  nood  quarrel.  ^^^^^ 

ittaK  Frvjou  do  sbustico,  let  awl  be  prison.  ^^^H 


iiB  riHET  PAST  or 

Sock.  That  i$  our  sait,  ui?  lord ;  thai  he  be  ta 
And  brought  in  quedtioa  Tor  his  hereBy. 
Beejde,  two  letl»«  brought  me  out  of  Wnlea, 


Wherein  my  lord  of  Berefbcd  wiites  tome, 
Wliat  tummt  and  sedition  nns  begun. 
About  the  Lord  Cobham,  at  the  'sues  tbere 


Suf,  A  Gre  that  must  be  quench'd.    Well,  say  ni 
The  king  anon  gees  to  the  ooanei] -chamber. 
There  to  debate  of  nmttera  touching  Franco 
\»  he  dotli  pass  by,  I'U  iuform  bis  grace 


But  Bd  a  token  of  our  love  to  you, 
Bt  me,  my  lords,  the  oierf^  doth  present. 
This  purae,  and  in  it  full  a  thousand  angels, 
Fraymg  your  lordship  to  accept  their  pfi, 

\  Of  err  the  JJafe 

Suf.  I  thank  them,  my  lord  bishop,  for  their  love, 
But  will  not  take  their  money ;  if  you  please 
To  give  it  to  thiB  gentleman,  you  may. 

Rock.  Sir,  then  we  crave  your  furtherance  herein. 

Bvl.  The  best  I  can,  my  lord  of  fiuohceter. 

Roch.  Nay,  pray  you  take  it,  trust  me  Sir.  jou  shall, 

S.  John  [aside].  Were  ye  all  three  upon  Newraarket  Hel 
You  Bhould  not  need  strain  eurt'sy  who  should  have  it  i 
Bir  John  would  quiokly  rid  ye  of  that  care. 

Suf.  The  king  is  coming.    Fear  ^e  not,  my  lord ; 
The  very  first  thing  I  will  break  with  him, 
Bhall  be  about  your  matter. 

Enter  KiMB  HbnbT  and  Ike  Earl  qf  HUNTINQTOS. 

K.  Bewy.  My  lord  of  Suffolk, 
Was  it  not  said  the  clergy  did  refuse 
To  lend  us  money  toward  our  wars  in  France  ? 

Svf.  It  was,  my  lord,  but  very  vfrongfully. 

K.Rmry.  IknowitwaBi  for HunliDgton here tellBine 
They  have  been  very  bountiful  of  late. 

Siy'.  And  still  they  vow,  niy  gracious  lord,  to  be  so, 
Hoping  yuur  majesty  will  thick  on  them 
As  ofyour  loving  subjects,  and  suppress 
All  such  malioious  errors  as  begin 
To  spot  their  calling,  and  disturb  the  church. 

S..  Eenry.  Ood  else  forbid !— Why,  Suflolk,  is  there 
Any  new  rupture  to  disquiet  tham  ? 

Suf.  No  now,  my  lord ;  the  old  is  great  enough ; 
And  eo  increasing,  as,  if  not  cut  dawn, 
Will  breed  a  Boandol  to  your  royal  state. 


KUnn.]  BIB  JOHN  OLDCASTLB.  118 

And  Brt  your  IdnBdom  quickly  in  an  uproar. 
^  KentiBh  kni^t,  Lord  Cooham,  in  despite 
Of  loy  law,  or  spiritual  discipline, 
Mantains  this  upstart  new  religion  still ; 
And  divers  great  assemblies,  by  his  means. 
And  iffivate  quarrels,  are  commenced  abroad, 
Ai  by  this  letror  more  at  large,  my  liege, 
Iinutde  apparent. 

£  Bemrff.  We  do  find  it  here, 
^iisn  was  in  Wales  a  certain  fray  of  late 
Between  two  noblemen.    But  what  of  this  P 
BoUowB  it  straight.  Lord  Gobham  must  be  he 
^ cause  the  same?    I  dare  be  sworn,  good  knight^ 
He  never  dream'd  of  any  such  contention. 

J2odl  But  in  his  name  the  quarrel  did  begin, 
Aboat  the  opinion  which  he  held,  my  lieae. 

ZSenty.  What  if  it  did  P  was  either  ne  in  place 
To  {tka  part  with  them,  or  abet  them  in  it  ? 
Ifbnhbung*  fellows,  wnose  enkindled  blood 
oNths  in  their  fiery  veins,  will  needs  go  fight, 
wing  their  quarrels  of  some  words  that  pass'd 
fuher  of  vou,  or  you,  amongst  their  cups, 
11  the  &ult  yours  P  or  are  they  guilty  or  it  P 
.  &/.  With  pardon  of  your  mgnness,  my  dread  lord, 
Biieh  fitUe  B^Su,  neglected,  m^ntime 
Grmr  to  a  oughty  flame.    But  that's  not  all ; 
He  dotii  bedde  maintain  a  strange  religion. 
And  win  not  be  compelled  to  come  to  mass. 

Mock  We  do  beseech  you,  therefore,  gracious  prince^ 
withoat  offence  unto  your  mitjesty. 
We  nuur  be  bold  to  use  authonty. 

££mry.  AshowP 
,Jfodi  To  summon  him  unto  the  Arche6,t 
nhere  such  offisnces  have  their  punishment 

£  Menry.  To  answer  personally  ?  is  that  your  meaning  ? 

JUek,  It  is^y  lord. 

jC  Memy.  How.  if  he  appeal  P 

Jioek  My  lord,  ne  cannot  in  such  a  case  as  this. 

&/.  Not  where  religion  is  the  plea,  my  lord. 

jC  Eenrp.  I  took  it  always,  that  ourself  stood  out 
Ai  a  sufficient  reftige,  unto  wnom 
Aot  my  but  might  lawAilly  appeal 
But  well  not  argue  now  upon  that  point. 
For  Sir  John  Olacastle,  wnom  you  accuse, 
Let  me  entreat  you  to  dispense  awhile 
VHth  your  high  title  of  pre-eminence. 
BqMMt  did  never  yet  condenm  him  so, 
h%  be  hath  always  been  reputed  loyal : 
Lad,  in  my  knowledge,  I  can  say  thus  much, 
Int  he  is  virtuous^  wise,  and  honourable. 

•  Qaazrddame.  t  I.  e.  the  Court  of  Arches. 

TOL.  T.  I 
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If  any  wa^  his  oonscienoe  be  seduoed 
To  waver  in  his  faith,  I'll  send  for  him. 
And  school  him  privately :  if  that  serve  not, 
Then  afterward  you  may  proceed  against  him. 
Butler,  be  ^u  tne  messenger  for  us. 
And  will  huu  presently  repair  to  court. 

l£xeunt  KiNG  HbNBY,  HUNTINGTON,  SUFl 
and  BUTLEB. 

8.  John.  How  now,  my  lord?  why  stand  you  discontent i 
In  sooth,  methinks  the  king  hath  well  decreed. 

Itooh.  Ay^  ay.  Sir  John,  if  he  would  keep  his  word : 
But  I  perceive  he  favours  him  so  much 
As  this  will  be  to  small  effect.  I  fear. 

8.  John,  Why  then  PU  tell  you  what  you're  best  to  do : 
If  you  suspect  the  king  will  be  but  cold 
In  reprehending  him,  send  you  a  process  too. 
To  serve  upon  him ;  so  you  may  be  sure 
To  make  him  answer  it,  howsoe'er  it  falL 

Roch.  And  well  remember'd ;  I  will  have  it  so; 
A  sumner*  shall  be  sent  about  it  straight.  | 

8.  John.  Yea,  do  so.    In  the  mean  space  this  remainB 
For  kind  Sir  John  of  Wrotham,  honest  Jack. 
Methinks  the  purse  of  gold  the  bishop  gave  ^ 

Made  a  good  snow,  it  luui  a  tempting  look : 
Beshrew  me,  but  my  fingers'  ends  do  itch 
To  be  upon  those  golden  ruddocks.t    Well,  'tis  thus ; 
I  am  not  as  the  world  doth  take  me  for : 
If  ever  wolf  were  clothed  in  sheep's  coat^ 
Then  I  am  he ;  old  huddle  and  twang  X  i*  faith : 
A  priest  in  show,  but,  in  plain  terms,  a  thief. 
Yet  let  me  tell  you  too,  an  honest  thief; 
One  that  will  take  it  where  it  may  be  spared. 
And  spend  it  freely  in  good  fellowship. 
I  have  as  many  shapes  as  Proteus  had ; 
That  still  when  any  villainy  is  don^ 
There  may  be  none  suspect  it  was  Sir  John. 
Besides,  to  comfort  me  (for  what's  this  life, 
Excepts  the  crabbed  bitterness  thereof 
Be  sweeten'd  now  and  then  with  lechery?) 
I  have  my  Doll,  my  concubine  as  'twere. 
To  frolic  with ;  a  lusty  bouncing  girl. 
But  whilst  I  loiter  here,  the  gold  may  scape. 
And  that  must  not  be  so :  it  is  mine  own. 
Therefore  I'll  meet  him  on  his  way  to  court. 
And  shrive  him  of  it ;  ||  there  will  be  the  sport. 

*  A  sumner  is  an  apparitor  or  messenger  employed  to  summon 
to  appear  in  the  spiritual  court. 

*  Robin  red -breasts:  the  word  is  here  used  as  a  cant  term  for  n 
T  A  sharp  old  fellow.  (  Unless.  |  J,  e.a 
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8CENS  JIL — Kent,  An  outer  Court  before  LoBD  Cobhah's 
Awm.  A  Public  ^ctd  leading  to  it;  arid  an  Alehouse  appear^ 
iagata  little  distance, 

JSnter  two  Old  Men,  and  two  SoLDiEBS. 

1  Sold.  God  help,  God  help !  there's  law  for  punishing; 
But  theita's  no  law  for  our  necessity : 
Jhere  be  more  stocks  to  set  poor  soldiers  in, 
ThiD  there  be  houses  to  relieve  them  at. 

lOldM.   Ay,  housekeeping  decays  in  every  place, 
Sven  as  Saint  Peter  writ,  stillworse  and  worse. 

8  0U3C  I^laster  mayor  of  Eochester  has  given  command, 
toft  none  shall  eo  abroad  out  of  the  parish ;  and  has  set  down 
an  order  forsootn,  what  every  -poor  householder  must  give  for 
nr  relief ;  where  there  be  some  'sessed,*  I  may  say  to  you,  had 
iloost  as  much  need  to  beg  as  we. 

lOldM.  It  is  a  hard  world  the  while. 

1 02(f  M.  If  a  poor  man  ask  at  door  for  God's  sake,  they  ask 
OB  for  a  license,  or  a  certificate  ft'om  a  justice. 

1  Sold,  'Plaith  we  have  none  but  what  we  bear  upon  our  bodies, 
oormaim'd  limbs,  God  help  us. 

i  Sold,  And  yet  as  lame  as  I  am.  Ill  with  the  king  into  Prance, 
vl  can  but  crawl  a  shipboard.  I  had  rather  be  slain  in 
nance,  than  starve  in  England. 

lOldM.  Ha^  were  I  but  as  lusty  as  I  was  at  Shrewsbury 
ntfle^  I  would  not  do  as  I  do : — but  we  are  now  come  to  the  good 
lad  Cobhom's,  the  best  man  to  the  poor  in  all  Kent. 

tOldM.  God  bless  bim !  there  be  but  few  such. 

Unter  LoBD  Ck>BHAH  and  Habpool. 

Cb^  Thou  i)eevisb.  froward  man,  what  wouldst  thou  have  ? 

Ear.  This  pride,  this  pride,  brings  all  to  beggary. 
Iierved  your  father,  and  your  grandfather ; 
now  me  such  two  men  now :  no,  no !  your  backs, 
Tour  back8,t  the  devil  and  pride,  has  cut  the  throat 
Of  all  good  house-keeping;  they  were  the  best 
Teomen's  masters  that  ever  were  in  England. 

Cok  Yea^  except  thou  have  a  crew  of  filthy  knaves 
And  sturdy  rogues,  still  feeding  at  my  gate, 
Hiereis  no  hospitality  with  thee. 

Ear.  They  may  sit  at  the  gate  well  enough,  but  the  devil  of 
nythinR  ^ou  give  them,  except  they'll  eat  stones. 

CU.  %s  long  then  ofsuch  nungry  knaves  as  you : 
T(B^  Sir,  here's  your  retinue ;  your  guests  be  come ; 
Ikflj  know  their  hours,  I  warrant  you. 

1  (Hd  M.  God  bless  your  honour !  God  save  the  good  Lord 
CobhiiiL  and  all  his  house ! 

1  Sold.  Good  your  honour,  bestow  your  blessed  alms  upon 
poormeiL 

Ogk  "Sow,  Sir,  here  be  your  alms-knights :  now  are  you 
If  safe  as  the  emperor. 

*  /.  e.  tazad.  t  /•  e.  the  Komptaoiiniess  of  year  appatel. 

I  2 
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jRar.  My  alms-knights  ?  Ntur,  they^  yoan :  it  is  a  Bhame  fat 
Tou,  and  TU  stand  to't ;  your  foolish  alms  maintaiPB  more  Tig^ 
tmnds  than  all  the  noblemen  in  Kent  beside.  Out^  you  vobinl 
you  knaves,  work  for  your  livings.  Alas,  poor  men  [amfeL 
they  may  beg  their  hearts  out ;  there's  no  more  oharitjy  tmoog 
men  than  among  so  many  mastiff  dogs.  What  make  you  hen^ 
you  needy  knaves  P    Awur,  away,  you  villains. 

2  Sold,  I  beseech  you.  Sir,  be  good  to  us. 

Cob,  Nay,  nay,  they  know  thee  well  enough ;  I  lliink 
Tfaat  all  the  beggars  m  this  land  are  thy 
Acquidntance :  go  bestow  your  alms,  none  will 
Control  you.  Sir. 
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ou.    A  man  may  make  a  flax-shop  in  your  kitohen  ohixniMT^ 
W  any  fire  there  is  stirring. 

Coh.  If  thou  wilt  give  them  nothing,  send  them  henoe : 
Let  them  not  stand  here  starving  in  the  cold. 

Har.  Who !  I  drive  them  hence  ?  If  I  drive  poor  men  ftom 
the  door,  I'll  be  hang'd :  I  know  not  what  I  may  oome  to  myiielC 
Grod  help  ye,  poor  knaves,  ye  see  the  world.  WelL  you  bed  t 
mother ;  O  God  be  with  thee,  good  lady,  thy  soul 's  at  rest !  She 
^ve  more  in  shirts  and  smocks  to  poor  children,  than  you  spend 
m  your  house ;  and  yet  you  live  a  beggar  too. 

[7bL0RDCk>BHA]L 

Coh.  Even  the  worst  deed  that  e'er  my  mother  did, 
Was  in  relieving  such  a  fool  as  thou. 

Ha/r,  Ay,  I  am  a  fool  still :  with  all  your  wit  youH  dia  a 
beggar ;  go  to. 

Coh,  Go,  you  old  fool,  give  the  poor  people  something. 
Go  in,  poor  men,  into  the  inner  court. 
And  take  such  alms  as  there  is  to  be  had. 

Sold,  God  bless  your  honour  ! 

Ha/r,  Hang  you,  rogues,  hang  you ;  there's  nothing  but  miieiT 
amongst  you ;  you  fear  no  law,  you. 

2  Old  M,  God  bless  you,  good  master  Ealph,  God  save  jonr 
life ;  you  are  good  to  the  poor  still. 

{Exeunt  Harpool,  Old  Men,  and  SoidUn, 

Enter  LoBD  Powis,  disguised, 

Coh.  What  fellow 's  yonder  comes  along  the  grove  P 
Few  i)a««sengers  there  be  that  know  this  way. 
Mcthinks,  he  stops,  as  though  he  stay'd  for  me. 
And  meant  to  shroud  himself  among  the  bushes. 
I  know,  the  clergy  hates  me  to  the  death. 
And  my  religion  gets  me  many  foes : 
And  this  may  be  some  dosi)erjite  ro^ue,  subom'd 
To  work  me  mischief :— as  it  pleaseth  God. 
If  ho  come  toward  me,  sure  I'll  slay  his  coming, 
Be  ho  but  one  man,  whatsoe'er  he  be.     [Lord  Powis  advmneti. 
J  havo  been  well  acquainted  with  that  face. 


II.] 


If  OU>Ci8TLK. 


.no.  Wall  met,  my  honourable  lord  and  friend, 
bi.  Tou  are  Tery  weloome,  Sir,  whale'er  you  be ; 
1^  oCitua  sudden.  Sir,  I  do  not  know  you. 

n  one  that  wisbetli  nell  unto  your  honour ; 

Powis,  an  oldrriendofyours. 

lb.  My  honourable  lord,  and  worthy  friend, 
_Lt  mokeB  your  lordship  Ujub  aione  in  Kent  f 
d  thus  disguised  in  tliis  strange  attire  ? 
"ow.  My  lord,  an  unexpected  accident 
h  at  tma  tjme  enforced  me  fo  these  parts, 


atthela 

led  that  tbs  Ijord  Herbert  and  m^nelf, 
other  things,  disco u rain g  at  the  table, 
I u  -T. — . csrtain  points 


11  ill  jpeecb  about 


d  the  religion  Catholic  m 

nuEjti  tba  most  part  of  Europe  at  this  day. 

is  wilful  t«sty  lord  stuck  not  ki  say, 
•it  WiokliS' iras  a  knave,  a  sohismatio, 
K  doctrine  devilish,  and  bereticsi ; 
"A  whatsoe'er  he  was,  maiutain'd  the  same, 

IB  trator  both  to  God,  and  to  his  country. 


ncd,  and  truer  subjects  than  Lord  Herbert 
And  he  replying  in  comparisons, 
Your  name  was  urged,  m;  lord,  against  his 
To  he  a  perfect  favourer  of  the  truth. 
And,  to  be  abort,  from  words  we  fell  to  blows, 
"  IT  servants,  and  our  tenanls  taking  parts , — 
my  on  both  sides  hurt ;  and  for  an  hour 
le  broil  by  no  menus  could  be  pacified ; 
■"'  "" " "   ^gea,  rising  from  the  bench, 

. r  persons  forced  to  part  the  tray. 

>.  I  hope  no  man  was  violently  slain. 

-  'Faith  none,  I  trust,  but  the  Lord  Herbert^i  self, 

in  truth  so  dangerously  hurt, 

it  ii  doubt«d  he  can  hardly  scape. 
"  16.  I  am  Ewrry,  my  good  lord,  for  these  ill  news. 
_  jKi.  This  is  the  causa  that  drives  me  into  Kent, 
■hToud  myself  nith  you,  so  good  a  friend, 
jtal  J  hear  how  things  do  speed  at  home. 
BjCbi-  Tour  lordship  is  most  welcome  unt«  Cobbam ; 
'    a  very  sorry,  my  good  lord^ 

, le  was  brought  in  question  m  this  matter, 

Dridering  I  have  manv  enemies, 
Jrt  threaten  malice  and  do  lie  in  wait 
■(■^  Uie  vantage  of  the  smalleEt  thing. 

are  welcome,  and  repose  your  lordship, 
I  i.™p  younelf  here  secret  in  my  house, 
il  wo  hear  bow  the  Lord  Herbert  speeds. 
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Unter  Habpool. 

Here  comes  my  man :  sirrah,  what  news  P 

Mar,  Yonders  one  Master  Butler,  of  the  privy  char 
sent  unto  you  from  the  king. 

Fow,  Pray  God  that  the  Lord  Herhert  be  not  dead. 
And  the  king,  hearing  whither  I  am  gone, 
H&th  sent  for  me. 

Cob.  Comfort  yourself,  my  lord;  I  warrant  you. 

Mar.  Fellow,  what  ails  thee  P   dost  thou  quake  P  do 
shake  P  dost  tnou  tremble  P  haP 

Cob.  Peace,  you  old  fool.    Sirrah,  convey  this  gentle 
the  back  way,  and  bring  the  other  into  the  walk. 

Mar,  Come,  Sir,  you're  welcome,  if  you  love  my  lord. 

Fow,  Gramercy,  gentle  friend.  iSxeuni  Powis  and  Hi 

Cob.  I  thought  as  much,  that  it  would  not  be  long 
Before  I  heard  of  something  from  the  king, 
About  this  matter. 

Unter  Habpool  and  BUTLEB. 

Mar,  Sir,  yonder  my  lord  walks^  you  see  him ;  111  hs 
men  into  tne  cellar  the  while. 

Cob,  Welcome,  good  Master  Butler. 

But.  Thanks,  my  good  lord.    His  majesty  doth  corns 
love  unto  your  lordship,  and  wills  you  to  repair  unto  the 

Cob,  G^  bless  his  highness,  and  confound  Ms  enemies 
I  hope  hSfmajesty  is  well 

But.  In  good  health,  my  lord. 

Cob,  Gkxi  long  continue  it !  Methinks  you  look 
As  though  you  were  not  well :  what  ail  ye,  Sir  P 

But.  'Paith  I  have  had  a  foolish  odd  mischance. 
That  angers  me.    Coming  o'er  Shooter's-hill, 
There  came  one  to  me  like  a  sailor,  and 
Ask'd  my  money ;  and  whilst  I  stay'd  my  horse. 
To  draw  my  purse,  he  takes  the  advantage  of 
A  little  Imnk,  and  leaps  behind  me,  whips 
My  purse  away,  and  with  a  sudden  jerk, 
I  know  not  how,  threw  me  at  least  three  yards 
Out  of  my  saddle.    I  never  was  so  robb'd 
In  all  my  life. 

Cob.  I  am  very  sorry,  Sir.  for  your  mischance ; 
We  will  send  our  warrant  forth,  to  stay  all  such 
Suspicious  persons  as  shall  be  found : 
Then,  Master  Butler,  we'll  attend  on  you. 

But.  I  humbly  thajik  your  lordship, 
I'll  attend  you.  [ 
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ACT  11. 

SCENE  Z^The  same. 
Enter  a  SuMNEB. 

I  ba^e  tiie  law  to  warrant  what  I  do ;  and  though  the 
obham  be  a  nobleman,  that  dispenses  not  with  law,!  dare 

proqesB,  were  he  five  noblemen.  Though  we  sumners 
ometimes  a  mad  slip  in  a  comer  with  a  pretty  wench, 


on  his  door ;  so  my  lord  of  Bochester  bade  me :  but  me- 
here  oomes  one  of  his  men. 

Enter  Harpool. 

Welcome,  good  fellow,  welcome;  whom  wouldst  thou 
dthP 
With  my  Lord  Cobham  I  would  speak,  if  thou  be  one  of 

L 

Yes,  I  am  one  of  his  men :  but  thou  canst  not  speak 
y  lord. 

May  I  send  to  him  then  ? 
Ill  tell  thee  that,  when  I  know  thy  errand. 
I  will  not  tell  my  errand  to  thee. 
Then  keep  it  to  thyself,  and  walk  like  a  knave  as  thou 

I  tell  thee,  my  lord  keeps  no  knaves,  sirrah. 

Then  thou  senrest  him  not,  I  believe.  What  lord  is  thy 
? 

My  lord  of  Bochester. 

In  good  time :  And  what  wouldst  thou  have  with  my 
obham  ? 

I  oome,  by  virtue  of  a  process,  to  cite  him  to  appear 
ny  lord  m  the  court  at  Bochester. 

lande'].  WelL  God  grant  me  patience!  I  could  eat 
nger.  M^  lord  is  not  at  home ;  therefore  it  were  good, 
',  you  carried  your  process  back. 

Why,  if  he  will  not  be  spoken  withal,  then  will  I  leave 
;  and  see  you  he  take  knowledge  of  it. 

[^Pixes  a  citation  on  the  gate. 

Zounds,  you  slave,  do  you  set  up  your  bills  here  ?  Go 
e  it  down  agtdn.  Dost  thou  know  wnat  thou  dost  ?  Dost 
low  on  whom  thou  servest  a  process  ? 

Tes,  marry  do  I ;  on  Sir  John  Oldcastle,  Lord  Cobham. 

I  am  dad  thou  knowest  him  yet.  And  sirrah,  dost  thou 
m  thM  the  Lord  Cobham  is  a  brave  lord,  that  keeps  good 
d  beer  in  his  house,  and  every  dav  feeds  a  hundred  poor 
Kt  his  rate,  and  keeps  a  hundred  tall  fellows  ?  * 

Wliars  toat  to  my  process  ? 

*  7.  e.  stout  flgbting  men. 


Hftr.  UuT7  this,  Sir;  is  thie  prooess  parchment ? 

Sum.  Yes.  marry  is  it 

Sar.  And  this  aeal  w 

Sum.  ItU 

-  r.  If  11 

..    .  and  this        ,    .  _       _  ..    ._ .   

benl.  your  brtuns  into  wax.  Sirruh,  aummer,  despatch ;  deTWf. 
sirrah,  devour. 

Sum.  I  urn  my  lord  of  Bocheater'a  gunmcr ;  I  (sme  to  dq  lai 
otlii'e,  and  thou  shiUt  aTi»irer  it. 

Sar.  Sirrah,  no  railing,  but  betake  yourself  to  jronr  

Thou  Bhalt  eat  do  -none  Vat.n  lliou  bnng'st  with  tliee,  TbM 
bring'st  it  for  my  lord,  and  wilt  thou  bring  my  lord  wone  "  " 
thou  wilt  eat  thyself? 

Sum.  Sir.  I  brought  it  not  my  lord  to  eat. 

Har.  O,  do  jou  Sir  me  now  p    All's  one  for  that ;  m 
you  eat  it,  for  bringing  it. 

Sum.  I  cannot  eat  it. 

Bar.  Can  you  not  7  'shlood  111  beat  yon  till  yon  ban  i 
rtoauwh.  \BeatiWtk 

Stun.  O  hold,  hold,  Rood  master  Berringman:  I  will  eat  it, 

Sar.  Bo  cbampiap,  be  chewing,  Sir,  or  I'll  chew  yon,  y« 
rogue.    Tough  wax  ig  the  purest  honey. 

Sum.  The  purest  honey  f— O  I/ird,  Sir !  Oh !  oh !  rs^ 

Sar.  Feed,  feed ;  'tis  wholesome,  rogue,  wholesome.  GunMI 
joul  like  aa  honeat  siimner,  walk  with  the  devil  your  brolbBTitt 
mtch  in  your  baiUfl^s  rents,  hut  you  must  come  to  a  noblecmnv 
liDUse  with  process?  If  thy  Heal  were  hb  broad  as  the  lend tlilt 
covers  Bochester  ohuroh,  thou  ehoutdst  eat  it. 

Sum.  O,  I  am  almoet  choked.  1  am  nlmost  cboked. 

Har.  Who's  within  there  ?  will  you  ehame  my  lord  P 
no  beer  in  the  house  ?  Butler,  I  say. 

Eater  BrTLBH, 

Sut.  Here,  here. 

Har.  Give  him  beer.  There;  tough  old  sheep-skin's  but  MJ 
meat  iThe  Sumt      "  "" 

Svm.  O,  Sir,  let  me  bo  no  further ;  ITl  eat  my  word. 

Har.  Tea  marry.  Sir,  1  mean  you  shall  eat  more . 

own  word;  for  I'll  make  you  eat  nil  the  words  in  theiiTWB*. 
Why,  you  drabmonger,  cannot  the  secrets  of  all  the  wenobasint 
shire  serve  your  turn,  but  jou  must  come  hither  with  a  d 
with  a  pox '    I'll  oite  you, — A  oup  of  saok  for  the  sunnier. 

But.  Here,  Sir,  here. 

liar.  Here,  slave,  I  drink  to  thaa. 

Ssm.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Har.  Now,  if  thon  find'st  thy  stomach  welL  because  tnM 
shtile  see  my  lord  keeps  meat  in  his  houEe,  if  thou  wilt  go  ilk 
thou  shalt  have  a  piece  of  beef  to  thy  breakfast. 

i^iliH.  No,  T  am  very  well,  good  master  serviugoian,  I  thttdl 
TOli  yen      "  " 
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toturb  s  good  wench  witliin  this  diocese,  if  I  do  not  make  tUee 
eat  her  petticoat,  if  there  were  faur  yards  at  Kentitili  cloth  in  it, 
1  tm  a  TiUun. 

Sum.  God  bo  wi'  you,  master  servingniBn.         [Sril  Scmbkb. 

Bar.  Psfewell,  aumner. 

Enttr  CoHSTABLB. 

Con.  Sbib  you.  Master  Harpool. 

Bar.  Welcome  Gonetable,  welcooie  constable;  whitt  news  nith 
tbee? 

Nbn.  An't  please  you,  Master  HarpooL  I  am  to  make  hue  and 
for  a  fellow  with  one  eye,  that  has  robhed  two  clothiers;  and 
to  erSiTe  your  hindrance  to  search  oil  suspected  places ;  and 
r  ray  there  was  a  wamaQ  in  the  company. 
Tar.  Host  thou  been  at  tbe  ale-houES  ?  host  thou  Bouaht 
tneie? 

Coa.  1  durst  not  searcb  in  my  Lord  Cobhiun'a  libertf,  except 
I  had  Eome  of  hie  servaota  for  my  warrant. 

Bar.  An  honest  oonstable :  Coll  forth  him  thut  keeps  the  al&- 
liouse  there. 
I       Con.  Ho,  who's  within  there  P 
I  Enter  Ale-1U», 

L  Me-man.  Who  calls  there  ?  Oh,  is't  yon.  master  constable, 
f  nd  Master  Harpool  ?  you're  welcome  with  all  my  heart.  What 
'  Aake  you  here  so  early  this  moming  P 

Bar.  Sirrah,  what  Btrangers  do  you  lodge  ?  there  is  a  rob- 
tier7  done  this  morning,  and  we  are  to  seareb  for  all  suspected 

AU-man,  Qods-bore,  I  am  sorry  for't.    I'  faith,  Sir,  I  lodge 
,  ac^ody.but  a  good  honeet  priest^  called  Sir  John  a  Wrotham, 
iaome  woman  tliat  is  his  niece,  that  lie  says  he  bos 

.n  law  for ;  and  as  tbey  go  up  and  down  to  Loudon, 

BiMDetiines  they  lie  at  my  house. 

■      "   ■.  What,  is  she  here  in  thy  house  now  ? 

t.  She  is.  Sir;  I  promise  you.  Sir,  ho  Is  a  quiet  mau, 
w  be  will  not  trouble  too  many  rooms,  be  raokea  the 
every  night  at  his  bed's  feet. 

ing  her  forth,  constable ;  bring  her  forth ;  let's  see 
Bpr.  tBv  B  e>x  her. 
f  lU^-flxu).  Dorothy,  you  must  come  down  to  master  constable. 

Enter  DOHOTHT. 

DolL  Anon  forsooth. 
I  Bar.  Weloorae,  sweet  lass,  welcome. 
VoU.  I  thank  you,  good  Sir,  and  nuist 
tar.  A  plump  giri,  b^  the  mass,  a  pli 

_  Jt  thou  forsake  the  priest,  and  go  with  m  _, 

feCb*.  Abl  well  said.  Master  Horpnol:  you  ore  a  m 
^'       ■•'  r  be  old.    Now  by  tbe  n 


I  i'fiutii;  you  wiU  n 
■^  weDob  indeed. 


B  giuae  at  cotdi. 
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Ka/r.  Tou  old  mad  merry  constable,  art  thou  advised  of  that  f 
HiL  well  saidj  Doll ;  fill  some  ale  here. 

Doll,  Oh,  if  I  wist  this  old  priest  would  not  slioik  to  me^  1^ 
Jove  I  would  ingle  this  old  servinffman.  \AniU, 

Har,  O  you  old  mad  colt,  i'  faith  I'll  ferk  you :  fill  all  tiie  poti 
in  the  house  there. 

Con.  Oh !  well  said,  Master  Harpool ;  you  are  a  heart  of  oak, 
when  airs  done. 

Har.  Ha,  Doll,  thou  hast  a  sweet  pair  of  lips,  by  the  mam. 

Doll.  Truly  you  are  a  most  sweet  old  man,  as  ever  I  8aw;lHr 
my  troth,  you  nave  a  face  able  to  make  any  woman  in  love  with 
you. 

Har.  Fill,  sweet  Doll,  ni  drink  to  thee. 

Doll.  "  I  pledge  you,  Sir,  and  thank  you  therefore^ 
"  And  I  pray  you  let  it  come."* 

Har.  [embracing  herl.  Doll,  canst  thou  love  me?  A  mid 
merry  la^ ;  would  to  God  I  had  never  seen  thee ! 

Doll.  I  warrant  you,  you  will  not  out  of  my  thoughti  thii 
twelvemonth ;  truly  you  are  as  full  of  favour,  f  as  a  man  may  be. 
Ah,  these  sweet  grey  locks !  by  my  troth,  they  are  most  lovely/ 

Con.  Cuds  bores,  Master  Harpool,  I'll  have  one  buss  toa 

Har.  No  lickingf  for  you,  constable :  hands  o£r,  hands  ofL 

Con.  liy*r  lady,  1  love  kissing  as  well  as  you. 

Doll.  O,  you  are  an  old  boy,  you  have  a  wanton  eye  of  year 
own :  Ah.  you  sweet  su^-lipp'd  wanton,  you  unll  win  as  many 
women's  nearts  as  come  in  your  company. 

Enter  SiB  JoHN  of  Wrotham. 

Sir  John.  Doll,  come  hither. 

Har.  Priest,  she  shall  not. 

Doll.  I'll  come  anon,  sweet  love. 

Sir  John.  Hands  off.  old  fornicator. 

Har.  Vicar,  I'll  sit  here  in  spite  of  thee.  Is  this  fit  stuff  fiir  i 
priest  to  carry  up  and  down  with  him  ? 

Sir  John.  I^iriuh,  dost  thou  not  know  that  a  good-fellow  par- 
son may  have  a  chapel  of  ease,  where  his  pfuish  ohun&ii 
for  off? 

Har.  You  whorson-stoned  vicar. 

Sir  John.  You  old  stale  rufl&an,  you  lion  of  Cotswoldj 

Har.  Zounds,  vicar,  I'll  geld  you.  iFliet  ttfKMi  Urn, 

Con.  Keep  the  king's  peace. 

DoU.  Murder,  murder,  murder ! 

Ale-man.  Hold,  as  you  are  men,  hold ;  for  Grod's  sake  be  quiet: 
put  up  your  weapons,  you  draw  not  in  my  house. 

Har.  You  whorson  bawdy  priest 

Sir  John.  You  old  mutton-monger.§ 

Con.  Hold,  Sir  John,  hold. 

Doll.  I  pray  thee,  sweet  heart,  be  quiet :  I  was  but  sitting  to 


*  Part  of  some  old  ballad.  t  I.  e.  your  cocmtenance  is  m 

t  I.  e.  you  old  ram.    Cotswold  Hills,  in  Gloucestershire,  were  ftunoot 

r  their  sheep. 

f  JlluCton  was  formerly  acanttettatox  a«^x\mlv«X. 
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Irink  a  pot  of  ale  with  him;  even  as  kind  a  man  as  ever  I  met 
aith. 

Mar,  Thou  art  a  thief^  I  warrant  thee. 

Sir  Jbkm.  Then  I  am  but  as  thou  hast  been  in  thj  days.  Let's 
not  be  ashamed  of  our  trade ;  the  king  has  been  a  thief  himself. 

DolL  Come,  be  quiet.    Hast  thou  sped  ? 

Sir  John,  I  na^e,  wench :  here  be  crowns  i'  faith. 

IML  Gome,  let's  be  all  friends  then. 

Cm.  WeU  said,  MLstrou  Dorothy. 

Har.  Thou  art  the  maddest  priest  that  ever  I  met  with. 

Sr  John.  Give  me  thy  hand^  thou  art  as  good  a  fellow.  I  am 
I  anger,  a  drinker^  a  bencher,*  a  wencher ;  I  can  say  a  mass. 
nd  kin  a  lass :  'faith,  I  have  a  parsonage,  and  because  I  would 
not  be  at  too  much  charges,  this  wench  serveih  me  for  a  sexton. 

Sar.  Well  said,  mad  priest ;  we'll  in,  and  be  friends.  {^Exeunt, 

BCENE  IL — Jjondon,    A  room  in  the  Axe  Inn^  without  Bishop^ 

gate, 

ShUt  Sib  Sogbb  Actok,  Boubn,  Beyeblet,  and  Mubley. 

Act.  Now,  Master  Murley,  I  am  well  assured 
Ton  know  our  errand,  and  do  like  the  cause, 
Being  a  man,  affected  as  we  are. 

Mwr,  Marry,  God  dild  ye,t  dainty  my  dear :  no  master,  good 
Sir  Roger  Acton.  Master  Bourn,  and  Master  Beverley^  gentlemen 
■ad  juSioes  of  the  peace ;  no  master.  I,  but  plain  William  Mur- 
ley, the  brewer  of  Dunstable,  your  honest  neighbour  and  your 
Ihend,  if  ye  be  men  of  my  profession. 

Bev.  Professed  Mends  to  Wickliff,  foes  to  Eome. 

Mmr.  Hold  bv  me,  lad;  lean  upon  that  staff,  good  Master 
Beverlcnr ;  all  ox  a  house.    Say  your  mind,  say  your  mind. 

Act.  X  ou  know,  our  faction  now  is  grown  so  great 
rhroaghout  the  realm,  that  it  begins  to  smoke 
[nto  the  clerk's  eyes,  and  the  king's  ears. 
9igh  time  it  is  that  we  were  drawn  to  head, 
}iir  general  and  officers  appointed ; 
lad  wars,  you  wot,  will  ask  great  store  of  coin. 
lUet  to  strength  our  action  with  your  purse, 
fou  are  electeof  for  a  colonel 
)fer  a  r«nment  of  fifteen  bands. 

Mwr,  Fnew,  paltry,  paltry  !  in  and  out,  to  and  fVo,  be  it  more 
irless  upon  occasion.  Lord  have  merc/upon  us,  what  a  world 
I  this !  Sir  Boger  Acton,  I  am  but  a  Dunstable  man,*  a  plain 
Jiewer,  you  luiow.  Will  lust^  cavaliering  captains,  gentlemen, 
XRoe  at  my  calling,  go  at  my  bidding  ?  dainty  my  dear,  they'll  do 
I  dog  of  wax,  a  horse  of  cheese,  a  prick  and  a  pudding.  No,  no : 
^  must  appoint  some  lord,  or  knight  at  least,  to  that  place. 

Bomr,  Why,  Master  Murley,  vou  shall  be  a  knight. 
VTere  yoa  not  in  election  to  be  sneriff  ? 
Bsve  you  not  pass'd  all  offices  but  that  ? 

*  One  that  dta  on  benches  before  alehouses. 

t  Yield  (kvqaite)  you.  :  J.  e.  if  yoa  are  able. 
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Have  ;ou  not  wealta  to  make  your  wife  A  lad;  ? 
I  WMTont  you,  ray  lord,  our  general, 
BoBtows  that  honour  on  you  at  first  sight. 

JUm:  Marry,  God  dild  ye,  dainty  my  dear.  But  tall  mo,wL 
eWi  be  our  geoani  F  Where's  the  Lord  Cobhsm,  Bir  John  Oil- 
oaetle,  that  noble  alms-giver,  house-keeper,  virtuous,  religkinl 
gentlemim  ?    Come  to  me  tbore,  bojra ;  come  t«  me  there. 

Act.  Why,  who  but  be  nhall  be  our  general  F 

Mvr,  And  sbalt  he  knight  me  and  make  me  colonel? 

Acl.  My  word  for  that,  Sir  Wilham  Murley,  knigbl. 

Ifttr.  Fellow,  Sir  Roger  Aflton,  knight,  all  fellows.  I  mi 
arms,  how  strong  are  wo  ?  how  many  partners  F  Uui  er 
bende  the  king  are  mighty :  be  it  more  or  leea  upon  ooi 
reckon  our  force. 

Act.  Tfaers  are  of  ux,  our  friends,  and  followeri, 
Three  thousand  and  three  hundred  at  the  least; 
or  northern  lads  four  thousand,  beside  horae ; 
From  Kent  there  comes,  with  sir  John  Oldcastk^ 
Seven  thousand :  then  from  Iiondon  issue  out, 
Ofmasters.  eervantx,  strangere, 'prentices. 
Fort;  odd  thousand  into  Fioket-ueld, 
"Where  we  appoint  our  apeciaJ  rendezvous. 

JWiir.  Phew,  paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro.  Lord  lu« 
mercy  upon  us,  what  a  world  is  this  I  Where's  thai  Ficket-GeH 
SirBugar? 

Set,  Behiad  8L  Gilen's  in  bbe  Field,  near  Holbourn. 

Mur.  Nen^ate,  up  Holhoum,  St.  Giles's  in  the  Field,  sndfo 
Tyburn :  an  old  saw.    For  the  day,  for  the  dra  ? 

Aei.  On  Fridav  ueit,  the  fourteenth  day  of  January. 

JUor.  Tilly  valley,  trust  ma  never,  if  I  have  any  liking  of  tbl_^ 
day.  Phew,  paltry,  paltry  !  Friday,  quoth-a,  a  disinaJ  day :  Chi 
dermas  day  this  year  was  Friday. 

jBbo.  Nay,  Master  Mnriey,  if  you  observe  such  days, 
We  make  some  question  of  your  constancy  : 
All  days  are  alike  to  men  resolved  in  rigbt. 

Mwr.  Sav  amen,  and  say  no  mora,  but  say  and  hold, 

Beverley :  Fnday  next  and  Ficket-fleld,  and  William  Miailt 


that  draw  my  beer-ostts ;  and  every  jade  shall  bear  a  knave,  i 
every  knave  shall  wearB]ack,»  and  every  jack  Rhftllhft»einkn 
and  eveij  skull  shall  show  a  spear,  and 


Hodge,  Balph  and  Bobin.  William  and  George,  and  all  II 

knaves,  shall  light  like  men  at  Picket-field,  on  Fnday  neit 
flosrit.  What  sum  of  money  mean  you  to  disburse  ?  ^^ 

Mar,  It  may  be,  modestly,  decently,  and  soberly,  and  iaai 

Bomely,  I  may  bring  five  hundred  pound.  ^^ 

Asf,  Five  hundred,  man  !  fire  thousand 'a  not  enough: 

A  hundred  thousand  will  not  pay  our  men 

Two  months  together.    Either  oorae  prepared 

like  a  hnive  knight  and  martial  colonel. 
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[n  g^tiermg  gold,  and  gaUant  ftmiiture, 
Bringing  in  coin,  a  cart-load  at  the  least, 
And  all  your  followers  mounted  on  good  horse, 
Or  never  come  disgraceful  to  us  alL 

Bev.  Perchance  you  may  be  chosen  treasurer; 
Ten  thousand  pounds,  the  least  that  you  can  bnng. 

Jf«r.  Paltry,  i>altry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro :  upon  oooasion  I 
have  ten  thousand  pound  to  spend,  and  ten  too.  And  rather 
than  the  bishop  shall  have  his  will  of  me.  for  my  conscience,  it 
shall  all  go.  Fhune  and  flax,  flax  and  flame.  It  was  got  with 
water  and  malt,  and  it  shall  fly  with  fire  and  gunpowder.  Sir 
Boger,  a  cart-load  of  money,  till  the  axletree  crack ;  myself  and 
my  men  in  Ficket-field  on  Friday  next :  remember  my  knight- 
hood and  my  place :  there's  my  hand,  I'll  be  there. 

[JExit  MUBLBT. 

Atft.  See  what  ambition  may  persuade  men  to : 
In  hope  of  honour  he  will  spend  himself. 

Bourn,  I  never  thought  a  brewer  half  so  rich. 

Bev.  Was  never  bankrupt  brewer  yet  but  one, 
WiUi  using  too  much  malt,  too  little  water. 

Act.  That  is  no  fault  in  brewers  now-a-days : 
Come,  lef  s  away  about  our  business.  [Exeunt, 

8CBNB  III, — ji»  Audience-ohcmber  in  the  Falaoe  at  Elthtun, 

Enter  KiKG  Henby,  the  Duke  of  Suffolk,  Butleb,  and 
LOBD  COBHAM.    He  kneels  to  the  King. 

K.  Henry.  'Tis  not  enough.  Lord  Gobham,  to  submit ; 
You  must  forsake  your  gross  opinion. 
The  bishops  find  themselves  much  injured ; 
And  though,  for  some  good  service  you  have  done. 
We  for  our  part  are  pleased  to  pardon  you. 
Yet  they  wiU  not  so  soon  be  satisfied. 

Coh.  My  gracious  lord,  unto  your  majesty, 
Next  unto  my  God,  I  do  owe  my  life ; 
And  what  is  mine,  either  by  nature's' gift. 
Or  fortune's  bounty,  all  is  at  your  service. 
But  for  obedience  to  the  pope  of  Rome, 
I  owe  him  none :  nor  shall  his  shaveling  priests 
That  are  in  England  alter  my  belief. 
If  out  of  Holy  Scripture  they  can  prove 
That  I  am  in  an  error,  1  will  yield, 
And  gladly  take  instruction  at  their  hands : 
But  otherwise,  I  do  beseech  your  grace 
My  conscience  may  not  be  encroached  upon. 

K.  Henry.  SVe  would  be  loth  to  press  our  subjects*  bodies, 
Much  less  their  souls,  the  dear  redeemed  part 
Of  him  that  is  the  ruler  of  us  all : 
Yet  let  me  counsel  you,  that  might  command. 
Do  not  presume  to  tempt  them  with  ill  words. 
Nor  sutler  any  meetings  to  be  had 
Within  your  \wuse,  but  to  the  uttermost 
jjiaperse  the  Aocka  of  this  new  gatliering  sect« 
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Coh.  My  liege,  if  any  breathe,  that  dares  oome  forth. 
And  say,  my  Ufe  in  any  of  these  points 
Deserves  the  attainder  of  ignoble  thoughts, 
Here  stand  I,  craving  no  remorse*  at  all, 
But  even  the  utmost  rigour  may  be  shown. 

K.  Henry.  Let  it  sufiioe  we  know  your  loyalty. 
What  have  you  there  ? 

Cob.  A  deied  of  clemency ; 
Your  highness*  pardon  for  lx)rd  Powis*  life, 
"Which  1  did  beg,  and  you,  my  noble  lord. 
Of  gracious  favour  did  vouchsafe  to  grant. 

K.  Mewry.  But  yet  it  is  not  signed  with  our  hand. 

Cob.  Not  yet  ms  liege. 

K.  Henry.  The  fact  you  say  was  done 
Not  of  pretensed  f  malice,  but  by  chance. 

Cob.  Upon  mine  honour  so,  no  otherwise. 

K.  Henry.  There  is  his  pardon ;  bid  him  make  amends, 

[^Signa  thep 
And  cleanse  his  soul  to  God  for  his  offence : 
What  we  remit  is  but  the  body's  scourge.  J 
How  now,  lord  bishop  ? 

Snter  Bishop  of  BocHESTEB. 

Soeh.  Justice,  dread  sovereign : 
As  thou  art  king,  so  grant  I  may  have  justice. 

K.  Henry,  Wnat  means  this  exclamation  ?  let  us  know. 

Soch.  Ah,  my  good  lord,  the  state  is  much  abused, 
And  our  decrees  most  shamefully  profaned. 

K.  Henry.  How  ?  or  by  whom  ? 

Roch.  Even  by  this  heretic. 
This  Jew,  this  traitor  to  your  ms^esty. 

Cob.  Prelate,  thou  li'st,  even  in  thy  greasy  maw. 
Or  whosoever  twits  me  with  the  name 
Of  either  traitor  or  of  heretic. 

K.  Henry.  Porbear,  1  say :  and  bishop,  show  the  cause 
Prom  whence  this  late  abuse  hath  been  aerived. 

Itoch.  Thus,  mighty  king.    By  general  consent 
A  messenger  was  sent  to  cite  this  lord 
To  make  appearance  in  the  consistory ; 
And  coming  to  his  house,  a  rufi&an  slave. 
One  of  his  daily  followers,  met  the  man ; 
Who,  knowing  him  to  be  a  *paritor,§ 
Assaults  him  first,  and  after,  in  contempt 
Of  us  and  our  proceedings,  makes  him  eat 
The  written  process,  parchment,  seal  and  all ; 
Whereby  his  master  neither  was  brought  forth. 
Nor  we  but||  scorn'd  for  our  authority. 

JT.  Henry.  When  was  this  done  ? 

*  I.  e.  no  mercy.  t  I.  e.  malice  aforethought. 

t  I.  e.  our  pardon  extends  only  to  the  remission  of  corporal  puni: 

^  /.  e.  apparitor.  I  Only. 
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iofli  At  six  o'dlock  this  momini^ 

JC  EejMy,  And  when  came  you  to  court  ? 

Gii.  Last  nightk  my  liege. 

JC  JZnry.  By  this^  it  seems  he  is  not  guilty  of  it, 
And  joa  have  done  him  wrong  to  accuse  him  so. 

MiA,  Bat  it  was  done,  my  lord,  by  his  appointment ; 
O^dn  his  man  dilrst  not  have  been  so  bold. 

X.  Hemrif.  Or  else  you  durst  not  be  bold  to  interrupt 
And  im  our  ears  with  frivolous  complaints, 
btiug  the  duty  you  do  bear  to  us  ? 
WiB*t  not  sufficient  we  did  i)ass  our  word 
^mid  for  him,  but  you,  misdoubting  it, 
Offiduch  is  worse,  intending  to  forestall 
(tar  VBgil  power,  must  likewise  summon  him  ? 
Ail  nvonrs  of  ambition,  not  of  zeal ; 
And  nther  proves  you  malice  his  estate, 
Qu  toy  way  that  he  offends  the  law. 
Go  ta  we  like  it  not ;  and  he  your  officer 
Had  his  desert  for  b^g  insolent, 
flat  was  employ'd  so  much  amiss  herein. 
Bo^  Oobham,  when  you  please,  you  may  depart. 

06k,  I  humbly  bid  farewell  unto  my  liege.       \_Exit  Gobham. 

HtUer  HuNTtNaTON. 

T.  Menrp.  I^arewelL    What  is  the  news  by  Huntington  ? 

Kwa,  Sir  Roger  Acton,  and  a  crew,  my  lord. 
Of  bold  seditious  rebels,  are  in  arms. 
Intending*  reformation  of  religion, 
And  with  their  army  they  intend  to  pitch 
In  Ftcket-field,  unless  they  be  repulsed. 

£  Hemy.  So  near  our  presence  ?    Dare  they  be  so  bold  ? 
And  will  proud  war  and  eager  thirst  of  blood. 
Whom  we  had  thought  to  entertain  far  off, 
h^m  forUi  upon  us  in  our  native  bounds  ? 
Most  we  be  forced  to  handsel  our  sharp  blades 
In  &ig]and  here,  which  we  prepared  for  France  ? 
^dL  a  God's  name  be  it.    What's  their  number,  say. 
Or  who's  the  chief  commander  of  this  rout  ?t 

Mw»,  Their  number  is  not  known  as  yet,  my  lord ; 
BdL  'tis  reported.  Sir  John  Oldcastle 
Ii  toe  chief  man  on  whom  they  do  depend. 

K.  Henry.  How!  the  Lord  Gobham  ? 

Am.  Yes^  my  gracious  lord. 

Mock,  I  oould  have  told  your  majesty  as  much 
Before  he  wenL  but  that  I  saw  your  grace 
Was  too  much  olinded  by  his  flattery. 

Sitf.  Send  post,  my  lord,  to  fetch  him  back  again. 

S^.  Traitor  unto  his  countrv,  how  he  smooth'd,^ 
ind  seem'd  as  innocent  as  truth  itself ! 

*  Z.  ff.  pretending.  f  I.  e.  rabble-rout,  body. 

S  How  ■abmiasive  and  dutiful  he  appeared. 
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K.  Henry.  I  cannot  think  it  ;ret  be  would  be  &lie ; 
But  if  he  be.  no  matter ; — let  bun  go : 
We'll  meet  both  him  and  them  unto  their  woe. 

lExeuwt  King  Henbt,  Sitffole,  HuNTDrcnrav, 

and  BUTLEB. 
Hoch.  This  falls  out  well ;  and  at  the  last  I  hope 
To  see  this  heretic  die  in  a  rope.  *  \3aL 


ACT  ni. 

SCENE  L—An  Avenue  leading  to  LOBD  Cobham's  JBJimti  « 

Ke«i, 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Cambbidge,  Lobd  Scboopb,  Sib  ThoXAI 

Obey,  and  Chabtbbs. 

Scroops.  Once  more,  mv  lord  of  Cambridge,  make  reheaml 
How  you  do  stand  entitlea  to  the  crown : 
The  deeper  shall  we  print  it  in  our  minds. 
And  every  man  the  better  be  resolved, 
When  he  perceives  his  quarrel  to  be  just. 

Cam.  Then  thus,  Lord  Scroope,  Sir  Thomas  Grey,  and  yoi^ 
Monsieur  de  Chartres,  agent  for  we  French : 
This  Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence  (as  I  said), 
Third  son  of  Edward,  England's  king,  tne  third. 
Had  issue,  Philip,  his  sole  daughter  and  heir ; 
Which  Philip  afterward  was  given  in  marriage 
To  Edmund  Mortimer,  the  earl  of  March, 
And  by  him  had  a  son  called  Boger  Mortimer; 
Which  lloger  likewise  had  of  his  descent, 
Edmund  and  Roger,  Anne  and  Eleanor, 
Two  daughters  and  two  sons ;  but  of  those,  three 
Died  witnout  issue.    Anne,  that  did  survive, 
And  now  was  left  her  father's  only  heir. 
My  fortune  was  to  marry ;  being  too. 
By  mv  grandfather,  of  King  Edwards  line: 
So  of  his  surname,  I  am  calrd,  you  know, 
B/ichard  Plantagenet :  my  father  was 
Edward  the  duke  of  York,  and  son  and  heir 
To  Edmund  Langley,  Edward  the  Third's  fifth  son.  * 

Scroops.  So  that  it  seems  your  claim  comes  by  your  wife^ 
As  lawful  heir  to  Roger  Mortimer,  .r 

The  son  of  Edmund,  which  did  marry  Philip,  J 

Daughter  and  heir  to  Lionel  duke  of  Clarence.  \ 

Cam.  True ;  for  this  Harry,  and  his  father  both,  \ 

Harry  the  Fourth,  as  plainly  doth  appear. 
Are  false  intruders,  and  usurp  the  crown. 
For  when  young  Richard  was  at  Pomfret  slain. 
In  him  the  title  of  Prince  Edward  died,  I 

That  was  the  eldest  of  King  Edward's  sons. 
Wilham  of  Hatfield,  and  their  second  brother. 
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1  in  his  nonnge  had  before  bereft : 

at  my  wifeLoerived  fh)m  Lionel, 

L  son  unto  jKing  Edward,  ought  proceed,* 

take  poflsession  of  the  diadem, 

•e  this  Harry,  or  his  father  king, 

fetch  their  title  but  from  Lancaster, 

Ih  of  that  royal  Una    And  being  thus, 

t  reason  is^t,  but  she  should  have  her  ri^ht  ? 

'oope.  I  am  resolved f  our  enterprise  is  just. 

»ir.  EEarry  shall  die,  or  else  resign  his  crown. 

or.  Perform  but  that,  and  Charles  the  king  of  France 

aid  you,  lords,  not  only  with  his  men, 

lend  vou  money  to  maintain  your  wars. 

honored  thousand  crowns  he  bade  me  proffer, 

a  can  stop  but  Harry's  voyage  for  France. 

•oope.  We  never  had  a  fitter  lime  than  now, 

realm  in  such  division  as  it  is. 

in.  Besidea,  you  must  persuade  ^ou,  there  is  due 

eanoe  for  itichard's  murder,  wluch  although 

deferred,  yet  it  will  fell  at  last, 

DOW  as  likely  as  another  time. 

a&  had  many  years  to  ripen  in ; 

DOW  the  harvest  cannot  be  far  ofi^ 

rein  the  weeds  of  usurpation 

0  be  cropp'd,  and  cast  into  the  fire. 

'oope.  No  moreL  Earl  Cambridge ;  here  I  plight  my  faith 

t  up  Ihee  and  tny  renowned  wife. 

ey.  Grev  will  perform  the  same,  as  he  is  knight. 

IT.  And,  to  assist  ye,  as  I  said  before, 

tres  doth  'gage  the  honour  of  his  king. 

oope.  We  lack  but  now  Lord  Cobham's  fellowship, 

then  our  plot  were  absolute  indeed. 

m.  Doubt  not  of  him,  my  lord ;  his  life  pursued 

le  incensed  clergy,  and  of  late 

[dit  in  displeasure  with  the  king,  assures 

lay  be  quickly  won  unto  our  faction. 

fflith  we  articles  were  drawn  at  large 

1  whole  purpose  ? 

sy.  That  nave  I,  my  lord, 
n.  We  should  not  now  be  far  off  from  his  house. 
lerious  oonference  hath  bef^iiled  the  wa^^ ; 
hero  his  castle  stands.    Give  me  the  writing ; 
1  we  are  oome  unto  the  speech  of  him, 
ise  we  will  not  stand  to  make  recount 
it  whidi  hath  been  said,  here  he  shall  read 
'  wb  Uurge^  and  what  we  crave  of  him. 


JEiUer  LOBD  COBHAM. 

A  ready  way.    Here  comes  the  man  himself, 
d  and  nnirr'a;  it  seems  he  hath  been  riding, 
n  Weil  met^  Lord  Cobham. 

*  Precede.  t  I.  e.  convinced. 

.T.  K 
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Coh.  My  lord  of  Cambridge ! 
Your  honour  is  most  welcome  into  Kent, 
And  all  the  rest  of  this  fair  company. 
I  am  new  come  from  London,  gentle  lords : 
But  will  ye  not  take  Cowling*  for  your  host. 
And  see  what  entertainment  it  affords  ? 

Cam.  We  were  intended  to  have  been  your  guests : 
But  now  this  lucky  meeting  shall  suffice 
To  end  our  business,  and  defer  that  kindness. 

Coh.  Business,  my  lord  ?  what  business  should  letf 
You  to  be  merry  ?    We  have  no  delicates : 
Yet  this  1*11  promise  you ;  a  piece  of  venison, 
A  cup  of  wine,  and  so  forth^  hunters'  fare : 
And  if  vou  please,  we'll  stnke  the  stag  ourselves 
Shall  fill  our  dishes  with  his  well-fed  flesh. 

Scroope.  That  is  indeed  the  thing  we  all  desira 

Cob.  My  lords,  and  you  shall  have  your  choice  with  me. 

Cam.  !N  ay,  but  the  stag  which  we  desire  to  strike. 
Lives  not  in  Cowling :  if  you  will  consent, 
And  go  with  us,  we'll  bring  you  to  a  forest 
Where  runs  a  lusty  herd ;  among  the  which 
There  is  a  stag  superior  to  the  rest, 
A  stately  beast,  that,  when  his  fellows  run, 
He  leads  the  race,  and  beats  the  sullen  earth, 
As  though  he  scom'd  it  with  his  trampling  hoofe ; 
Aloft  he  bears  his  head,  and  with  his  breast, 
Like  a  huge  bulwark,  counter-checks  the  wind : 
And,  when  he  standeth  still,  he  stretcheth  forth 
His  proud  ambitious  neck,  as  if  he  meant 
To  wound  the  firmament  with  forked  horns. 

Cob.  'Xis  pity  such  a  goodly  beast  should  die. 

Cam.  In  ot  so.  Sir  John ;  for  he  is  tyrannous. 
And  ^ores  the  other  deer,  and  will  not  keep 
Within  the  limits  are  appointed  him. 
Of  late  he's  broke  into  a  several,! 
Which  doth  belong  to  me,  and  there  he  spoils 
Both  com  and  pasture.    Two  of  his  wild  race. 
Alike  for  stealth  and  covetous  encroaching. 
Already  are  removed ;  if  he  were  dead, 
I  should  not  only  be  secure  from  hurt, 
But  with  his  body  make  a  royal  feast. 

Scroope.  How  say  you  then  ?  will  you  first  hunt  with  us? 

Cob.  'Eaith,  lords,  I  like  the  pastime:  where's  the  place? 

Cam.  Peruse  this  writing,  it  will  show  you  all, 
And  what  occasion  we  have  for  the  sport.         [JPresents  a  paptfi 

Cob.  [reads'].  Call  ye  this  hunting,  my  lords  ?  Is  this  the  M 
You  fain  would  chase,  Harry,  our  most  dread  king  ? 
So  we  may  make  a  banquet  for  the  devil ; 
And,  in  the  stead  of  wholesome  meat,  prepare 
A  dish  of  poison  to  confound  ourselves. 

*  The  name  of  Lord  C!obhain*8  seat.  t  /.  e.  hinder  yoo. 

t  Portions  at  common  land  assigned  for  a  time  to  particular  proprieton 
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Wliy  80^  Lord  Cobham  ?    See  you  not  our  claim  ? 
7  imperiously  he  holds  the  crown  ? 
96.  Besides,  you  know  yourself  is  in  disgrace, 
a  recreant,  and  pursued  to  death. 

I  defend  you  from  your  enemies, 
.blish  jour  religion  through  the  land. 
Notorious  treason  !  yet  I  will  conceal 

et  thoufdito,  to  sound  the  depth  of  it.  [Aside, 

of  Cambridge,  I  do  see  your  claim, 
at  good  may  redound  unto  the  land, 
renting  of  this  enterprise. 
3re  are  men  ?  where  s  power  and  furniture 
r  such  an  action  ?    We  are  weak ; 
fou  know,  is  a  mighty  potentate. 
Tul^  we  are  strong  enough ;  you  are  beloved, 
ny  will  be  glad  to  follow  vou ; 
the  like,  and  some  will  follow  us : 
ere  is  hope  from  France :  here's  an  ambassador 
Dmiseth  ooth  men  and  money  too. 
imons  likewise,  as  we  hear,  pretend* 
n  tumult  \  we  will  join  with  them. 
^me  likelihood,  I  must  confess,  to  speed : 
r  shall  I  believe  this  in  plain  truth  ? 
,  my  lords,  such  men  as  Uve  in  court, 
re  been  highly  favoured  of  the  king, 
ily  Lord  Soroope,  whom  oftentimes 
eth  choice  of  for  his  bed-fellow : 
ij  Lord  Grey^  are  of  his  privy  council : 
lis  a  train  laid  to  entrap  my  hfe  ? 
Then  perish  may  my  soul !    What,  think  you  so  ? 
ptf.  We'll  swear  to  you. 

Or  take  the  sacrament, 
^^ay,  you  are  noblemen,  and  I  imagine, 
ire  nonourable  by  birth,  and  blood, 
inll  be  in  heturt,  in  thought,  in  word. 
QO  other  testimony  but  this : 

II  would  all  subscribe,  and  set  your  hands 
is  writing  which  you  gave  to  me. 

With  all  our  hearts :  Who  hath  any  pen  and  ink  ? 
pe.  My  podcet  should  have  one :  O,  here  it  is. 
Give  it  me.  Lord  Scroope.    There  is  my  name. 
pe.  And  there  is  my  name. 

Andmina 
Mr,  let  me  crave 

II  would  likewise  write  your  name  with  theirs, 
firmation  of  your  master's  words, 
ffof  France. 

That  will  I,  noble  lord. 
k>  now  tiiis  action  is  well  knit  together, 
m  for  ^ou :  whore's  our  meeting,  lords  ? 
Here^  if  you  please,  the  tenth  of  July  next. 

♦  I.  e.  intend. 
E  2 
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-  J8,  prefleotlT,  for  I  have  far  W  ride. 

About  solidtiDfl  of  other  friends. 

Scroope.  Aod  we  would  ncjt  be  ahaent  from  the  court, 
Lext  theroby  grow  siupioion  id  l^e  king. 

Cob.  Yet  Ijiato  a  cup  of  wine  before  ye  go. 

Cam.  Nob  now,  mj  lord,  we  thaok  ;ou ;  so  Rirewell, 
XHxeunt  ScBooPE,  Obbf,  CiUBRmoE,  and '" 

Coi,  Farewell,  mj'  nobis  lords. — Mf  noble  lords  1 
iif  noble  viUaina,  base  oonspiratora  I 
How  can  they  look  his  highneBs  in  tbe  Iboe, 
Whom  they  so  oloaeiy  study  to  betrny  ? 
But  I'll  not  sleep  until  1  make  it  known ; 
This  head  sbull  not  be  burlheo'd  with  auoh  thoughts. 
Nor  in  this  heart  will  I  coucea!  a  deed 
Of  such  impiety  a|>ainat  my  kiog. 
Uadam,  how  now? 


L.  Cob.  Tou're  weloome  tome,  my  lord : 

yv\iy  seem  you  no  unquiet  !□  your  looks  ? 

"Wlukt  hath  befall'a  you  that  uaturba  your  miod? 
Jj.  i'uw.  Bad  news,  I  uu  a&ud,  touching  my  huEbandi 
Cob.  Madam^  not  so ;  there  is  your  hustraniva  jiudon : 


With  all  tbe  speed  I  can ;  Hlarpom,  my  horse. 

£i.  Cob.  80  eooD,  my  lord  i*  what,  will  you  ride  all  Dighl  f 

Cob,  All  night  or  day ;  it  loust  be  bo,  sweet  wife. 
TTifte  me  not  wby,  or  what  my  business  is, 
But  get  you  in, — LordPowis,  bear  with  mo; 
And,  madam,  think  your  weTcome  ne'er  (he  worse ; 
My  house  is  at  yarn-  us&    Uarpoo!,  away. 

Snr.  Shall  1  attend  your  lordship  to  the  court  ? 

Cob.  Tea,  Sir ;  your  eelding  mount  you  preaently. 


[ExUCOWU 


L.  Cob.  Ipr'ythee,Harpool,lookunto  i.uj  .uiui 
I  do  not  like  this  sudden  posting  book.  lExU  HlsnX 

n.._   D L 1 is  afoot  belike ; 


Whate'er  it  be,  pray  God  be  his  good  guide. 
L.  Pov,  Amen,  teat  hath  so  hwhly  us  bcoici™. 
X.  Cob.  Come,  madam,  and  my  lord,  we'll  hope  the  best ; 


You  shall  nob  inUi  Wales  tjlL  ha  return. 

Poa>.  Though  j;reati  oocasinn  be  we  should  depart, 
TetiinndBm,  will  we  stay  to  be  resolved 
Of  this  unlooked-for,  doubtful  aeoideuL 
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SCENE  II.— A  Road  near  Highgate. 
Enter  MuBLET  and  his  Followers, 

bme,  my  hearts  of  flint,  modestly,  decently,  soberly, 
somely ;  no  man  afore  his  leader :  follow  your  master, 
ain,  your  knight  that  shall  be,  for  the  honour  of  meal- 
lers,  and  malt-men.  Dun  is  the  mouse.*  Dick  and 
the  credit  q{  Dunstable,  ding  down  the  enemy  to-mor- 
shall  not  come  into  the  field  like  beggars.  Where  be 
and  Lawrence,  my  two  loaders?  Lord  have  mercy 
what  a  world  is  this !  I  would  give  a  couple  of  shil- 
I  dozen  of  good  feathers  for  you,  and  forty  i)ence  for  as 
rfe  to  set  YOU  out  withaL  Frost  and  snow,  a  man  has 
to  fight  till  he  be  brave. 

^faster,  we  are  no  babes,  our  town  foot-balls  can  bear 
this  little  'parol  we  have,  shall  off,  and  we'll  fight  naked 
»run  away. 

^ay,  I'm  of  Lawrence'  mind  for  that,  for  he  means  to 
life  behind  him ;  he  and  Leonard,  your  two  loaders,  are 
heir  wills,  because  they  have  wives ;  and  we  bachelors 
rieuds  scramble  for  our  goods  if  we  die.  But,  master, 
it  me  ride  upon  Gut. 

ieal  and  salt,  wheat  and  malt,  fire  and  tow,  frost  and 
ly  Tom  thou  shalt.    Let  me  see,  here  are  you :  William 

g9  are  with  my  cart,  and  Bobin  and  Hodge  holding  my 
orses ;  proper  men,  handsome  men,  tall  men  true  men. 
3ut  master,  master :  methinks  you  are  mad  to  hazard 
person,  and  a  cart-load  of  money  too. 
rea>  and  master,  there's  a  worse  matter  in't ;  if  it  be, 
rd  say,  we  go  to  fight  against  all  the  learned  bishops. 
Id  give  us  their  blessing :  and  if  they  curse  us,  we  shall 
3r  the  better. 

S^ay  bfr  lady,  some  say  the  king  takes  their  part ;  and, 
are  you  fight  against  the  king  ? 
^e,  paltry,  iMdtry,  in  and  out,  to  a'nd  fro  uj)on  occasion ; 
gbe  80  unwise  to  come  there,  we'll  fight  with  him  too. 
^rhat,  if  you  should  kill  the  king  ? 
Jhen  we'll  make  another. 
[s  that  all  P  do  you  not  speak  treason  ? 
f  we  do.  who  dare  trip  us  ?  we  come  to  fight  for  our 
e,  and  for  honour.    Little  know  you  what  is  in  my 
x>k  here,  mad  knaves,  a  i)air  of  gilt  spurs. 
L  pair  of  golden  spurs  ?    Why  do  you  not  put  them  on 
8  f    Your  bosom  ^s  no  place  for  spurs. 
Bet  more  or  less  upon  occasion,  Lord  have  mercy  upon 
:,  thou'rt  a  fool,  and  thou  speakest  treason  to  knight- 
are  any  wear  gold  or  silver  spurs,  till  he  be  a  kni»it  ? 
U  be  knighted  to-morrow,  and  then  they  shall  on.  birs, 
T  read  in  the  church-book  of  Dunstable,  that  ever  malt- 
made  knight  ? 

*  A  proverbial  SBjing  of  no  fixed  import. 
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Tom,  No,  but  you  are  more:  you  are  mealman,  maltmao, 
miller,  corn-master,  and  alL 

Dick,  Yea,  and  half  a  brewer  too,  and  the  devil  and  all  for 
wealth :  you  bring  more  money  with  you  tlum  all  the  rest. 

Mur.  The  more's  my  honour ;  I  shall  be  a  knight  to-morrow. 
Let  me  'spose*  my  men :  Tom  upon  Cut,  Dick  upon  Hol^Hodgi 
upon  Ball,  Ealph  upon  Sorrel,  and  Bobin  upon  the  fore-noT8& 

Enter  AcTON,  BouRN,  and  BEYSfiLEY. 

Tom.  Stand ;  who  comes  there  ? 

Act.  All  friends,  good  fellow. 

Mur.  Friends  and  fellows  indeed,  Sir  Boger. 

Act.  Why,  thus  you  show  yourself  a  gentleman. 
To  keep  your  day,  and  come  so  well  prepared. 
Your  cart  stands  yonder  guarded  by  ^our  men, 
"Who  tell  me  it  is  loaden  well  with  coin. 
"What  sum  is  there  ? 

Mur.  Ten  thousand  pound.  Sir  Boger :  and  modestly,  dfr 
centl)[,  soberly,  and  handsomely,  see  what  I  have  here  agaissil 
be  knighted. 

Act.  Gilt  spurs  ?    'Tis  well 

Mw.  Where's  our  army,  Sir  ? 

Act.  Dispersed  in  sundry  villages  about; 
Some  here  with  us  in  Highgato,  some  at  Iinchley, 
Tot'nam,  Enfield,  Edmonton,  Newington, 
Islington,  HoB8don,t  PancraSj  Kensington ; 
Some  nearer  Thames,  Batcliff,  Blackvi^l.  and  Bow : 
But  our  chief  strength  must  be  the  Londoners, 
Which,  ere  the  sun  to-morrow  shine 
Will  be  near  fifty  thousand  in  the  field. 

Mur.  Marry,  God  dild  ye,  dainty  my  dear ;  but  upon  occasioDf 
Sir  Boger  Acton,  doth  not  the  king  know  of  it,  and  gather  bif 
power  aM,inst  us  ? 

Act.  Ko,  he's  secure  at  Eltham. 

Mur.  W  hat  do  the  clergy  ? 

Act.  They  fear  extremely,  vet  prepare  no  force. 

Mur.  In  and  out,  to  and  fro,  bully  my  boykin,  we  shall  ourrf 
the  world  afore  us.  I  vow,  by  my  worship,  when  I  am  knightoOt 
we'll  take  the  king  napping,  if  he  stand  on  their  part. 

Act,  This  night  we  few  m  Highgate  will  repose ; 
With  the  first  cock  we'll  rise  and  arm  ourselves,  , 

To  be  in  Ficket-field  by  break  of  day. 
And  there  expect  our  general,  Sir  John  Oldcastle. 

Mur.  What  if  he  comes  not  ? 

Bourn.  Yet  our  action  stands ; 
Sir  Boger  Acton  may  supply  his  place. 

Mur.  True,  Master  Bourn ;  but  who  shall  make  me  knight? 

Bev.  He  that  hath  power  to  be  our  general. 

Act.  Talk  not  of  trifles ;  come  let  us  away ; 
Our  Mends  of  London  long  till  it  be  day.  [JSsMai 

*  Dispose.  t  Haxtuu. 
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SCENJB  III.— A  High-^oad  in  Kent 

Enter  SiB  John  and  DoLL. 

HolL  By  my  troth,  thou  art  as  jealous  a  man  as  lives. 

SSr  John.  Canst  thou  blame  me,  Doll  ?  thou  art  my  lands,  my 

Soods,  my  jewels,  my  wealth,  my  purse :  none  walks  within  lorty 

vaki  of  London,  but  'a  plies  thee  as  truly  as  the  parish  does  the 

poor  man's  box. 
DoU.  I  am  as  true  to  thee  as  the  stone  is  in  the  wall ;  and 

thoa  know'st  well  enough  I  was  in  as  good  doing  when  I  came 

to  thee,  as  any  wench  need  to  be;  and  tnerefore  mou  hast  tried 

016^  that  thou  hast :  and  I  will  not  be  kept  as  I  have  been,  that 

I  will  not. 
StJoIm,  Doll,  if  this  blade  hold,  there's  not  a  pedlar  walks 

witii  a  pack,  but  thou  shalt  as  boldly  choose  of  his  wares,  as  with 

%  ready  money  in  a  merchant's  shop :  we'll  have  as  good  silver 

>s  the  king  coins  an  v. 

DolL  W  hat,  is  all  the  gold  spent  you  took  the  last  day  from 
theoourtier? 

Sir  John.  Tis  gone,  Doll,  'tis  flown;  merrily  come,  merrily 
gone.  He  comes  a  horseback  that  must  pay  for  all ;  we'll  have 
88  good  meat  as  money  can  get,  and  as  good  gowns  as  can  be 
bought  for  gold :  be  merry,  wench,  the  maltman  oomes  on 
Monday. 

DolL  You  might  have  left  me  at  Gobham,  until  you  had  been 
better  provided  for. 

Sir  John.  No,  sweet  Doll,  no ;  I  like  not  that.  Ton  old  ruf- 
San  is  not  for  tne  priest :  I  do  not  like  a  new  clerk  should  come 
in  the  old  belfiry. 

DolL  Thou  ut  a  mad  priest,  i'  faith. 

Sir  John.  Come  Doll,  I'll  see  thee  safe  at  some  ale-house  here 
it  Cray;  and  the  next  sheep  that  comes  shall  leave  behind  his 
keoe.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  IV.—BlacJcheath. 
Enter  KlSQt  Henry  disguised,  SUFFOLK,  and  BUTLER. 

K.  Henry,  My  lord  of  Suffolk,  post  away  for  life. 
And  let  our  forces  of  such  horse  and  foot 
Ai  can  be  gathered  up  by  any  mean& 
Make  speedv  rendezvous  in  Tothill-nelds. 
It  must  be  done  this  evening,  my  lord  • 
This  night  the  rebels  mean  to  draw  to  head 
Near  Islington ;  which  if  your  speed  prevent  not^ 
If  once  they  should  unite  their  several  forces, 
Their  power  is  almost  thought  invincible. 
Away,  my  lord,  I  will  be  with  you  soon. 

8^f,  I  go,  my  sovereign,  with  all  happy  speed. 

K,  Rewrff.  Make  haste,  my  lord  of  Suffolk,  as  you  love  us. 

lExit  Suffolk. 
BnUer,  post  you  to  London  with  all  speed : 
Command  the  mayor  and  sheriffs,  on  their  allegiance. 
The  dty  gates  be  presently  shut  up. 
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And  guarded  with  a  strong  sufficient  watch ; 
And  not  a  man  be  suffered  to  pass 
Without  a  special  warrant  from  ourself. 
Command  the  postern  by  the  Tower  be  kept, 
And  proclamation,  on  the  pain  of  death. 
That  not  a  citizen  stir  from  his  doors. 
Except  such  as  the  mayor  and  shrieves  shall  choose 
For  their  own  guard,  and  safety  of  their  persons. 
Butler  away,  have  care  unto  my  charge. 

But.  I  go,  my  sovereign. 

K.  Henry.  Butler. 

But.  'i&.j  lord. 

K.  Henry.  Gk)  down  by  Greenwich,  and  command  ; 
At  the  Friars-bridge  attend  my  coming  down. 

But.  I  will,  my  lord.  {Ex 

'K,  Hen.  It's  time,  I  think,  to  look  unto  rebellion, 
When  Acton  doth  expect  unto  his  aid 
No  less  than  fifty  thousand  Londoners. 
Well,  ni  to  Westminster  in  this  disguise. 
To  hear  what  news  is  stirring  in  these  brawls. 

Enter  SiB  JOHN  and.  DOLL. 

Sir  John,  Stand  true  man,  says  a  thief. 

K.  Henry.  Stand  thief,  says  a  true  man  :  how  if  a  1 

Svr  John.  Stand  thief  too. 

K.  Henry.  Then  thief  or  true  man,  I  must  stand.  I 
soever  the  world  wags,  the  trade  of  thieving  yet  will  n 
What  art  thou? 

Sir  John.  A  good  fellow. 

K.  Henry.  So  I  am  too ;  I  see  thou  dost  know  me. 

Sir  John.  If  thou  be  a  good  fellow,  play  the  gc 
part ;  deUver  thy  purse  without  more  ado. 

K.  Henry.  I  have  no  money. 

Sir  John.  I  must  make  you  find  some  before  we  p£ 
have  no  money,  you  shall  have  ware ;  as  many  soui 
your  skin  can  carry. 

K.  Henry.  Is  that  the  plain  truth  ? 

Sir  John.  Sirrah,  no  more  ado;  come,  come,  gi 
money  you  have.    Despatch,  I  cannot  stand  all  day. 

K,  Henry.  Well,  if  thou  wilt  needs  have  it,  there 
the  proverb,  one  thief  robs  another.    Where  the  devil 
old  thieves  ?     Falstaff  that  villain  is  so  fat,  he  can 
his  horse;  but  methinks  Poins  and  Peto  should 
hereabouts. 

Si/r  John.  How  much  is  there  on't,  o*  thy  word  ? 
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^       Z  Smr$.  From  the  court  at  Eltham. 

Sk  Jokm.  Art  thou  one  of  the  king's  servants  ? 

£  Semrg,  Tea,  that  I  am,  and  one  of  his  chamber. 

Sir  Jokm.  I  am  glad  thou'rt  no  worse;  thou  mayst  the  better 
i|iiretiiy  money:  and  think  you  thou  mightst  get  a  poor  thief 
ItturdoD,  if  he  should  have  need  ? 

£  Semy.  Yes,  that  I  can. 

8k  John,  WUt  thou  do  so  much  for  me,  when  I  shall  have 
oocttkm? 

Z  Senrp,  Yes,  'faith  will  L  so  it  be  for  no  murder. 

SrJokn.  Nay,  I  am  a  i)itiful*  thief ;  all  the  hurt  I  do  a  man, 
1  tike  but  his  purse,  111  kill  no  man. 

Z  Bemry.  Then,  on  my  word  FU  do*t. 

Sir  Jokm.  Give  me  thy  hand  on  the  same. 

ZRemf.  There 'tis. 

Sir  Jokn.  Methinks  the  king  should  be  good  to  thieves,  be- 
eiose  he  has  been  a  thief  himself,  although  I  think  now  he  be 
tened  a  larue  man. 

Z  Senrif.  'Faith,  I  have  heard  indeed  he  has  had  an  ill  name 
tw  way  in  his  youth ;  but  how  canst  thou  tell  that  he  has  been 

Sir  Jokm.  How?  because  he  once  robb'd  me  before  I  fell  to 
fte  trade  myself,  when  that  foul  villainous  guts,  that  led  him  to 
iQ  tint  Togaerj.  was  in  his  companv  there,  tnat  Falstaff. 

Z  Senrp.  Well,  if  he  did  rob  thee  then,  thou  art  but  even 
^  him  now,  111  be  sworn.  [Aside.']  Thou  knowest  not  the 
Bat  now,  I  thmk,  if  thou  sawest  him  ? 

£&/oihk  Not  1,1' faith. 

ZSenrp.  So  it  should  seem.  [Aside. 

Sir  Jokm.  Well,  if  old  King  Harry  had  lived,  this  king  that  is 
Bow,  had  made  thieving  the  S^t  trade  in  England. 

K.Hemrw.  Why  so? 

Sr  Jokm.  Because  he  was  the  chief  warden  of  our  company. 
iii)i  mtythat  ei'er  he  should  have  been  a  king,  he  was  so  brave  a 
tideL   But  sirrah,  wilt  remember  my  pardon  if  need  be  ? 

£  Semrv.  Yes,  'fiuth  will  I. 

Sr  Jokm,  Wilt  thou  ?  well  then,  because  thou  shalt  go  safe, 
Mr  thou  mayst  hap  (beins[  so  early)  be  met  with  again  before 
thoa  come  to  Soutbwark,  if  any  man,  when  he  should  bid  thee 
|Dod  morrow,  bid  thee  stand,  say  thou  but  Sir  John,  and  they 
wOllBt  thee  pass. 

£  Mnuy.  Is  that  the  ifvbrd  ?  then  let  me  alone. 

Sir  Jokm.  Nay,  sirrah,  because  I  think  indeed  I  shall  have 
mne  occasion  to  use  thee,  and  as  thou  com'st  oft  this  way.  I  may 
firiit  on  thee  another  time,  not  knowing  thee,  here  1 11  break 
tins  angel:  take  thou  half  of  it;  this  is  a  token  betwixt  thee 
udme. 

X.Semrp.  God-a-mercy;  farewell.  [Exit 

Sir  Jokm.  O  my  fine  golden  slaves !  here's  for  thee,  wench, 
f /Uth.  Now,  Doll,  we  will  revel  in  our  bower ;  this  is  a  tithe 
pig  of  my  Yicurage.    God-a-mercy,  neighbour  Shooter's-hill,  you 

*  /.  e.  merciful. 
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h»'  ptiid  your  titho  Uaneslly.  Well,  I  hanr  there  ■ 
rebels  up  agnioBt  the  king,  gottf^ther  in  Fiuket-I 
barn  i  and,  as  it  ia  tbouttnt  hers  in  Kent,  the  kin 
to-night  in  hia  own  pornon.  Wall.  I'll  In  the  tin] 
shall  go  hard,  if  there  be  an;  doiugs,  but  I'll  m 
\xMlji  among  them.  [Exeunt  SiK  J< 
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K.  H»m^.  TSj  lords  of  Suffolk  and  of  HuntlngtOD, 
"Who  awuts  it  now  ?  or  who  stand  sentinela  F 
What  men  of  worth,  wlut  lords,  do  walk  the  round  ? 

SiiT.  Mftr  it  please  your  highness— 

K.  Henry.  I'eaue,  no  more  at  that : 
The  Mug 's  aeleep ;  nake  not  his  majeetr 
With  terms,  nor  utlea ;  ha's  at  rest  m  bied. 
Kings  do  not  uie  to  watob  themselves;  they  sleep, 
And  let  rebelUon  and  oonsiiiraoy 
Bevel  and  havoc  in  the  commonwealth. 
Is  Lundon  look'd  unlo  t 

Runt,  ll  is,  my  lord  ; 
Your  noble  unole  Exeter  is  there. 
Your  brother  Gloucester,  and  my  lord  of  Warwick; 
Who,  with  the  mayor  and  the  uliiermeD, 
Bo  guard  the  gates,  and  keep  good  rule  within. 
The  earl  of  Cambridge  and  sir  Thomas  (irey 
1)0  wijk  the  round ;  Lord  Soroupe  and  Batlarsoout: 
fin,  though  it  please  your  majesty  to  jost, 
Were  you  in  bed,  well  might  you  take  your  rest 

K.  Hanrg.  I  thank  ye,  lords ;  but  you  do  know  of  old. 
That  I  have  been  a  perfact  night-walker. 
Landou,  you  say,  is  Bafely  look'd  unto 
(Als^  poor  rebels,  there  your  aidmuat  tail) ; 
And  the  Lord  Cobham,  Sir  John  Oldcastle, 
Quiet  in  Kent.    Acton,  you  are  deceived; 
Jieckon  atfuin,  you  Douni  without  your  host ; 
To-morrow  you  nhal]  ^ve  account  to  us : 
Till  when,  my  friends,  this  long  oold  winter's  night 
How  call  we  spend  P    King  Harry  is  asleep, 
And  all  tus  lords ;  these  garments  tell  us  so ; 
All  ti'iends  at  foot-ball,  fellows  all  in  tleld, 
Harry,  and  Dick,  and  Ge<irge.    Bring  us  a  drum ; 
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liera^s  that  mad  priest  ye  told  me  was  in  arms, 
)  l&g^  as  well  as  pray,  if  need  required  ? 
A^.  He^a  in  the  camp,  and  if  he  knew  of  this, 
imdartake  he  would  not  he  long  hence. 
X,  Eewy.  Trip  Dick,  trip  G^rge. 

Hmii,  I  must  nave  the  dice :  what  do  we  play  at  ? 

Sfif.  Passage,  if  you  please.* 

Sml.  Set  round  then :  so ;  at  all. 

K.  BjBwiTf.  George,  you  are  out ; 
She  me  the  dice,  1  pass  for  twenty  pound : 
Hen^B  to  our  lucky  passage  into  fronce. 

BwkL  Harry,  70U  pass  mdeed,  for  you  sweep  all. 

&lf.  A  sign  Kmg  Harry  shall  sweep  all  in  rrance. 

JSfUer  Si£  John. 

BfJohn,  Edge  ye,  good  fellows ;  take  a  fresh  gamester  in. 

•£  Sewry,  Master  parson,  we  play  nothing  hut  ^old. 

&rJohn,  And,  fellow,  I  tell  thee  that  the  priest  hath  gold. 
Gold !  what  P  ye  are  hut  heggarly  soldiers  to  me ;  I  think  I  have 
DUffe  gold  than  all  you  three. 

Bfut.  It  may  he  so ;  hut  we  helieve  it  not. 

£  ffenry.  Set,  priest,  set :  I  pass  for  all  that  gold. 

Sir  John,  You  pass  indeed ! 

£  Senry.  Fri^  hast  any  more  ? 

^r  John.  More !  what  a  question 's  that  P 
t  ten  thee  I  have  more  than  all  you  three. 
U  these  ten  angels. 

X.  Senry.  I  wonder  how  thou  com'st  hy  all  this  gold, 
low  many  heneflces  hast  thou,  priest  ? 

.  Sif  John.  'Faith  hut  one.  I)o8t  wonder  how  I  come  hy  gold  ? 
•  WoDder  rather  how  poor  soldiers  should  have  gold.  For  I'll 
ell  thee,  good  fellow ;  we  have  every  day  tithes,  offerings,  chris- 
Qiinga,  weddings,  hurials ;  and  you  poor  snakes  come  seldom  to 
booty.  Pll  speak  a  proud  word;  I  have  hut  one  parsonage, 
^rotham ;  'tis  hotter  than  the  bishopric  of  Eochester :  there's 
e'er  a  hill,  heath,  nor  down,  in  all  Kent,  but  'tis  in  my  parish ; 
-Birham-down,Ck>bham-down,  Grad's-hill,  Wrotham-hill,  Black- 
cifli.  Cocks-heath,  Birchen-wood,  all  pay  me  tithe.  Gold 
QotlMt  P  ye  pass  not  for  that. 
Bif.  HaflTY,  you  are  out :  now,  i)arson,  shake  the  dice. 

Sir  John.  Set,  set  1*11  cover  ye ; — at  all : — a  plague  on't,  I  am 
vt  The  devil,  and  dice,  and  a  wench,  who  wul  trust  them  ? 
Buf.  Say'st  thou  so,  pnest  P  set  fair ;  at  all  for  once. 
£  Rtwry.  Out,  Sir,  i)ay  alL 
fiir  JoAfi.  Sir,  pay  me  angel  gold : 
1  none  of  your  craok'd  French  crowns,  nor  pistolets ; 
Sbi  me  fiiir  anoel  golcL  as  I  pay  you. 

i,  Hewrff.  No  crack'd  French  crowns!  I  hope  to  see  more 
nok'd  French  crowns  ere  long. 

SSrJohn.  Thou  mean'st  of  Frenchmen's  crowns,  when  the 
ing  'f  in  France. 

*  A  game  at  tables. 
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Hunt.  Set  round,  at  all. 

Sir  John.  Pa^  all.    This  is  some  luck. 

K.  Henry.  Give  me.the  dice ;  'tis  I  must  shrieye  the  pries 
At  all,  Sir  John. 

Sir  John.  The  devil  and  all  is  yours.    At  that. 
'Sdeath,  what  castitig's  this  ? 

Suf.  Well  thrown,  Harry,  i'  faith. 

K.  Henry.  I'll  cast  better  yet. 

Sir  John.  Then  I'll  be  hang'd.  Sirrah,  hast  thou  not  { 
thy  soul  to  the  devil  for  casting  ? 

K.  Henry.  I  pass- for  all. 

Sir  John.  Thou  passest  all  that  e'er  I  played  withal. 
Sirrah,  dost  thou  not  cog,  nor  foist,  nor  slur  ? 

K.  Henry.  Set,  parson,  set ;  the  dice  die  in  my  hand. 
When,  parson,  when  ?*  what,  can  you  find  no  more  ? 
Alreaay  dry  ?  was't  you  bracg'd  of  your  store  ? 

Sir  John.  All's  gone  but  tnat. 

HwiU.  What?  half  a  broken  angel. 

Sir  John,  Why,  Sir,  'tis  gold. 

K.  Henry.  Yea,  and  I'll  cover  it. 

Sir  John.  The  devil  give  ye  good  on't !  I  am  blind : 
You  have  blown  me  up. 

K.  Henry.  Nay,  tarry,  priest ;  you  shall  not  leave  us  yet : 
Do  not  these  pieces  tit  each  other  well  ? 

Sir  John,  What  if  they  do  ? 

K.  Henry.  Thereby  begins  a  tale. 
There  was  a  thief,  in  face  much  like  Sir  John 
(But  'twas  not  he — that  thief  was  all  in  kreen). 
Met  me^  last  day,  on  Black-heath,  near  the  Park : 
With  him  a  woman.    I  was  all  alone 
And  weaponless ;  my  boy  had  all  my  tools. 
And  was  before,  providing  me  a  boat. 
Short  tale  to  make.  Sir  John — ^the  thief  I  mean — 
Took  a  just  hundred  pound  in  gold  fh)m  me. 
I  storm  d  at  it,  and  swore  to  be  revenged. 
If  ere  we  met.    He.  Uke  a  lusty  thief, 
Brake  with  his  teetn  this  angel  just  in  two, 
To  be  a  token  at  our  meeting  next ; 
Provided  I  should  charge  no  officer 
To  apprehend  him,  but  at  weapon's  point 
Kecover  that  and  what  he  had  beside. 
Well  met,  Sir  John ;  betake  you  to  your  tools, 
By  torchlight ;  for,  master  parson,  you  are  he 
That  had  my  gold. 

Sir  John.  Zounds  I  won  it  in  play,  in  fair,  square  play,  i 
keeper  of  Eltham-park ;  and  that  I  will  maintain  with  thi 
whynniard.  Be  you  two  honest  men,  to  stand  and  look  ui 
ana  let  us  alone,  and  take  neither  part. 

K.  Henry.  Agreed ;  I  charge  ye  do  not  budge  a  foot : 
Sir  John,  nave  at  ye. 

*  An  exclamation  indicating  impatience :  cwnet  panon,  come 
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^/oift.  Soldier,  'ware  your  sconce. 

[Ai  thejf  are  preparing  to  engage^  BUTLEE  enters  and 
dramoe  hu  sword  to  part  them. 

^  Hold,  ^ain,  hold ;  my  lords,  what  do  ye  mean, 
see  a  traitor  draw  against  the  king  ? 
SItr  Joikn,  The  king  ?  (rod's  will,  J  am  in  a  proper  pickle. 
I!l  Sefirif.  Butler,  what  news,  why  dost  thou  trouole  us  ? 
M.  Please  your  majesty,  it  is  hreak  of  day ; 
d  ts  I  scouted  near  to  Isiingtonj 
9  grey-eyed  morning  gave  me  ghmmering 
armed  men  coming  down  Hign^te-hill, 
K>  l^  their  course  are  coasting  hitherward. 
L  Eenrtf.  Let  us  withdraw,  my  lords ;  prepare  our  troops 
(diarge  the  rebels,  if  there  be  such  cause, 
this  lewd  priest^  this  devilish  hypocrite, 
it  is  a  thief,  a  gamester,  and  what  not, 
him  be  hang'd  up  for  example  sake. 

ir  John.  Not  so.  my  gracious  sovereign.  I  confess  I  am  a 
1  num,  flesh  and  blooa  as  others  are ;  but  set  my  imperfec- 
ts aside,  you  have  not  a  taller  man,  nor  a  truer  subject  to  the 
m  and  state,  than  Sir  John  of  Wrotham  is. 

I  Eenrif.  Will  a  true  subject  rob  his  king  ? 

ir  John,  Alas,  'twas  ignorance  and  want,  mv  gracious  lieee. 

r.  Henrif.  Twbs  want  of  srace.    Why,  you  should  be  as  salt 

season  others  with  good  document ; 

ir  lives,  as  lamps  to  give  the  people  light ; 

shepherds,  not  as  wolves  to  spoil  the  flock : 

huig  hinL  Butler.    !Didst  thou  not  rob  me  ? 

iir  Jolui,  I  must  confess  I  saw  some  of  your  gold ;  but,  my 

id  lord,  I  am  in  no  humour  for  death.    God  wills  that  sin- 

8  live ;  do  not  you  cause  me  to  die.    Once  in  their  lives  the 

fc  may  go  astray ;  and  if  the  world  say  true,  yourself,  my  hege, 

B  been  a  thiet 

C  Benrp.  I  confess  I  have ; 

I I  repent  and  have  reclaimed  myself. 

Sr  John.  So  will  I  do,  if  you  will  give  me  time. 

L  Senrff.  Wilt  thou  ?  my  lords,  will  you  be  his  sureties  ? 

ItmL  That  when  he  robs  again  he  shall  be  hang'd. 

Sr/oAfi.  I  aak  no  more. 

C  Senrp.  And  we  will  grant  thee  that ; 

B  and  repent  and  prove  an  honest  man ; 

uch  when  I  hear,  and  safe  return  fVom  France, 

give  thee  living.    Till  when,  take  thy  gold, 

k  spend  it  better  than  at  caroa,  or  vdne ; 

'  better  virtues  fit  that  ooat  of  thine. 

Sr  John.  Vivat  rex,  et  currat  lex.    My  lie^e,  if  ye  have  cause 

Me,  ye  shall  see  Sir  John  bestir  hiniself  m  your  quarrel. 

l£xeunt. 


SCENE  II.~A  Field  of  BaUle  near  London. 


K.  Efurg.  Bring  in  those  traitors,  whoso  aspiring  minds 
Thought  to  have  triumph'd  in  our  overthrow  : 
llut  now  ^e  see,  base  viiluins,  what  success 
Attends  ill  oftiaos  wrongfuDj  attempted. 
Sir  Bogei  Acton,  thou  retaia'et  the  name 
Of  knight,  and  shoiUdst  be  more  diaoroetly  teraper"!! 
Thoji  join  with  peasants :  gentr;  is  divine, 
But  tbon  host  made  it  more  than  popular.* 

Act.  Pardon,  mf  lord,  my  conBcionpe  urged  mo  to  it, 

K.  Mesrg.  Thy  conaciBOoe !  then  thy  oonscience  is  ofinuptt 
For  in  thy  conscience  thou  art  bound  to  us. 
And  in  thy  eonacieoce  thou  ahouldst  love  thy  country : 
!Glse  what^  the  diflerence  tnixt  a  Christian, 
Aed  the  uncivil  mactiera  of  the  Turk  P 

Set.  We  meant  no  hurt  unto  your  majesty, 
But  reformation  of  reliHion. 

K.  Henry.  Reform  religion  P  was  it  that  you  sought  ? 
I  pray,  nhn  gave  you  that  authority  ? 
Belike  then  wo  do  hold  the  sceptre  u^. 
And  Bit  nithiD  the  throne  but  for  a  cipher. 
Tune  wa»,  good  suhjeots  would  make  known  their  griei^ 
And  pray  amendment,  not  enforce  the  same, 
Uolesg  their  kine  were  tyrant ;  which  I  hope 
Tou  amnot  just^  say  li^t  Hairy  is. 
WhW  is  that  other  P 

S«f.  A  maJt-mim,  my  lord, 
And  dwelling  in  Dunstable,  aa  he  says. 

K.  Beiinl-  Sirrah,  what  made  you  leave  your  barley-bMlk, 
To  Dome  in  armour  thus  agajiist  your  king? 

Mur.  Fie,  paltry,  paltry;  to  and  fro,  in  and  out  upon  «. 

what  a  world  is  tms  !  Knig.htbood,  my  liege,  twsB  knighth 
brought  me  hither;  they  told  me  I  had  wealth  enough  ton 
my  ynfb  i  lady. 

K.  Henry.  And  so  you  brought  those  horses  which  we  sal 
Trapp'd  all  in  costly  lumituTe ;  and  meant 
To  wear  those  spurs  when  you  were  knighted  once  ? 

Jlfw,  In  and  out  upon  occasion,  I  di£ 

K,  Henry.  In  ajid  out  upon  occasion,  therefore. 
You  shall  be  bong'd,  and  in  the  stead  of  wearing 
These  spurs  upon  your  heels,  about  your  neck 
Thev  shall  bewray  your  folly  to  the  world. 

Sit  John,  la  and  out,  upon  occasion,  that  goes  hard. 

M-ar.  Pie,paltry,paltry,  toand  fro.  Good  my  he^,  a  pM 
I  am  sorry  for  my  fault, 

XHenry.  That  oomes  too  late.    But  tell  me,  went  there 
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iir  Boger  Aoton,  upon  whom 

depend  to  be  your  governor  ? 

Nona,  my  good  lord,  but  Sir  John  Oldcastle. 

w*y.  !Bears  ne  a  part  in  this  conspiracy  ? 

We  look'd,  my  lord,  that  he  would  meet  us  here. 

nry.  But  did  he  promise  you  that  he  would  come  ? 

iuch  letters  we  receiyed  forth  of  Kent. 

Snier  (he  Bishop  o/Bochesteb. 

Where  is  my  lord  the  king  ?    Health  to  your  grace, 
ing,  my  lord,  some  of  these  rebels, 
Bneral  voice  among  them  all, 
By  had  never  come  into  this  place, 
lave  met  their  valiant  general, 
d  Lord  Gobham,  as  they  title  him ; 
y,  mj  lord,  your  gnuce  may  now  perceive, 
son  18  apparent,  which  before 
;ht  to  colour  by  his  flattery, 
wry.  Now,  by  my  royaltv  I  would  have  sworn, 
his  oonsoience,  which  I  bear  withal. 
ad  not  lived  a  more  true-hearted  subject. 
It  is  but  counterfeit,  my  gracious  lord ; 
irefore  may  it  please  your  majesty 
our  hand  unto  this  precept  here, 
ih  we'll  cause  him  forthwith  to  appear, 
;wer  this  by  order  of  the  law. 
nry.  Not  only  that,  but  take  commission 
;h,  attach,  imprison,  and  condemn 
st  notorious  traitor  as  you  please. 
It  shall  be  done,  my  lord,  without  delay. 
I  hold.  Lord  Cooham,  in  my  hand, 
ich  shall  finish  thy  disdained  life.  [Aside, 

nrif.  1  think  the  iron  a^e  begins  but  now, 
earned  poets  have  so  often  taught ; 
1  there  is  no  credit  to  be  given 
T  words,  or  looks,  or  solemn  oaths : 
lere  were,  how  often  hath  he  sworn, 
itly  tuned  the  music  of  his  tongue ! 
h  what  amiable  face  beheld  he  me, 
II,  God  knows,  was  but  hypocrisy ! 

JEnter  Cobham. 

Liong  life  and  prosperous  reign  unto  my  lord. 

nry.  Ah,  yillain !  canst  thou  wish  prosperity, 

leart  includeth  nought  but  treachery  ? 

est  thee  here  myself,  false  knight, 

on  ci^ital  against  the  state. 

>f  trmson,  mighty  prince  ?  your  grace  mistakes ; 

t  is  but  in  the  way  of  mirth. 

nrp.^  Thy  neck  shall  feel  it  is  in  earnest,  shortly. 

lou  intrude  into  our  presence,  knowing 

inovuly  thou  hast  offended  us  ? 

( is  thy  aooustomed  deceit ; 


u  wilt  ooma 

"^  (Jwr  thyself  of  this  rebellion. 

Cob.  B«t>eIUon  !  good  m;  lord,  I  know  of  none, 

iCSeitTg.  Kjoudany  it,  hereiseTideiioo. 
See  you  these  men  ?  you  nsver  counsalled, 
faor  olTer'd  them  asstBtaaoe  in  their  vms  ? 

Cob.  Speak,  eirs,  not  one  but  all;  I  oraveDDfavour; 
Have  ever  I  been  conversant  with  you. 
Or  written  letters  W  enoouraga  vou  ? 
Or  kindled  but  the  leant  ot  Bmallegt  port 
Of  this  your  late  unnatural  rebellion  ? 
Speak,  tor  I  dare  the  uttermost  you  can. 

jfiir.  in  and  out  upon  «icca«ion,  I  knowyou  not, 

K.  Mmrn.  No !  didst  thou  not  say,  that  Sir  John  Oldest 
"Was  one  with  wbom  you  purposed  to  have  met  ? 

Mtir.  True.  I  did  Bay  aa;  but  in  what  respect? 
BeoausB  1  heard  it  was  reported  so. 

K.  Henry.  Wen  there  no  other  anument  but  that  ? 

Ad.  To  clear  my  consoience  ere  fdie,  my  lord, 
1  most  confess  we  hava  no  other  ground 
Hut  only  rumour,  to  acouae  this  ford  ; 
Which  now  I  see  was  merol];  fabulous. 

K.  Senry.  The  more  pemicioua  you  to  l^nt  him  then. 
Whom  vou  know  waa  not  faulty,  yea  or  no. 

Cob.  Let  this,  my  lord,  which  1  present  your  grac^ 
Bpeok  for  my  loyalty;  read  these  articles, 
Aud  then  Rive  aentenoe  of  tny  life  or  death.  ' 

K.  Hbwji.  Earl  Cambridge.  Suroope,  and  Grey,  uonnptw 
With  bribes  from  Charles  of  France,  either  tc  -■- 
My  orown  from  me,  or  iecretly  contrive 
My  death  by  treason  !    la  it  poaaible  ? 

Cob.  There  ia  the  platfann,*  and  their  bands,  my  lord. 
Each  severally  subscribed  to  the  same. 

K.  Senry,  Oh  never-heard-of,  base  ingratitude  I 
Even  those  I  hug  within  my  bosom  most. 
Are  readiest  evermore  to  sting  my  heart. 
Panlon  me,  Cobbani,  I  have  done  thee  wrong; 
Hereafler  I  will  live  to  make  amends. 
Ia  then  their  time  of  meeting  ao  near  hand  ? 
We'll  meet  with  them,  but  httle  for  th^  eas^ 
If  God  permit.    Go  take  these  rebels  hence. 
Let  them  have  martial  law:  but  as  for  thee, 
I'riend  to  thy  king  and  country,  still  be  free. 

[HxeuiU  KiSB  Hehbt  and  Cod 

Mitr.  Be  it  mora  or  less,  what  a  world  is  this  p 
'Would  I  bad  conliiiuod  sCill  of  the  order  of  knaves, 
'  ~id  ne'er  sought  knighthood,  sinne  it  costs  so  dear : 
"""     "  Imi^  thank  you  for  alL 

._w  *ti»  too  late  to  have  it  remedied, 
IA  Jf  uiley,  do  not  urge  me  with  it. 


J0I8HOF  oj  Jtocnener.  ijmvld  vv  AJtujfiw  oj  zne  uen^wcr 
'U^  Cbomeb,  Lady  Gobham,  and  Attendants, 

tell  ye,  lady,  'tis  not  possible 
hould  know  where  he  conveys  himself; 
lave  hid  him  in  some  secret  place. 
My  lord,  believe  me,  as  I  have  a  soul, 
)t  where  my  lord  my  husband  is. 
vo  to,  go  to ;  vou  are  an  heretic, 
be  forced  by  torture  to  confess, 
ians  will  not  serve  to  make  you  tell. 
My  husbuid  is  a  noble  gentleman, 
not  hide  himself  for  any  fact 
I  heard  of;  therefore  wrong  him  not. 
four  husband  is  a  dangerous  schismatic, 
>  God,  the  kinflL  and  commonwealth ; 
sfore,  Master  Otomett  shrieve  of  Kent, 
rou  take  her  to  your  custody, 
'.  the  goods  of  Sir  John  Oldcaistle 
Qg^  use ;  let  her  go  in  no  more, 
»  much  as  her  apparel  out : 
ronr  warrant  from  his  majesty. 
'.  Good  my  lord  bishop,  pacify  your  wrath 
be  lady. 

Fhen  fet  her  confess 
Idoastle  har  husband  is  conceal'd. 
'.  I  dare  enflage  mine  honour  and  my  life, 
ilewoman,  she  is  igxiorant 
cent  of  all  his  praotioes^ 
1 1^  him  be  practised. 

^,  my  lord  warden  P    Nay  then  I  charge  you, 
inque-port^  whereof  you  are  chief, 
rthwith  ;*  uiat  he  escapes  us  not. 
i  his  bighnes^  warrant,  master  sheriff. 
.  I  am  Bomr  for  the  noble  oentleman. 


FIEST  PABT  O 

Crom,  Sir  Jobn  Oldoastle,  Lord  Cobban),  il 

I  UTGst  Tou  or  higb  treason. 
Cot.  Treason,  Ms^tar  Cromer  I 
Har.  TreiuKin,  nuBter  nheriff!  what  tn-esoi 
Cob.  Horpool,  1  cbar^e  thee,  stir  not,  but : 

Do  you  airrait  ma  of  treason,  master  sbarill'f 
Bach,  Tea,  of  bigh  treason,  traitor,  heratio.  ■ 
Cob.  Defiance  in  hisfaua  thatcallii  meM: 

I  am  HS  true  a  loyal  genllemaa 

Unlo  bis  bighness,  as  my  proudest  OBamy. 

The  king  sball  witness  my  tale  TiutbFul  servio^^ 

For  safety  ofhia  sacred  mnjeaty.  * 

BocA.  Wbat  tbou  art,  tbe  kiug^  band  aball  4k 

Show  him,  lord  warden. 
Cob.  JiHU  defend  me  ! 

I»'t  poffiible  your  cunning  could  so  tei 

The  princely  disposition  of  his  mind, 

To  sign  the  damage  of  a  loyal  subject  1 

i.ir.11    .1.-  u.,.  :,   ..  u jitoSlle. 


Procured  by  my  abnenc  e  aud  your  malice. 
But  I,  since  that,  have  show'd  myself  as  (rUi 
As  any  churchman  that  dare  challenge  me. 


\e  bo  brought  before  bis  majesty  ; 
If  he  acquit  me  not,  thou  do  your  worst. 

Boch.  \l'e  are  not  bound  to  do  kind  offioes 
For  any  traitor,  flchismaHe,  nor  heretic. 
The  king's  band  is  our  ivarrant  for  our  work. 
Who  is  departed  on  his  way  for  France, 
And  at  Southamjiton  doth  repose  this  night. 

Bar.  O  that  iBon  an.d  I  were  within  tneDtymUes  1 
Boliabury  plain  !  I  would  toss  my  bead  if  Ihou  bronfll 
bead  bitber  BRain. 

Coh.  My  lord  warden  of  tbe  cinque-porta,  and 
Bocbester,  ye  are  joint  commisarionets :  favour  me  bo  ni 

ipense,  t«  bring  me  to  tbe  king. 

loi.  What,  to  Southamplan  ? 


And  al!  suspicion  ol  uu>id|j.i  nu/. 
Pawning  bis  princely  warrant  for  my  truth, 
I  aak  no  favour,  but  extremest  torture. 
Bring  me,  or  send  me  to  him,  good  my  lord ; 
Good  my  lord  warden,  master  sbrieve,  entreat,        ~- 
m-f*  both  enlre, 
Come  hither,  hidy  ;— nay,  sweet  wife,  forb™'- 
To  heap  one  Borrow  on  another's  neck. 
'Tis  grief  enough  f^lsf  ly  to  be  accused. 
And  not  permitted  to  nojuit  myself;  _ 

I)o  not  thou,  with  thy  kind  respective*  tears,,  j 
Torment  thy  husband's  heart,  that  bleeds  fur  fl 
But  be  of  comfort.    God  hath  help  ir   '  "" 


ith  enlreat, 

I 
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le  thai  pat  asBured  trust  in  him. 
fe,  if  they  eommit  me  to  the  Tower, 
p  to  London,  to  your  sister's  house ; 
dng  near  me,  you  may  comfort  me. 
toe  find  I  letued  in  my  soul, 
un  free  from  tareason's  very  thought. 
f  oonscience  for  the  Gospel's  sake 
of  all  the  tcoubles  I  sustain. 
V.  O  my  dear  lord,  what  shall  betide  of  us  ? 
the  Tower,  and  I  tum'd  out  of  doors ; 
ctwice  leiied  nnto  his  highness*  use, 
the  garments  longing  to  our  backs  ? 
Ftetienoe,  good  Tnanam,  things  at  worst  will  mend ; 
hey  do  not,  yet  our  lives  may  end. 
Urge  it  no  mmre !  for  if  an  angel  spake, 
by  sweet  81  Peter's  blessed  keys, 
es  he  to'the  Tower,  then  to  the  stake. 
BuIl  by  your  leave,  this  warrant  doth  not  stretch 
isonner. 

No}  turn  her  out  of  doors, 
she  18,  and  lead  him  to  the  Tower, 
lard  enough,  for  fear  of  rescuing. 
b.  O  God  requite  thee,  thou  blood-thirsty  man ! 
iiay  it  not  be,  mj  lord  of  Bochester  ? 
1  naive  I  inourr'd  your  hate  so  far, 
T  appeal  unto  the  king 's  denied  ? 
"No  hate  of  mine,  but  power  of  holy  church, 
an  fkvour  to  fiilse  heretics, 
four  private  malioeL  more  than  public  power, 
nost  M  me ;  but  with  my^  life  it  ends. 
0  that  I  had  tito  bishop  in  that  fear 
se  I  had  his  sumner  by  ourselves !  [Atide, 

My  lord,  yet  grant  one  suit  unto  us  all ; 
B  same  anaent  servingman  may  wait 
ylord  his  master,  in  rae  Tower. 
This  old  iniquity,  this  heretic, 
contempt  of  our  church  discipline, 
'd  my  sumner  to  devour  his  process ! 
an  piust-grace,  upstart  schismatic, 
the  king  pray'd  us  to  pardon  you, 
fHed  for'i,  you  grizzled  heretia 

Bblood,  my  lord  bishop,  you  wrong  me ;  I  am  neither 
lor  Puritan,  but  of  the  old  church.  Ill  swear,  drink  ale, 
inch,  go  to  mass,  eat  fish  all  Lent,  and  fast  Fridays  viith 
d  wine,  fruit  and  spicery ;  shrive  me  of  my  old  sins  afore 
ad  begin  new  before  Whitsuntide. 
A  merry,  mad,  conceited  knave,  my  lord, 
rhat  knave  was  Bimi>ly  put  upon  the  bishop. 
Well,  God  forgive  him,  and  I  pardon  him : 
attend  his  master  in  the  Tower, 
ohari^  wish  his  soul  no  hurt 
3od  bless  my  soul  from  such  cold  charity ! 
To  the  Tower  with  him ;  and  when  my  leisure  serves, 

L  2 


1  Kili  eEunioe  hiia  of  articles. 
Loiiik,  my  lord  warden^  w  nm  ha 
The  thrieve  ptrform  tus  office. 


] 


Enter,  fnm  Lokd  Cobhju'b  Aoiue,  StncsKB  wK*! 

Soch.  'WhaX  bring'st  Ihoa  there  ?  wh&t,  books  ot  hen 

Aml  Tea,  IDT  iora,  here's  not  a  l^tin  book,  no  not 

as  OUT  lAdf'B  Pfatter.    Uere's  the  BibU,  the  Ttttal 

Ftalnu  in  metre.  Tie  Sick  Ma„'t  Salve,  the  TVsanm' 

««*,  all  English  -.  no  not  so  much  but  the  Aimanae  'a  B 

Boek.  Awaj  with  Uwro,  U>  the  fire  with  them,  Clun  :* 

No<r  lye  upon  these  upnut  heretics. 

jUI  EDElisE !  burn  th^m,  bum  them  qnickly,  CIdd. 

Hot.  But  do  not,  Sumner,  is  tou^U  answer  it;  lol 
there  Botdi^h  books,  loir  lord,  thai  111  not  pu%  inthal 
bishi^rio:  Btm  of  Hampton,  OicUjlati,  The  Friar 
Sar,  StitKHir  fiiimnuii;,  JUbiii  Mood,  aud  oUier  nM 
■**— ~;  irhich  if  jB  bum,  hv  this  Bash  I'll  make  ;od.  dri 
1  Saint  Mar^efB  ale.* 

[Exevmt  Bitiop  q^  BoCBKetEB,  LuiT  i 
HjLBPOOL,  ami  SCUNEB. 

SCENE  ZV.~Tie  entrance  of  the  Tower. 

Eattr  tha  Sithep  of  EOCHESTGS,  aOendei. 

Ser.  Jx  it  your  honour's  pleasure  we  shall  stof. 


Or 


back  in  the  aflerooon  to  fetoh  you  ? 
SacA.  Non  you  have  brought  nie  here  into  the  Towa 
Tou  majr  go  back  Unto  the  porter's  lodge, 
Where,  if  I  have  occasion  to  employ  you, 
I'll  send  Bonie  oflicer  to  call  you  to  me. 
Into  the  city  go  not,  I  command  you: 
Perhaps  I  may  have  present  need  to  use  you. 

2  Ser.  Vi'e  will  atten  d  your  honour  hare  without 

3  Ser.  Come,  we  may  have  a  quart  of  irine  at  tlui 
Barking,  and  come  back  an  hour  before  he'il  go. 

1  Ser.  We  must  hie  us  then. 

8  Ser.  Let's  away.  | 

Soch,  Uo,  master  lieuteiuait 

Eater  LlEUTBKiJlT  of  th*  Tetcer. 

Xieu.  Who  calls  there  T 

Moch.  Arrieudofyourt. 

Jmk.  My  lord  of  Rochester !  your  honour  "a ' 

Soch.  Sir,  here  is  my  warrant  IVom  the 

For  conrerenoe  with  Sir  John  Oldcaatle, 
Upon  some  matter  of  great  consequence. 

Liea.  Uo,  Sir  John. 

ior.  [mithin].  Who  calls  there  P 


lur^itrinqi 
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^Bmrni^iOk  Sir  JotOj^tbMt  my  lord  of  BochesUsr 

M  tram  the  ooondl  to  eooiiar  with  hiin. 

■nk  pm  majju  sife  without  suspicion 

m  mu  in  KngJMid,  m  I  hear, 

VitvH }ua  hmm  laboured  his  oomniitment. 

JhAIdkLSn; 

riMtfmig  do  rqpent  it,  I  UBure  yon. 

LOSD  COBHAM  amd  HaSFOOL. 

■ 

I  pny  Toa  gire  us  leave; 
iConfiBT  here  with  Sir  John  a  little. 
MM.  With  an  Bij  heart,  my  lord.  [Sxii  Liexttenant. 

ftr.  i^  loi^  be  ruled 
[■•;  tike  this  oocuion  while  'tis  offered, 
■Ifln  my  life  your  lordship  will  escape.  lAside, 

Ojk  No  mora,  I  say ;  peace,  lest  he  should  suspect  it 
JML  Sir  John,  I  am  oome  to  you  from  the  lords  o*  the 

eflnncil, 
inowif  vet  yoo  do  recant  your  errors. 
CUl  Ify  lotd  of  Bochester,  on  good  advioe, 
■•■7  vnr;  hut  yet  understand  me; 
■tn  not  enor  in  the  fidth  I  hold, 
itcRw  in  submitting  to  your  pleasure, 
■tnfen  your  kurdship,  without  more  to  do, 
urtbe  a  means  to  help  me  to  escape. 
mL  What  means,  tnou  heretic  r 
ratiion  but  lift  thy  hand  against  my  calling  ? 
CA,  No,  not  to  hurt  you,  for  a  thousand  pound. 
Sar,  Nothing  but  to  borrow  your  upper  garments  a  little : 
*  I  word  more :  peace  for  waking  the  children.    There ;  put 
*8tt  OB ;  despatch,  my  lord ;  the  window  that  goes  out  into  the 
•^  is  sure  enough :  as  for  you,  I'll  bind  you  surely  in  the 
QKrroonL 

^Carries  the  Bishop  into  the  Tower y  and  returns, 
(ki.  This  is  well  begun ;  Qod  send  us  happy  speed  : 
vd  shift,  you  see,  men  make  in  time  of  need. 

IFuts  on  the  Bishop*s  cloak. 

Be-enter  the  Bishop  o/ E0CHE8TEE*8  Servants. 

1  Ssr.  I  marvel  that  my  lord  should  stay  so  long. 
i  Ser.  He  hath  sent  to  seek  us,  I  daro  lay  my  life. 
i  8er.  We  come  in  good  time ;  see  where  ho  is  coming. 
Sar.  I  beseech  you,  good  my  lord  of  Eochester, 
■0  ^vourable  to  my  lord  and  master. 
Cob.  The  inner  rooms  be  very  hot  and  close ; 
M  not  like  this  air  here  in  the  Tower. 

Sar.  His  case  is  hard,  my  lord.    [Aside."]    You  shall  scarcely 
^  out  of  the  Tower,  but  I'll  down  upon  them :  in  which  time 
"^  you  away.    Hard  under  Islington  wait  you  my  coming;  I 
'^jWng  my  lady  ready  with  horses  to  get  hence, 
w.  Fellow,  go  back  again  unto  thy  lord, 

Uw  Oaanjat*}  him. 


ISO  FI8BT  PAST  OF  [ACT  I 

Sar.  Nay,  mj  ffxnX  lord  of    Rochester,  FU  brmg  jon 
St.  Albans,  througli  the  woods,  I  warrsnt  you. 

Cob.  Villain,  away. 

Mar.  Nay,  sinoe  I  am  past  the  Tower's  liberty, 
You  pan  uob  so.  [Bt  iru 

Cob.  Clubs,  cluba,  olubs. 

1  Ser.  Murder,  murder,  murder. 

2  Ser.  Down  with  him. 

JSar,  Out,  you  cowardly  rogues,  [CoBnin  eiew 

Enter  LiBUTBKiST  qf  the  Totoer  and  WiBpKBS. 

Xuv.  Wbo  is  60  bold  to  dare  to  draw  a  sword 
So  near  unhi  the  eDtrati:»  of  the  Tuwer  F 

I  Ser,  Tbis  ruffian,  servant  to  Sir  John  Oldoastle, 
"Wae  like  to  have  sl^n  my  lord. 

IAbh.  Lay  hold  ou  him. 

Sar.  Bland  off,  ifrou  love  your  puddings, 

Moch.  JurHiin] .  Help,  belp,  belp,  master  lieutenaot,  lielp. 

Zieu.  Who's  that  within  P  Bome  treaeon  in  the  Tower, 
Upon  my  life,    Ixiok  in,  who's  that  which  calls  T 

Jla-en/er'WA&DBB,  and  the  Siakop  of  BocHESTEB,  bmni. 
lAeu.  "Without  your  oloat,  my  lord  of  Eochteter  ? 
Sur.  There,  uovr  1  seo  it  works :  then  let  me  stnepd. 

For  bow's  the  fltteal  time  to  tcape  away. 


Lien,  Why  do  you  look  so  Ehastly  and  aarightud  f 
Each,  Oldcastie,  that  traiUir,  and  his  mmi, 
"When  you  hail  left  roe  to  confer  wilto  him. 


ook,  bound,  and  elj'inji'd  me,  ai ,  ._._., 

And  left  me  lying  in  ma  inner  chamber. 
And  so  departed. 

1  Ser.  And  I 

Zim.  And  you  now  say  that  the  Lord  Cobham'a  r 
Did  hero  set  on  you  like  to  murder  you  ? 

1  Ssr.  And  so  ho  did. 

Socik.  It  was  upon  his  master  then  he  did, 
That  in  the  brawl  the  traitor  might  escape. 
liieu.  Where  is  this  Harpool  f 

2  Ser,  Here  he  was  even  now. 
lAeu.  Where  can  you  teUP 

2  Ser.  They  are  both  escaped. 

iiBB.  Since  it  so  happens  that  he  is  escaped, 
I  am  glad  you  arp  a  witness  of  the  same : 
It  miRht  have  else  been  laid  uuto  my  charge. 
That  I  had  been  oonsenting  to  the  fact. 

MooA,  Come; 
Search  shall  be  mode  for  him  with  expedition. 
The  haven 'slaid*  that  he  shall  not  esrape: 
And  hue  and  cry  continue  tbraughout  Engknd, 
To  find  this  damned,  dangerous  heretic 

•  J.  f.  waylaid  or  ^uordod. 
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ACT  V. 

SCJENJS  I,— A  Boom  f»  Lord  Cobham's  \oute  in  Kent. 

IBmter  Cahbbidoi,  Scboopb,  and  Obey.  They  tit  down  at  a 
table  r  EiNO  Henbt,  SUFFOLK,  GOBHAM,  ai»d  other  Lords^ 
Uatening  at  the  door. 

Cam.  In  mine  opinion,  Scroope  hath  well  advised ; 
Poison  will  he  the  only  aptest  mean, 
And  fittest  for  our  purpose  to  despatch  him. 

Qrey.  But  yet  there  may  he  douht  in  the  delivery : 
Hairy  is  wise ;  and  therefore,  earl  of  Gamhridge, 
I  judge  that  way  not  so  convenient. 

Scroope.  What  think  ye  then  of  this  P  I  am  his  hed-fellow, 
And  unsuspected  nightly  sleep  with  him. 
'Wfasfe  if  I  venture,  in  those  suent  hours 
When  sleep  hath  sealed  up  all  mortal  eyes, 
<Do  murder  him  in  hed  ?  how  like  ye  that  ? 

Cam.  Herein  consists  no  safety  for  yourself: 
And  you  disdosed,  what  shall  heoome  of  us  ? 
But  this  day,  as  ye  know,  he  will  ahoard 
(The  wind 's  so  fiiir),  and  set  away  for  France : 
I^  as  he  goes,  or  entering  in  the  ship, 
Jt  might  oe  done,  then  were  it  excellent. 

Qr^.  Why,  any  of  these :  or,  if  you  will,  I'll  cause 
A  present  sil^ng  o'  the  council,  wherein 
I  will  pretend  some  matter  of  such  weight 
As  needs  must  have  his  royal  company ; 
And  so  despatch  him  in  his  council-chamher. 

Cam.  Tush,  yet  I  hear  not  anything  to  purpose. 
I  wonder  that  Lord  Cobham  stays  so  long ; 
Sis  counsel  in  this  case  would  much  avau  us. 

[The  Kino  and  his  Lords  advance, 
Scroope.  What,  shall  we  rise  thus,  and  determine  nothing  ? 
r.  Hen.  That  were  a  shame  indeed :  no,  sit  again. 

And  you  shall  have  my  counsel  in  this  case. 

If  you  can  find  no  way  to  kill  the  king. 

Then  you  shall  see  how  I  can  furnish  you. 

Scroope's  way  by  poison  was  indifferent ; 

But  yet,  being  bea-fellow  to  the  king, 

Aod  unsuspected  sleeping  in  his  bosom, 

In  mine  opinion  that's  the  likelier  way  : 

for  such  false  friends  are  able  to  do  much, 

^  silent  night  is  treason's  fittest  friend. 

Now,  Cambridge,  in  his  setting  hence  for  France, 

Or  by  the  way,  or  as  he  ^oes  aboard, 

To  do  the  deed,  that  was  mdifferent  too, 

Biit  somewhat  doubtful. 

Junry,  Lord  Grey  came  very  near  the  point. 

To  have  the  king  at  council,  and  there  murder  him, 

^  Cesar  was,  among  bis  dearest  friends. 
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Tell  me,  oh  tell  me,  you,  bright  honour's  stains. 
For  which  of  all  my  kindnesses  to  you, 
Are  ye  become  thus  traitors  to  vour  kmg, 
And  France  must  have  the  spou  of  Harry's  life  ? 

All.  Oh  pardon  us,  dread  lord. 

K.  Henry.  How !  pardon  you !  that  were  a  sin  indeed. 
Drag  them  to  death,  which  justly  they  deserve : 
AndFrance shall  dearly  buy  this  villainy. 
So  soon  as  we  set  footing  on  her  breast 
God  have  the  praise  for  our  deliverance ! 
And  next  our  thanks,  Lord  Cobham,  is  to  thee^ 
True  perfect  mirror  of  nobility.  [Sgmd. 

SCSNE II.— A  High  Rood  near  8t  AJham. 
Enter  SiB  JoHK  and  DOLL. 

Sir  John.  Come,  Doll^me,  be  merry,  wench.  Farewell  Kent; 
we  are  not  for  thee.  Be  lusty,  my  lass ;  come^  for  LanoMhiw: 
we  must  nip  the  bung  for  these  crowns.* 

Doll.  Why,  is  all  the  gold  spent  already,  that  you  had  Ihi 
other  day  ? 

Sir  John.  Gone.  Doll,  gone;  flown,  spen^  vanished.  Hi 
devil,  drink,  and  dice,  have  devoured  all. 

Doll.  Tou  might  have  left  me  in  Kent,  till  you  had  been  betts 
provided. 

Sir  John.  No,  DolLno ;  Kent 's  too  hot,  DolL  Kent 's  too  hot 
The  weathercock  of  Wrotham  will  crow  no  longer ;  we  hafs 
pluck'd  him,  he  has  lost  his  feathers ;  I  have  pruned  him,  kft 
nim  bare  thrice  ;t  he  is  moulted,  he  is  moulted,  wench. 

Doll.  I  might  have  ^ne  to  service  again ;  old  Master  Hniiool 
told  me  he  would  provide  me  a  mistress. 

Sir  John.  Peace,  Doll,  peace.  Come,  mad  wenoh.  111  nuke 
thee  an  honest  woman ;  we'll  into  Lancashire  to  our  ftiendi: 
the  troth  is,  I'll  marry  thee.  We  want  but  a  little  money,  tad 
money  we  will  have,  I.  warrant  thee.  Stay;  who  comes  ben  P 
Some  Irish  villain,  methinks.  that  has  slain  a  man,  and  now  ii 
rifling  of  him.    Stand  close,  Doll ;  we'll  see  the  end. 

EtUer  an  I&ISHMAN  with  his  dead  Matter.     He  layt  kimiowt, 

and  rifles  him. 

Irishm.  Alas,  poe  master.  Sir  Bichard  Lee ;  be  Saint  Pstrid; 
Iso  rob  and  cut  thy  trote,  for  dy  shain,t  and  dy  mony,  anddr 
gold  ring.  Be  me  truly,  Ise  love  dee  well,  but  now  dow  be  kdl 
dow  be  snotten  knave. 

Sir  John.  Stand,  sirrah  j  what  art  thou  ? 

Irishm.  Be  Saint  Patrick,  mester,  Ise  poor  Irisman ;  In  i 
leufter.§ 

Sir  John.  Sirrah,  sirrah,  you're  a  damn'd  rogue ;  you  bin 
killed  a  man  here,  and  rifled  him  of  all  that  he  has.    'Sbk)o4 

*  I.e.  cut  a  pone. 

t  In  Wales  the  geese  bear  placking  twice  a  year.    Hie  bird  ivliidi  tti 
person  left  after  thrice  placking^,  would  Indeed  be  worth  nothing. 
t  L  e.  for  thy  chain.  S  ^  vw«  n^^^IoqruI. 
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le.  delifer,  or  FU  not  leave  you  so  much  as  a  hair  above 
ulders,  you  whorson  Irish  dog.  [Eobs  him, 

k  Wei's  me !  by  Saint  Patrick,  Ise  kill  my  mester  for  his 
d  his  ring ;  and  now  Ise  be  rob  of  all.    He's  undo. 
hn.  Avaunt,  you  rascal :  go  sirrah,  be  walking.    Come, 
e  devil  laughs  when  one  thief  robs  another.    Come, 
7611  to  St.  Albans,  and  revel  in  our  bower,  my  brave 

0,  thoa  art  old  Sir  John,  when  all's  done,  i'  faith. 

"B  UL — 8t,  Albcnu,    The  Entrance  of  a  Carriers  Inn. 

Enter  Host  and  the  Ibishman. 

t.  Be  me  tro,  mester,  Ise  poor  Irisman,  Ise  want  ludging. 
>  no  money,  Ise  starve  and  cold :  good  mester,  give  hur 
»t ;  Ise  famise  and  tya 

"Fiiith,  feUow,  I  have  no  lodging,  but  what  I  keep  for 
its.  Am  for  meat,  thou  shalt  nave  as  much  as  there  is ; 
hou  wilt  lie  in  the  barn,  there's  fair  straw,  and  room 

1.  Ise  tank  my  mester  heartily. 
Ho,  Bobin. 

Enter  BoBiN. 
i¥ho  calls? 
Show  this  poor  Irishman  to  the  bam ;  go,  sirrah. 

[Exeunt  BoBlK  and  Ibishman. 

Enter  Cabbibb  and  Katb. 

Whxfa  within  here?  who  looks  to  the  horses?    Uds 

sre's  fine  work :  the  hens  in  the  maunger,  and  the  hogs 

tier.    A  hots 'found*  you  all ;  here's  a  house  well  looked 

h. 

Mass,  Gaff  Club,  Ise  very  cawd.t 

3«t  in,  Kate,  get  in  to  fire,  and  warm  thee.  John  Ostler. 

What,  Gaffer  Club !    Welcome  to  St.  Albans. 

»  all  our  Mends  in  Lancashire  ? 

Enter  OsTLBB. 

'Tell,  God-a-mercy.  John,  how  does  Tom  ?  where  is  he  ? 
rom's  gone  from  hence;  he's  at  the  Three  Horse- 
it  Stony-Stratford.    How  does  old  Dick  Dun  ? 
Ids  heart  old  Dun  has  bin  moyr'd§  in  a  slough  in 
ll-hoie.    A  plague  'found  it !  yonder's  such  abomination 
as  was  never  seen. 
[Ids  heart!  Thief!  'a  shall  have  one  half  peck  of  pea^ 

horaewonn  confound. 

e  Mass,  Oalfer  Qub,  I'm  very  cold. 

»  were  not  so  osaally  fed  with  corn  loose  in  the  manger,  in  tiie 

"""nr,  as  with  their  provender  made  into  loaves. 
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and  oats  more  for  that,  as  I  am  John  Ostler ;  he  has  been  tmtm 

good  a  jade  as  ever  travelled. 
Car.  'Faith,  well  said,  old  Jack ;  thoa  art  the  old  lad  stilL 
OstL  Come,  GaiTer  Club,  unload,  unload,  and  get  to  supper. 

iJExmL 

SOJSNIHK— The  tame.    A  Soom  in  tk«  CarrUtf's  Inn. 
Enter  Host,  Lobd  Cobham,  and  Habpool. 

SoH.  Sir,  you're  welcome  to  this  house,  to  such  as  is  her^ 
with  all  my  heart :  but  I  fear  your  lodging  will  be  the  worst  I 
have  but  two  beos,  and  they  are  both  in  a  chamber;  and  the 
carrier  and  his  daughter  Ues  in  the  one,  and  you  and  yoar 
wife  must  lie  in  the  other. 

Coh.  'Faith,  Sir,  for  myself  I  do  not  greatly  pass : 
My  wife  is  weary,  and  would  be  at  rest. 
For  we  have  travell'd  very  far  to-day; 
We  must  be  content  with  such  as  you  have. 

Host,  But  I  cannot  tell  what  to  do  with  your  man. 

Har.  What?  hast  thou  never  an  empty  room  in  fhyhiiM 
for  me  ? 

Most.  Not  a  bed,  in  troth.  There  came  a  x>oor  Irishmm.  nd 
I  lodged  him  in  the  bam,  where  he  has  fiur  straw,  aJtiumffike 
have  nothing  else. 

E(m:  Well,  mine  host,  I  pr'ythee  help  me  to  a  pair  of  den 
sheets,  and  1^1  go  lodge  with  him. 

Host.  By  the  mass,  that  thou  shalt^  a  good  pair  of  beDpea 
sheets*  were  ne'er  lain  in :  oome.  [JStms^ 

8CENB  K—The  same.    A  Street 
Enter  Mayob,  Constable,  (mm2  Watco. 

Mayor.  What  ?  have  you  search'd  the  town  P 

Con.  All  the  town.  Sir ;  we  have  not  left  a  house  unnaren 
that  uses  to  lodge. 

Mayor.  Surely,  my  lord  of  Bodiester  was  l^ien  deceived. 
Or  ill-inform'd  of  Sur  John  Oldcastle ; 
Or  if  he  came  this  way,  he's  i)ast  the  town : 
He  could  not  else  have  scaped  you  in  the  search. 

Con.  The  privy  watch  hath  been  abroad  all  night ; 
And  not  a  sbranger  lodgeth  in  the  town 
But  he  is  known ;  only  a  lusty  priest 
We  found  in  bed  with  a  young  pretly  wench. 
That  says  she  is  his  wife,  yonder  at  the  Shears : 
But  we  have  charged  the  host  with  his  forthcoming 
To-morrow  morning. 

Mayor.  What  think  you  best  to  doP 

Con.  'Faith,  master  mayor,  here's  a  few  straggling  hooeH 
beyond  the  bridge,  and  a  little  inn  where  carriers  used  Sd  k^i 
although  I  think  surely  he  would  ne'er  lodge  there :  bat  welTlQ 
search,  and  the  rather  because  there  came  notioe  to  the  toWB  v 
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.  of  an  Irishxiuui,  that  had  done  a  murther,  whom  we 
ke  search  for. 
Come  theot  I  pray  you,  and  be  ciroumspeot. 

IJSieeimi  Mayob,  Constablb,  ^e. 

mrS  VT.—The  tame.    Before  the  Carrier^s  Itm. 
JEwter  'WaTCR. 

i.  first  beeet  Uie  house,  before  you  begin  to  search. 
i.  Content ;  every  man  take  a  several  place. 

[A  noiee  wUiin, 
p,  sinke  JUm  down  there,  down  with  him^ 

from  the  Inn,  the  Mayob  and  Conbtablb,  with  the 
IbISHMAN  in  Habfool's  apparel. 

yme,  you  TiUainous  heretic^  tell  us  where  your  mas- 

Yatmester? 

Yat  mester,  you  counterfeit  rebel?  This  shall  not 
r  turn. 

Be  Sunt  Patrick  I  ha'  no  mester. 
liere's  the  Lord  Cobham,  Sir  John  Oldcastle,  that 
iped  out  of  the  Tower  ? 

V  at  Ix^  Cobham  ? 

You  counterfeit,  this  shall  not  serve  you :  we'll  torture 
make  you  to  confess  where  that  arch-heretic  is.  Come, 
fast. 

Ahone,  ahon^ahone,  a  cree ! 
hone!  you (arafty rascad ?  [Exeunt, 

lENB  VJL—The  same.    The  yard  of  the  Inn, 
JSnter  LoBD  CoBKAM  in  his  night-gown, 

arpool,  Harpool,  I  hear  a  marvellous  noise 

3  house.    God  warrant  us,  I  fear 

irsued.    What,  Harpool  ? 

from  the  ham'].  Who  calls  there  ? 

is  I ;  dost  l^ou  not  hear  a  noise  about  the  house  ? 

from  the  ham'].  Yes,  marry,  do  I.    Zounds,  I  cannot 

nd 

This  Irish  rascal,  that  lodged  with  me 
,  hath  stolen  my  apparel,  and 
ne  nothing  but  a  lousy  mantle,* 
r  of  bro^oes.    Get  up,  get  up,  and,  if 
3r  and  his  wench  be  yet  asleep, 
Ml  with  him,  as  he  hath  done  with  me, 
r  we  can  scape.  [Exit  Lobd  Cobham. 

mOe^  or  long  cloak,  was  the  common  dress  of  the  andeat 
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SCEyjE  mL^The  same. 

A  noue  about  the  house  for  tome  time.  Then  enter  HaSPOOIw 
the  Irishman^*  apparel;  <A«MaT0B,  CONSTABLE, omI Wild 
cf  St,  Albans  meeting  him. 

.   Con,  Stand  close,  here  comes  the  Irishmaa  that  did  fbe 
murder ;  by  all  tokens  this  is  he. 

Mayor,  And  i)eroeiying  the  house  beset,  would  gel  wnj. 
Stand,  sirrah. 

Sar,  What  art  thou  that  bidd'st  me  stand  ? 

Con.  I  am  the  officer :  and  am  come  to  search  for  an  Irishntfi. 
such  a  yUlain  as  thyself  that  hast  murdered  a  man  this  last  nicp 
by  the  high  way. 

Sar,  'Sblood,  constable,  art  thou  mad  ?  am  I  an  IrishmaiiP 

Mayor,  Sirrah^  we'll  find  you  an  Irishman  before  we  part; 
Lay  hold  upon  hmi. 

Con,  Make  him  fast    O  thou  bloody  rogue ! 

JEnter  LoBD  and  Lady  Cobhah,  in  the  apparel  of  the  Carrkr 

and  his  daughter. 

Coh,  What,  will  these  ostlers  sleep  all  day  P  Good  momv, 
good  morrow.  Come  wench,  come.  Saddle,  sadcUe ;  now  ifan 
ijrod  two  fair  days,  ha  ? 

Con,  Who  ^oes  there  ? 

Mayor.  O  'tis  Lancashire  carrier ;  let  them  pass. 

Cob.  What,  will  nobody  ope  the  gates  here  ? 
Come,  let's  in  to  stable,  to  look  to  our  capuls. 

[JSxewU  LOBD  and  LaDY  COBHAlf. 

Car.  [within'].  Host.  Why,  ostler  ?  Zooks,  here's  such  abomi- 
nation company  of  boys.  A  pox  of  this  pigstye  at  the  house' end; 
it  fills  all  the  house  f lul  of  fleas.    Ostler,  ostler. 

Mder  Ostleb. 

Ostl.  Who  calls  there  ?  what  would  you  have  ? 

Car,  [within'].  Zooks,  do  you  rob  your  guests  ? 
Do  you  lodge  rogues,  and  slaves,  and  scoundrels,  ha  ? 
They  ha'  stolen  our  clothes  here.    Why,  ostler. 

Ostl.  A  murrain  choke  you ;  what  a  bawling  you  keep  I 

Enter  HOST. 

• 

J^ost.  How  now?  what  would  the  carrier  have  ? 
Look  up  there.  ^^ 

Ostl.  They  say  that  the  man  and  the  woman  that  lay  hj  w^ 
have  stolen  their  clothes.  « 

Host.  What,  are  the  strange  folks  up,  that  came  in  yestemigb*  ^ 

Con,  What,  mine  host,  up  so  early  P 

Jlost.  What,  master  mayor,  and  master  constable  ? 

Mayor.  We  are  come  to  seek  for  some  suspected  persona^ 
And  such  as  here  we  found  have  apprehended. 


<5» 
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nUr  Gabbieb  amd  Katk  in  LoBD  and  Lady  Cobham's 

clothet, 
m.  Who  comes  here  ? 

w.  Who  oomes  here  P  a  pla^e  'found  'em.  "  You  bawl," 
h-a ;  ods  h^urt,  PU  forswear  your  house ;  you  lodged  a  fellow 
his  wife  by  us,  that  ha'  run  away  with  our  'parel,  and  left  us 
row-gaws  here : — Come,  Kate,  oome  to  me ;  thou's  dizeard  * 

aifor.  Mine  host,  know  you  this  man  ? 

ost.  Yes.  master  mayor.  Til  give  my  word  for  him.    Why, 

hboor  Club,  how  oomes  this  gear  about  ? 

aie.  Now,  a  foul  on't,  I  cannot  make  this  gew-gaw  stand  on 

bead. 

'ayor.  How  came  this  man  and  woman  thus  attired  ? 

oit.  Here  came  a  man  and  woman  hither  this  last  night, 

ich  I  did  take  for  substantial  people, 

lodged  all  in  one  chamber  by  these  folks ; 

hinks  they  have  been  so  bold  to  change  apparel, 

gone  away  this  morning;  ere  they  rose. 

apor.  That  was  that  traitor  Oldcastle  that  thus 

{ied  usL    Make  hue  and  cry  jet  after  him ; 

p  &st  that  traitorous  rebel  his  servant  there : 

weU,  mine  host.  [JExit  Mayob. 

H*.  Come,  Kate  Owdham,  thou  and  I's  trimly  dizard. 

jU.  r  faitlL  Gaff  Club,  Ise  wot  ne'er  what  to  do, 

)e  so  flouted  and  so  shouted  at ;  but,  by  the  mass, 

ay. 

\Exeunt  Gabbieb  <»nd  his  Daughteb,  Host,  Habpool, 
Comstablbs,  ({-O. 

8CBNI1 IX.— A  wood  near  St,  Albans, 

JEnter  LOBD  a^d  Lady  Gobham,  disguised, 

)b.  Gome,  madam,  happily  escaped.    Here  let  us  sit ; 

Elaoe  is  far  remote  from  any  path ; 
ere  awhile  our  weary  limbs  may  rest 
iake  refreshing,  free  firom  the  pursuit 
Qvious  Bochester. 
Cob.  But  where,  my  lord, 
1  we  find  rest  for  our  disquiet  minds  ? 
re  dwell  untamed  thoughts,  that  hardly  stoop 
uch  abasement  of  disdained  rags : 
were  not  wont  to  travel  thus  by  night, 
idalbr  on  foot, 
ift.  No  matter,  love; 
"emities  admit  no  better  choice, 
,  were  it  not  for  thee,  say  froward  time 
oted  a  greater  task,  I  would  esteem  it 
ightly  as  the  wind  that  blows  upon  us. 

*  I, «.  bedizened. 


But  in  th;  sufisnce  I  am  ilnubl;  buk'd ; 
Thou  w»at  not  wont  to  hare  the  earth  thy  stool, 
Nor  tha  moist  dewy  gnas  thy  pillow,  m 
mi — A — !.__  .^  beiuo  widf  ' — '■ — 


Cob.  How  can  it  seem  a  trouble,  haTiiig  rtnt 


on^^^^H 


LO  wide  horixoD. 
.  ob.  How  can  i 

■»■■-  — lUB  lora,  yourpresont 

If  Bhould  he  now  seise  upoo  .^c,  . 

IBha  produiyei  tome  bread  and  cheett,  and  a  M 
Behold  what  my  foresight  hath  uDderts'ec, 
Pot  fear  we  Mut ;  tbey  are  but  bomely  Dates ; 
Yet  sauced  with  hungar,  they  may  seem  as  sweet  , 

As  greater  duntiea  we  were  wont  te  taste. 

tS>b,  Fraiae  be  to  him  w  hode  pUnty  eenda  both  this 
And  all  things  else  oar  mortal  bodies  need  ! 
Nor  Booro  we  this  poor  feeding,  nor  the  «tat« 
We  Qow  are  in  ;  for  what  is  it  on  earth, 
Nay,  under  heaTeo,  oootinues  at  a  stay  ? 
Eblw  not  the  sea,  wnen  it  hath  overBow'd  ? 
Follows  not  darkness,  when  the  day  is  gone  ? 
And  see  we  not  sometime*  the  eye  of  heaven 
Dimm'd  with  o'er-Byiug  clouds  ?    There's  not  that  w 


or  csfeful  nature,  or  of  cunning  a 

How  strong,  how  beauteous,  or  ni     _, 

But  falls  in  time  to  ruin.    Here,  gentle  madam. 


itwwil 

■i 


1  this  one  draugbt  I  wash  my  sorrow  down.  [Oi 

Z.  Cob.  And  I,  enoouragod  with  your  uhcerfut  speedi. 
Will  do  the  like. 


Or  not  remember  whore  we  bade  him  meet  m, 
II  were  the  thinft  of  all  things  else,  that  now 
Could  breed  revolt  in  this  new  neaco  of  mlud. 

L,  Cob.  Pear  not,  my  lord,  he's  witty  to  deTise, 
And  atrong  to  execute  a  present  sliift. 

Coh,  That  power  be  still  his  guide,  hath  guided  u 
My  drowsy  eves  wax  heavy ;  early  nabg, 
Together  with  the  travel  vte  have  hod, 
Hdies  me  that  I  oould  gladly  take  a  nap 
Were  I  persuaded  we  might  be  seourc. 

L.  Cob.  Let  that  depend  on  me:  whilst  you  do  sleep 
I'll  watch  that  no  miBforlune  happen  us. 

Cob.  I  shall,  dear  wife,  bo  too  mucll  trouble  to 

L.  Cob.  Urge  not  that ; 
My  duty  hinds  me,  and  yaur  love  commands. 
1  would  I  hod  the  skill,  with  tuned  voice 
To  draw  on  sleep  with  some  aweet  melody. 
But  imperfedjon,  and  uneptneas  tun, 
Are  both  repugnant :  tear  inaeris  the  one ; 
The  other  nature  hath  denied  tiie  u«t'. 
But  what  talk  I  of  means  U,  jiui-clmse  that 
Is  freely  happen'd  P    Sleep  wiLli  gentle  hand 


""    J 
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1  shut  his  eydidfl.    O  victorious  labour, 

'  soon  tl^  power  can  diarm  the  body's  sense ! 

now  tfa<Mi  likewise  climb'st  unto  my  brain^ 

ing  my  heavy  teniples  stoop  to  thee. 

it  Qod  of  hfiftven,  from  clanger  keep  us  free !     [Falls  asleep. 

Enter  SiS  TlTClTART)  Leb,  and  his  Servants, 

r  Sidh.  A  murder  closely  done  ?  and  in  my  ground  ? 

tk  careftilly ;  if  anywhere  it  were, 

>  obscure  tnicket  is  the  likeliest  place.  [Exit  a  Servant, 

Be-enter  Sbbyant,  hearing  a  dead  Body, 

r.  Sir,  I  have  found  the  body  stiff  with  cold, 
mangled  cruelly  with  many  wounds. 
rBieh,  Look,  if  thou  knowst  him ;  turn  his  body  up. 
ik,  it  is  my  son,  my  son  and  heir. 
ya.  two  years  smoe  I  sent  to  Ireland, 
nctise  there  the  discipline  of  war ; 
coming  home  (for  so  he  wrote  to  me), 
e  savage  heart,  some  bloody  devilish  hand, 
er  in  hate^  or  thirstine  for  his  coin, 
1  here  duioed  out  his  olood.    Unhappy  hour ! 
used  place !  but  most  inconstant  fate, 
•  liadst  reserved  him  from  the  bullet's  fire, 
suffered  him  to  scape  the  wood-kerns'  fury,* 
b  here  ordain  the  treasure  of  his  hfe, 
k  here  within  the  arms  of  tender  peace, 
e  consumed  by  treason's  wasteful  hand ! 
,  which  is  mosib  afflicting  to  my  soul, 
this  his  death  and  murder  should  be  wrought 
lout  the  knowledge  by  whose  means  'twas  done. 
ler.  Not  so.  Sir;  I  have  found  the  authors  of  it. 
irhere  they  sit ;  and  in  their  bloody  fists 
fjEUal  instruments  of  death  and  sin. 
r  Rich.  Just  judgment  of  that  power,  whose  gracious  eye, 
hing  the  sight  of  such  a  heinous  fact, 
sled  their  senses  with  benumbing  sleep, 
^ir  unhallow'd  treachery  was  known. 
ke,  ye  monsters,  murderers,  awake ; 
able  for  horror ;  blush,  you  cannot  choose, 
Dlding  this  unhuman  deed  of  yours. 
)b.  wiuit  mean  you,  Sir,  to  trouble  weary  souls, 
interrupt  us  of  our  quiet  sleep  ? 
r  Rich.  O  devilish !  can  you  boast  unte  yourselves 
diet  sleep,  having  within  your  hearts 
guilt  of  murder  waking,  that  with  cries 
s  the  loud  thunder,  ana  solicits  heaven 
h  more  than  mandrakes'  shrieks  for  your  offence  ? 
Cob.  What  murder  ?    You  upbraid  us  wrongfully. 

*  The  ken&  was  the  Irish  light-armed  foot  soldier. 
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Sir  Bieh.  Cui  ;au  deny  tbe  faat  f  si 
The  body jjftaj'  »b,  by  you  misdoiie} 

fou  whore  tl 

Icuires  fast  t 
_ .  -  it  Ibis  olotb  aa  rvKumDiit  beside, 
IhuB  stua'd  and  spatted  with  hia  inaoceat  bli>D(l  ? 
'Ihese  gpeaJdag  characters,  w  ere  there  nothing  else 
To  plead  against  you,  would  convict  ^ou  both. 
To  Hertford  with  them,  where  the  'sizes  now 
Are  kept;  their  lives  aliall  answer  for  ray  son's 
Lost  lile. 

Cob.  As  we  are  innoaent.  so  may  we  speed. 

Sir  Eich.  As  I  am  wrong'il,  so  may  the  law  proceed.  [Sx 

SCElfE  X—Sl.  Albaiu. 
Eattr  the  Bishop  ((f  SOCHESTEB,  CoNHTiEtB  of  SL  41 
viith  Sia  John  and  Doll,  aid  the  Tri-jctmiw  m  Hasfi 

Hoeh.  What  intricate  connision  have  we  here  ? 
Not  two  hours  riace  we  apprehended  one 
Id  habit  Irish,  but  io  Bpeocb.  not  bo  ; 
And  DOW  j'ou  bring  another,  that  in  speech 
Is  Irish,  but  in  habit  English :  yea. 
And  more  than  bo,  the  servant  of  that  heretio 
Lord  Cobham. 

ZruAn.  Fait,  mo  ba  no  aervant  of  de  Lort  Cobhain ;  ttt 
Mack-Shane,  of  Ulster. 

Roch.  Otherwise  call'd  Harpoal,  of  Eent;  go  to.  Sir, 
You  cannot  blind  us  with  yaur  broken  IrisL 

Sir  John.  Trust  me,  lord  bishop,  whether  Irish  or  Ed 
Harpool  or  not  Harpool,  (hat  I  leave  to  the  trial: 
But  sure  I  am,  this  man  by  faoe  and  speech. 
Is  he  that  murder'd  young  Sir  Richard  Lee 
(I  met  him  presently  upon  the  faiit) ; 
And  that  be  slow  his  master  for  that  gold. 
Those  jewels,  and  that  chain,  I  took  uom  him. 

Soei.  Well,  our  affairs  do  call  us  back  to  London, 
So  that  we  cannot  proseoute  the  cause. 
As  we  desire  to  do ;  therefore  we  leave 
The  charge  with  you,  to  see  they  be  eoDvey*d  [To  U* 
To  Hertfotd  'sizes ;  both  this  counterfeiti 
And  you.  Sir  John  of  Wrutham,  and  your  wenob ; 
Por  you  are  culpable  as  well  as  Ihey. 
Though  not  for  murder,  yet  fur  felony. 
But  »ince  you  ore  the  means  to  briug  to  light 
This  graceiesi  murder,  you  shall  bear  with  you 
Our  letters  to  the  judges  of  the  bench. 
To  be  your  friends  in  what  they  lawful  may. 

Sir  Join.  I  thank  your  lordship.  [. 
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SCENE  XI.^Heiiford.  A  Hall  cf  Justice, 

Gaolsb  amd  his  Servami,  bringing  forth  LoBD  COBHAM 

in  irons. 

)L  Bring  forth  the  prisoners,  see  the  court  prepared ; 

istices  are  ooming  to  the  bench : 

)  him  stand ;  away  and  fetch  the  rest.  lExit  Servant. 

.  0,  give  me  patience  to  endure  this  scourge, 

that  urt  fountain  of  this  virtuous  stream ; 

hough  contempt,  &lse  witness,  and  reproach 

on  tnese  iron  gyves,  to  press  my  life 

f  as  earth,  yet  stren^en  me  with  faith, 

I  may  mount  in  spirit  above  the  clouds. 

ter  Gaoleb's  Servant,  bringing  i»  Lady  Cobham  and 

Habfool. 

oomes  my  lady.    Sorrow,  'tis  for  her 

round  is  grievous ;  else  I  scoff  at  thee. 

s  and  poor  Harpool,  art  thou  i'  the  briers  too  ? 

r.  r  faith,  my  lord,  I  am  in,  get  out  how  I  can. 

'Job,  Say.  gentle  lord  (for  now  we  are  alone, 

nay  confer),  shall  we  confess  in  brief 

lenoe,  and  what  we  are,  and  so  prevent 

(Ocuoition  is  oommenoea  minst  us  ? 

K  What  will  that  help  us  f  Being  known,  sweet  love^ 

tiall  for  heresy  be  put  to  death, 

)  they  term  the  religion  we  profess. 

\  we  die,  let  this  our  comfort  be, 

of  the  guilt  imposed  our  souls  are  f^. 

r.  Ay,  ay,  my  lord ;  Harpool  is  so  resolved. 

I  of  death  the  less,  in  that  I  die 

ly  tiie  sentence  of  that  envious  priest 

%5.  Well,  be  it  then  according  as  heaven  please. 

' ike ZxTDOfE <^  AMwe,  and  JUSTICES;  the  Mayor  of  St. 
Hms,  LOBD  amd  Lady  Powis,  and  SiR  Kichard  Lee. 
i  JUDOB  and  JumCEa  take  their  Places  on  tlie  Bench. 

Ige.  Now.  master  mayor,  what  gentleman  is  that 

bring  witnyou  before  us  to  the  bench  ? 

^9or,  The  Lord  Powis^  an  if  it  Uke  your  honour, 

this  his  lady  travelling  toward  Wales, 

,  for  they  lodged  last  night  within  my  house, 

my  lord  bishop  did  lay  wait  for  such, 

I  very  willing  to  come  on  with  me, 

for  their  sakes,  suspidon  we  might  wrong. 

Ige,  We  cry  your  honour  mercy :  good  my  lord, 

fc  please  you  take  your  place.    Madam,  vour  ladyship 

here,  or  where  you  will,  repose  yourself, 

1  this  business  now  in  hana  be  past. 

torn,  I  will  withdraw  into  some  other  room, 

tX  your  lordship  and  the  rest  be  pleased. 

^  With  all  our  hearts :  Attend  the  lady  there. 
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Pow.  Wife,  I  have  eyed  yon  prisoners  all  this  while, 
And  mv  conceit  doth  tell  me,  tis  our  friend 
The  noble  Cobham,  and  his  virtuous  lady.  [Aiiii* 

L.  Pow.  I  think  no  less :  are  they  suspected  for  this  murder? 

Pow.  What  it  means 
I  cannot  tell,  but  we  shall  know  anon. 
Meantime,  as  you  -pass  by  them,  ask  the  question ; 
But  do  it  secretly,  that  you  be  not  seen. 
And  make  some  sign,  that  I  may  know  your  mind. 

IShe  passes  over  the  stage  if  ilM> 

L.  Pow.  My  lord  Cobham !    Madam ! 

Cob.  No  Cobham  now,  nor  madam,  as  you  love  us; 
But  John  of  Lancashire,  and  Joan  his  wife. 

L.  Pow.  O  tell,  what  is  it  that  our  love  can  do 
To  pleasure  you,  for  we  are  bound  to  you  ? 

Cob.  Notmng  but  this,  that  you  conceal  our  names ; 
So,  gentle  lady,  pass ;  for  being  spied 

Jj.  Pow.  My  heart  I  leave,  to  bear  part  of  your  grief. 

Judge.  Call  the  prisoners  to  the  bar.    Sir  Kichard  Lee, 
What  evidence  can  you  bring  against  these  people, 
To  prove  them  guilty  of  the  murder  done  ? 

Sir  Rich.  This  bloody  towel,  and  these  naked  knives : 
Beside,  we  found  them  sitting  by  the  place 
Where  the  dead  body  lay  within  a  bush. 

Judge.  What  answer  you,  why  law  should  not  proceed, 
According  to  this  evidence  given  in. 
To  tax  you  with  the  penalty  of  death  ? 

Cob.  That  we  are  free  from  murder's  very  thought. 
And  know  not  how  the  gentleman  was  slain. 

1  Just  How  came  this  linen  cloth  so  bloody  then  ? 
L.  Cob.  My  husband  hot  with  travelling,  my  lord. 

His  nose  gush'd  out  a  bleeding :  that  was  it. 

2  Jtist  But  how  came  your  sharp-edged  knives  unsheatb^df 
L.  Cob.  To  cut  such  simple  victuial  as  we  had. 

Judge.  Say  we  admit  this  answer  to  those  articles, 
What  made  you*  in  so  private  a  dark  nook. 
So  far  remote  from  any  common  path. 
As  was  the  thickf  where  the  dead  corpse  was  thrown  ? 

Cob.  Journeying,  my  lord,  f^om  London,  from  the  term,! 
Down  into  Lancashire,  where  we  do  dwell, 
And  what  with  age  and  travel  being  faint. 
We  gladly  sought  a  place  where  we  might  rest, 
Pree  from  resort  of  other  passengers ; 
And  so  we  stray'd  into  that  secret  comer. 

Judge.  These  are  but  ambages  to  drive  off  time^ 
And  linger  justice  from  her  purposed  end. 

Enter  CONSTABLE,  with  the  Ibishman,  Sir  Johk,  and  BotL 

But  who  are  these  ? 

*  I.  e.  what  were  you  doing  ?  t  Thick,  for  fhickci 

t  The  law  terms  are  mentioned  in.  our  ancient  dramas  as  tbe  grest<(* 
of  busmess,  pleasure,  and  pto^t. 
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k  Stay  judgment,  and  release  those  innocents ; 
ere  is  he  whose  hand  hath  done  the  deed 
rhich  they  stand  indicted  at  the  har ; 
»vage  yillain,  this  rude  Irish  slave : 
ongue  already  hath  confessed  the  fact, 
bere  is  witness  to  confirm  as  much. 
John.  Yes,  my  good  lord ;  no  sooner  had  he  slain 
aving  master  for  the  wealth  he  had, 
[  upon  the  instant  met  with  him : 
what  he  purchased  with  the  loss  of  hlood, 
.  strokes  I  presently  bereaved  him  of : 
of  the  which  is  spent ;  the  rest  remaining 
lingly  surrender  to  the  hands 
1  Sir  Bichard  Lee,  as  being  his : 
&  my  lord  judge,  I  do  greet  vour  honour 
.  letters  from  my  lord  of  Bocnester.  \_Delif)er8  a  letter, 

Bich,  Is  this  the  wolf  whose  thirsty  throat  did  drink 
ear  son's  blood  P  art  l^ou  the  cursed  snake 
lerish'd,  yet  with  envious  piercing  sting 
I'dst  him  mortally  ?    Wert  not  that  the  law 
Is  ready  to  revenge  thy  cruelty, 
or  to  God,  thy  master,  and  to  me, 
>  hands  should  be  thy  executioner. 
Ige.  Patience,  Sir  Bichard  Lee,  you  shall  have  justice, 
'act  is  odious ;  therefore  take  him  hence, 
being  hang'd  until  the  wretch  be  dead, 
ody  after  shall  be  hang'd  in  chains, 
to  the  place  where  he  did  act  the  murder, 
i&m.  Prethee  lord  shudge,  let  me  have  mine  own  clothes, 
trouces*  there ;  and  let  me  be  hang'd  in  a  wythf  after  my 
Ty,  the  Irish  &shion. 
Ige,  Gro  to;  away  with  him.    And  now,  Sir  John, 

[Exeunt  Gaoleb  and  Ibishmak. 
ni^  by  you  this  murder  came  to  light, 
ipnght  law  will  not  hold  you  excused, 
'ou  did  rob  the  Irishman :  by  which 
stand  attainted  here  of  felony : 
leL  you  have  been  lewd,  and  many  years 
k  lascivious,  unbeseeming  life. 

'John,  O  but,  my  lord.  Sir  John  repents,  and  he  will  mend. 
ige.  In  hope  thereof,  together  with  the  favour 
ord  of  Bocnester  entreats  for  you, 
ire  contented  that  you  shall  be  proved.]: 
'  John.  I  thank  your  lordship. 
ige.  These  other,  falsely  here 
jied,  and  brought  in  peril  wrongfully, 
in  like  sort  do  set  at  liberty, 
f*  tUeh.  And  for  amends, 
diing  the  wrong  unwittingly  I  have  done, 
B  these  few  crowns. 

*  Ttasnen.  t  A  band  made  of  twigs. 

X  /•  e-  remain  in  a  state  of  probation. 
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Judge,  Your  kindnefis  merits  praise.  Sir  Richard  Lee : 
So  let  us  hence.  SJSxewnt  aU  except  PowiS  and  COBHAIL 

Pow.  But  Powis  still  must  stay. 
There  yet  remains  a  part  of  that  true  k>ye 
He  owes  his  noble  fnend,  unsatisfied 
And  unperform'd ;  which  first  of  all  doth  Innd  me 
To  sratulate  your  lordship's  safe  delive^ ; 
Ana  then  entreat,  that  since  unlook'd-for  thus 
We  here  are  met,  your  honour  would  vouchsafe 
To  ride  with  me  to  Wales,  where,  to  my  power. 
Though  not  to  quittance  those  great  benefits 
I  have  received  of  you,  yet  both  mv  house. 
My  purse,  my  servants,  and  what  else  I  have, 
Are  all  at  your  command.    Deny  me  not : 
I  know  the  bishop's  hate  pursues  you  so. 
As  there's  no  safety  in  abiding  here. 

Cob,  'Tis  true,  my  lord,  and  God  fornve  him  fbr  it. 

Pow.  Then  let  us  hence.    Tou  shall  m  straight  provided 
Of  lusty  gelding :  and  once  entered  Wales. 
Well  may  the  bishop  hunt :  but,  spite  his  face. 
He  never  more  shall  have  the  game  in  chase.  [JSmmA 
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ACT  I. 

SCEITE  I.—Futney,    The  entrance  of  a  Smith's  Shop. 
Snter  HoDGE,  Will,  and  Tom. 

Bhdge*  Come,  masters,  I  think  it  be  past  five  o'clock ;  is  it  not 
BO  we  were  at  work  ?  my  old  master  he'll  be  stirring  anon. 
WUL  I  cannot  tell  whether  my  old  master  will  be  stirring  or 
;  Imfe  I  am  sure  I  can  hardly  take  my  afternoon's  nap.  for  my 
'     Thomas.    He  keeps  such  a  coil  in  his  study,  with 
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the  sun,  and  the  moon,  and  the  seven  stars,  that  I  domSj 
think  he'll  read  out  his  wits. 

Hodge.  He  skill  of  the  stars !  There's  goodman  Gar  of  ?al- 
ham  (he  that  carried  us  to  the  strons  ale,*  where  goody  Trondd 
had  her  maid  got  with  child),  O,  he  Knows  the  steurs ;  hell  tickle 
you  Charles's  wain  in  nine  degrees :  that  same  man  will  tett 
goody  Trundel  when  her  ale  shall  miscarry,  only  by  the  stan 

Tom.  Ay !  thafs  a  great  virtue  indeed;  I  think  Thonuflbe 
nobody  in  comparison  to  him. 

Will.  Well,  masters,  come ;  shall  we  to  our  hammers  ? 

Hodge,  Ay,  content :  first  let's  take  our  morning's  ^utai^, 
and  then  to  work  roundl^^. 

Tom.  Ay,  agreed.    Go  in,  Hodge.  \3xmi 

SCENE  II,— The  same. 
Enter  young  Cbomwsll. 

Crom.  Good  morrow,  mom ;  I  do  salute  thy  brightnesa 
The  night  seems  tedious  to  m^r  troubled  soul. 
Whose  black  obscurity  binds  m  my  mind 
A  thousand  sundry  cogitations : 
And  now  Aurora  with  a  lively  dye 
Adds  comfort  to  my  spirit,  that  mounts  on  high; 
Too  high  indeed,  my  state  beins  so  mean. 
My  study,  Uke  a  mineral  of  gold. 
Makes  my  heart  proud,  wherein  my  hox)e  's  enroll'd : 
My  books  are  all  the  wealth  I  do  x)osses& 
And  unto  them  I' have  engaged  my  heart. 
O,  learning,  how  divine  thou  seem'st  to  me. 
Within  whose  arms  is  all  felicity ! 

[The  smiths  beat  with  their  hammert,  wiffit' 
Peace  with  your  hammers !  leave  your  knocking  there ! 
You  do  disturb  my  study  and  my  rest : 
Leave  off,  I  say :  you  mad  me  with  the  noise. 

Enter  HoDGB,  WiLL,  and  ToM. 

Hodge.  Why,  how  now.  Master  Thomas?  how  now?  will  Jon 
not  let  us  work  for  you  ? 

Crom.  You  fret  my  heart  with  making  of  this  noise. 

Hodge.  How,  fret  your  heart  ?  ay,  but  Thomas,  you'll  ft* 
your  father's  purse,  if  you  letf  us  from  working. 

Tom.  Ay,  tnis  'tis  for  him  to  make  him  a  gentleman.  Shall  «o 
leave  work  for  your  musing  ?  that's  well,  i'  faith.  But  here  com* 
my  old  master  now. 

Enter  OLD  Ceomwell. 

Old  Crom.  You  idle  knaves,  what  are  you  loit'ring  now? 
No  hammers,  talking,  and  my  work  to  do ! 
What,  not  a  neat  among  your  work  to-day  ? 

Hodge.  Marry,  Sir,  your  son  Thomas  will  not  let  va  mtf- 
at  all. 

Old  Crom.  Why,  knave,  I  say,  have  I  thus  cark'dt  and  oina, 

*  /.  e.  ale-feast.  \  I*  e.\&ii<i«cx)A.  X  i.e.VMai 
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And  all  to  keep  thee  like  a  gentleman ; 

And  dost  thou  let*  my  servants  at  their  work, 

Ont  sweat  for  thee,  knave,  labour  thus  for  thee  ? 

Crom.  Father,  their  hammers  do  offend  my  study. 

Old  Crom,  Out  of  my  doors,  knave,  if  thou  lik'st  it  not. 
lay  you  mercy;  are  your  ears  so  fine? 
IteU  tiieeu  knave,  these  get  when  I  do  sleep ; 
I  wOl  not  nave  my  anvil  stand  for  thee. 

Crom.  There's  money,  &ther;  I  will  pay  your  men. 

[Throws  money  among  them. 

Old  Crom,  Have  I  thus  brought  tnee  up  unto  my  cost. 
In  hope  that  one  day  thou'dst  relieve  my  age ; 
ini  ut  thou  now  so  lavish  of  thy  ooin, 
^  softer  it  among  these  idle  knaves  ? 

Crom,  Father,  be  patientu  and  content  yourself: 
The  time  will  oome  1  shall  hold  gold  as  trash. 
And  here  I  speak  with  a  presaging  soul, 
lU  build  a  palace  where  this  cottage  stands, 
As  fine  as  is  King  Henry's  house  at  Sheen. 

(M  Crom.  You  build  a  house  ?  you  knave,  you'll  be  a  beggar. 
Noir  afore  Grod  all  is  but  cast  away, 
Tbt  is  bestow'd  upon  this  thriftless  lad. 
WdL  had  I  bound  him  to  some  honest  trade, 
TUs  had  not  been ;  but  'twas  his  mother's  doing, 
To  lend  him  to  the  University. 
How?  build  a  house  where  now  this  cottage  stands. 
As  fiur  as  that  at  Sheen  ? — Thev  shall  not  near  me.  [Aside. 

Aaood  boy,  Tom,  I  oonf  thee  thank,  Tom ; 
J^  said,  Tom ;  sramercy,  Tom. — 
In  to  your  worl^  Knaves ;  hence,  you  saucy  boy. 

[Exeunt  all  out  young  CROMWELL. 

Crom,  Why  should  my  birth  keep  down  my  mounting  spirit  ? 
An  not  all  creatures  subject  unto  tune, 
To  time,  who  doth  abuse  the  cheated  world. 
And  fills  it  ftill  of  hodKe>podge  bastardy  ? 
There's  legions  now  of  beggars  on  the  earth, 
Thifc  their  original  did  spring  from  kings ; 
And  many  monarchs  now,  whose  fathers  were 
The  riff-raff  of  their  a^e :  for  time  and  fortune 
Wevs  out  a  noble  train  to  beggary ; 
And  from  the  dunghill  minions  do  advance 
Tb  state  and  mark!  in  this  admiring  world. 
Tlus  is  but  course,  I  which,  in  the  name  of  fate, 
Jiseon  as  often  as  it||  whirls  about, 
ne  river  Thames,  that  by  our  door  doth  pass, 
Hk  fint  beginning  is  but  small  and  shallow ; 
ifl^  keeping  on  his  course,  grows  to  a  sea. 
w  likewise  Wolsey,  the  wonder  of  our  age, 
Hkhirtii  as  mean  as  mine,  a  butcher's  son ; 
Nov  who  within  this  land  a  greater  man  ? 

*  te.  olMtract.  t  I.  e.  g^ye.  %  J.  e.  distinction. 

W.c  bot  the  common  conne  of  events.  I  i.  e.  the  world. 


£iUer  Om  Cbojtwbm,. 

Old  Crom.  Tom  Cromwell ;  what,  Tom,  I  say. 

Crom.  Do  jou  call,  Sir  P 

Old  Crom.  Rere  is  Master  Bowser  come  to  knoir  if  rotikl 
despatched  his  petition  for  thelordflofthecouooilorno. 

(Vom.  Father,  I  have;  please  fou  to  call  faim  in. 

Old  Crtm.  Thaf  a  well  said,  Tom ;  a.  good  lad,  Tom. 
Eater  BowSEtt. 

Sow.  Now,  Muster  Cromwell,  have  jou  despatobed  ti 
petition  P 

Crom.  I  have.  Sir ;  here  it  is :  please  you  peruse  it, 

BoK.  It  shall  Dot  need ;  we'll  read  it  as  we  go 
By  water. 

And,  Muster  Cromwell,  I  haye  made  a  motion 
May  do  you  good,  an  ifynu  Like  of  it. 
Our  seeretary  at  Antwerp,  Sir,  ia 
Dead ;  and  the  merahants  tbere  have  sent  to  me. 
For  to  provide  a  man  fit  for  the  plaoe : 
Now  I  do  know  none  fitter  than  youraelfi 
If  with  your  liking  It  stand.  Master  Cromwell. 

Ctoth.  With  aU  my  heart,  Sir ;  and  I  much  am  bound 
Iq  love  and  dutj,  fer  youi"  IfiadnMs  shown.  ^^ 

Old  Crom.  Body  of  me,  Tom,  make  ba-ite,  lest  Bomebodj  | 
between  thee  and  home,  Tom.  I  thank  you,  good  Mill 
Bowser,  I  thank  you  for  my  boy :  I  thank  you  always,  I  '■" 

Siu  most  hearUlj,   Sir :  Iw,  a  cup  of  beer  here  for  J 
owaer. 

Bow.  It  shall  not  need.  Sir,— Master  Cromwell,  will  you  p 
Crom.  I  will  attend  you,  Bir. 

Old  Cron.  Farewell,  Tom :  God  bless  thee,  Tom  I  God  ip 
Uiee,  good  Tom !  '_Sia 


To  whom  Banister  owea  a  thousand  pound. 

A  merchant-bankrupt,  whose  father  was  my  master. 

Wiat  do  I  care  for  pify  or  regard  ? 

He  once  was  wealthy,  hut  he  now  is  fallen ; 

And  I  this  morniug  have  got  him  arrested 

At  suit  of  this  same  Master  Frescobald ; 

And  by  this  means  shall  I  be  sure  of  com, 

For  doing  this  same  good  to  htm  unknown  : 

And  in  good  time  see  where  the  mcrohant  ixaom. 
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JSnter  Fbbscobald.  * 

Goed  morrow  to  kind  Master  Frescobald. 

JVvf.  Good  morrow  to  yourself,  good  Master  Bagot 
And  wbafs  the  news,  you  are  so  early  stirring  P 
liii  far  aan.  I  make  no  doubt  of  that. 

Bag.  'TIS  ror  the  loye.  Sir,  that  I  bear  to  you. 
yfhea  did  you  see  your  debtor  Banister  ? 

IWit.  I  promise  you  I  have  not  seen  the  man 
This  two  months  oay :  *  his  poverty  is  such, 
All  do  think  he  shames  to  see  his  Mends. 

Boff'  Why  then  assure  yourself  to  see  him  straight, 
lor  ai  your  suit  I  have  arrested  him. 
And  hone  they  will  be  with  him  presently. 

JVif.  Arrest  him  at  my  suit  P  you  were  to  blame. 
Iloiow  the  man's  misfortunes  to  be  such. 
At  Wb  not  able  for  to  i>ay  the  debt ; 
And  were  it  known  to  some,  he  were  undone. 

Bag,  Thi8>  your  pitiful  heart  to  think  it  so ; 
B^  you  are  much  deceived  in  Banister. 
WW,  such  as  he  will  break  for  fashion's  sake, 
And  unto  those  they  owe  a  thousand  i)ound, 
Agr  waroe  a  hundred.    O,  Sir,  beware  of  him. 
The  man  is  lewdly  ^ven  to  dice  and  drabs ; 
holds  all  he  hath  m  harlots'  companies ; 
It  is  no  meroy  for  to  pity  him. 
I  qieak  the  truth  of  nim,  for  nothing  else, 
But  far  the  kindness  that  I  bear  to  you. 

JVm:  If  it  be  so,  he  hath  deceived  me  much ; 
And  to  deal  strictly  with  such  a  one  as  he, 
B  better  sore  than  too  much  lenity. 
But  hero  is  Master  Banister  himself, 
And  mlQa.  him,  as  I  take  it,  the  officers. 

JEhder  Mb.  and  Mbs.  Banisteb,  and  two  Officebs. 

Bam.  O,  Master  Presoobald,  you  have  undone  me, 
My  state  was  well-nigh  overthrown  before ; 
Kor  altogether  downcast  by  your  means. 

J&i.  ^oii.  O,  Master  Frescobald,  pity  my  husband's  case, 
He  is  a  man  hath  lived  as  well  as  any, 
^  envious  fortune  and  the  ravenous  sea 
JXdTQ^  disrobe^imd  spoil  us  of  our  own. 

JVw.  Mistress  Banister,  I  envyf  not  your  husband, 
gw  wilUnspiy  would  I  haye  used  him  thus, 
Alt  that  rnear  he  is  so  lewdly  given ; 
wntB  wicked  company,  and  hath  enough 
lorpay  his  debts,  yet  will  not  be  known  tnereofl 
^nk  This  is  tnat  damned  broker,  that  same  Bagot, 
Whom  I  have  often  firom  my  trencher  fed. 

UlpateAil  villain,  for  to  use  me  thus ! 

Sag,  What  I  have  said  to  him  is  nought  but  truth. 

*  /.  c  tUs  day  two  ToaaOm,  t  /•  e.  bear  him  no  ill  wilL 

t  L  e,  will  not  acknowledge  it. 


Good  Mistress  Banister,  kneel  not  to  iud  , 
1  pray  rise  up ;  you  Bhall  have  jour  desire. 
Boli^  officers;  beRone;  there's  for  your  pains. 
Tou  know  you  owe  to  me  a  thousand  pound : 
Here,  take  my  h&nd ;  if  e'er  God  make  you  nbl^^ 
And  plftco  you  in  joat  ronner  state  again,  -^ 


For  Ooif  dotb  know  what  to  myself  may  fyl. 

San.  This  unexpocted  favour,  undeserved. 
Doth  make  iny  heart  bleed  inwardly  with  joy. 
Ne'er  may  aught  prosper  with  me  is  my  own.t 
1(1  foreet  this  kindness  you  have  shown. 

Xrt.  Ban.  My  children  in  their  prayers, 
Por  your  good  fortune  and  success  shall  pra..      _ 

Frtg.  I  thank  you  both ;  I  pray  go  dine  witha 
"Within  these  three  days,  if  God  Eive  ma  leaTl^   r 
I  will  to  Florence,  to  my  catiTe  home. 
Bold,  Bsgot,  there's  a  i^xdeoul  to  drink, 
Although  you  ill  deserved  it  by  your  merit. 
Give  not  such  uruel  scope  unto  your  heart ; 


t 

oth^Hia 

I 


Come,  Master  Banister,  you  shall  wiUi  m. , 
My  tee's  hot  simple,  but  vrelooroe  heartily, 

[Exeanl  ai . 

Sa{j.  A  plague  e°  witt  you  I  would  you  bad.  eat  yonr  ll 
Is  this  the  thanks  I  have  for  all  my  pains  ? 
Confasion  li|;ht  upon  you  all  for  me  I 
Where  be  had  wont  to  give  a  score  of  crowns. 
Doth  ho  now  foist  me  with  a  cardecu  P 
Well  I  will  be  revenged  upon  this  Banister. 


a.]  VE01LLB  LOBD  CBOHWELL.  178 

is  creditors :  buy  all  the  debts  he  owes, 

ins  that  I  do  it  for  good  will ; 

re  to  have  them  at  an  easy  rate : 

en  'tis  done,  in  Christendom  he  stays  not, 

make  his  heart  to  ache  with  sorrow. 

hat  Banister  become  my  debtor, 

en  and  eartb.  111  make  his  plague  the  greater.      lExit, 


ACT  n. 

IBnter  Chobtjs. 

Now,  gentlemen,  imagine  that  young  Cromwell 's 
nrerp,  leiger  *  for  the  English  merch^ts ; 
nister,  to  shun  this  Bagot's  hate,  ' 

;  that  he  hath  got  some  of  his  debts, 

0  Antwerp,  with  his  wife  and  children ; 
Bagot  heourmg,  is  gone  after  them, 
ther  sends  his  bills  of  debt  before, 
ivensed  on  wretched  Banister. 

oth  fall  out,  with  patience  sit  and  see, 

equitel  of  fuse  tr^ushery.  ISxit, 

SCENS  Z-^AfOwerp. 

ELL  discovered  in  kU  Hudy,  sitting  ai  a  table,  on  tohich 
are  placed  money-bags  and  books  of  account. 

Thus  far  my  reckoning  doth  go  straighf  and  even, 
omwell,  this  same  plodding  fits  not  thee ; 
id  is  altogether  set  on  travel, 
&  to  live  thus  cloister'd  like  a  nun. 
i  this  same  trash  that  I  regard : 
noe  is  the  jewel  of  my  heart. 

Unter  a  Post. 

Ipray,  Sir,  are  you  ready  to  despatch  me  ? 
Yes ;  here's  those  sums  of  money  you  must  carry. 
Bo  far  as  Frankfort,  do  you  not  ? 

1  do.  Sir. 

Well,  pr'ythee  make  then  all  the  haste  thou  canst ; 
re  be  oertam  English  gentlemen 
jdd  for  Tenice,  and  may  happily  f  want, 
at  you  should  linger  by  the  way : 
he  nope  that  you  will  make  good  speed, 
two  angels,  to  buy  you  spurs  and  wands.  X 
1  thank  you.  Sir,  this  will  add  wings,  indeed. 

lExit  Post. 

Gold  18  of  power  to  make  an  eagle's  speed. 

eddent  fkctor.  t  Perhaps  %  ^*  «•  switches. 


le  dolb  address  herself  to 

Jtfci.  Salt.  God  aaye  you.  Sir.    Pray,  is  your  nan 

Cromwell  ? 

Crom.  My  name  is  Thomas  Cromwell,  gentlewomaiL 
Mrs.  San.  Know  you  ooe  Bagol^  Sir,  tHaf  s  come  to  AntI 
Crom.  No,  (rust  rae,  I  ne'er  saw  the  man ;  but  here 

Are  liiila  of  debt  I  have  received  agaiost 

One  Banister,  a  merchant  fallen  to  decay. 
Mri.  San.  Into  decay  indeed,  long*  of  that  wretch. 

^  "  ~a  the  wife  to  woeful  Banister, 


And.  hy  that  bloody  villain  am  pursue^ 
Prom  London,  here  to  Antwerp.    My  husl 
n  the  goyertior'B  hwdB :  and  God 


Of  heaven  knowa  how  he  wilt  deal  with  him. 

Now,  Sir.  your  heart  is  framed  of  milder  temper ; 

Be  meroiful  to  a  diatr^ssed  soul, 

And  God  no  doubt  will  treble  bless  vour  gain. 
Crora.  Good  Mistress  Banister,  what  I  can,  I  will, 

In  anythiuR  thai  lies  within  my  i>owBr. 
3fri,  San.  O  speak  to  llagot,  that  same  wicked  wretch: 

An  angel's  voice  may  move  a  damned  doviL 
Ooni.  Why  is  he  come  to  Antwerp,  aa  you  hGor!" 
JUTt.Sau.  I  heard  be  landed  some  two  hours  un 
Cnm.  Well,  MiHtreei  Bimister,  aeeure  yourself 

Pll  speak  to  Bagot  in  your  own  bebalf. 

And  win  him  to  all  the  pity  that  I  can. 

Meantime,  to  comfort  you  in  your  distress, 


Keep  you  ti'om  trouble,  at 


Our  stare  and  destinies  haveui  .._.       .., 
Piokle  is  Fortune,  and  her  face  is  bund. 

SCEKE  IT.— A  Slreel  in  AnlUK 
Enter  BagOT. 
Bag.  So,  aU  %ots  well ;  it  is  as  I  would  have  it,4 
Banister,  be  is  with  the  governor. 
And  shortly  shall  have  ^ves  upon  his  heels. 
It  gliida  my  heart  to  think  upon  the  slave; 
I  hope  to  have  his  body  rot  in  prison, 
And  after  hear  his  wife  tt>  bang  herself. 
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koA  ill  his  children  die  for  want  of  food. 

The  jewels  I  have  brought  with  me  to  Antwerp 

Ate  reckon'd  to  be  worth  five  thousand  pound ; 

"Whiiih  Bcaroely  stood  me  in  three  hundred  pound. 

Itouc^t  them  at  an  easy  kind  of  rate ; 

I  cue  not  much  which  way  they  came  by  them, 

Ihst  sold  them  me ;  it  comes  not  near  my  heart : 

And  lest  they  should  be  stolen  (as  sure  they  are), 

I  thought  it  meet  to  sell  them  here  in  Antwerp ; 

And  80  have  left  them  in  the  governor's  hand, 

Who  offers  me  within  two  hundred  pound 

Of  ill  my  price :  but  now  no  more  of  that. — 

Imust  ^  see  an  if  my  bills  be  safe, 

Tbe  which  I  sent  before  to  Master  Cromwell ; 

Hut  if  the  wind  should  keep  me  on  the  sea^ 

He  might  arrest  him  here  before  I  came : 

And  in  good  time,  see  where  he  is. 

HtUer  Cbomwell. 

God  lave  yon.  Sir. 

Qrom,  And  you.— Pray,  pardon  me,  I  know  you  not 

Sag.  It  may  be  so,  Sir ;  but  mv  name  is  Bagot ; 
The  man  that  sent  to  you  the  bills  of  debt. 

Cnwi.  O,  you're  the  man  that  pursues  Banister. 
Here  are  the  bills  of  debt  you  sent  to  me ; 
Ai  for  the  man,  you  know  best  where  he  is. 
It  is  reported  you  have  a  flinty  heart,' 
Amina  ths^  will  not  stoop  to  any  pity. 
An  «ye  that  knows  not  how  to  shed  a  tear, 
A  hftod  that's  always  open  for  reward. 
hA,  Master  Bagot  would  you  be  ruled  by  me, 
Ton  should  turn  all  these  to  the  contrary : 
Tonr  heart  should  stUl  have  feeline  of  remorse,* 
Tour  mind,  according  to  your  state,  be  liberal 
So  those  that  stand  in  need  and  in  distress ; 
Tour  hand  to  help  them  that  do  stand  in  want, 
Iitfaer  than  with  your  poisef  to  hold  them  down : 
Sv  every  iOU  turn  show  yourself  more  kind ; 
Bins  should  I  do ;  pardon,  I  speak  my  mind. 

Bag.  Ay,  Sir^  you  speak  to  hear  what  I  would  say ; 
Bat  you  must  uv&  I  know,  as  well  as  I. 
I  know  this  place  to  be  extortions ; 
And  tas  not  for  a  man  to  keep  safe  here. 
Bathe  must  lie^  cog  witht  his  dearest  friend. 
And  as  for  pity,  scorn  it ;  natc  all  conscience : — 
Bat  yet  I  do  commend  vour  wit  in  this, 
Vd  mke  a  i^ow  of  what  I  hope  you  are  not ; 
Bat  I  commend  you,  and  it  is  well  done : 
Ihii  is  the  only  way  to  bring  you  gain. 

Orom,  My  gain  P  I  had  rather  chain  me  to  an  oar. 
And,  like  a  slave,  there  toil  out  all  my  life, 

*  /.  t.  tendoniMB,  pity.  t  7.  «.  weight.  t  Cheat. 


I 


Of  seeming  inrtue,  and  a  devil  within  ', 
No,  Sagot ;  IT  ihj  oonwienoe  were  as  clear. 
Poor  Uauisicr  na'or  hud  been  troubled  bero. 

Jlag.  Hay,  good  Master  Cromwell,  be  not  angry.  Sir, 
I  iiQow  [ull  well  that  you  are  uo  such  man  ; 
But  if  your  coosdenoe  were  as  white  as  snow, 
It  will  be  thought  that  you  are  otherwise, 

CroM.  Will  it  ite  thought  Hint  1  am  otherwise  ? 
Let  them  that  think  su,  know  the^  ace  deceived. 
SbaJl  Cromwell  live  to  have  kis  &jth  misooDetrited  ? 
Antwerp,  for  all  the  wealth  within  thy  town, 
I  will  not  stay  here  full  two  hoiuw  longer. — 
Aa  good  luck  serves,  my  ftoc       ""  "       ' 

ThereCore  I'll  straight  unto 

Bagot^  I  know  you^l  to  the  governor : 
CoDunend  me  to  him ;  say  I  am  bound  to  tmvel. 
To  see  the  fruitful  parte  of  Italy ; 
And  as  you  ever  bore  a  Christian  mind, 
Let  Banister  some  favour  of  vou  find. 

Sag.  For  your  sake,  Sir ;  I'll  help  him  all  I  can — 
To  starve  his  heart  out  ere  he  gaia  a  groat ;  [Ji 

So.  Master  Cromwell,  do  I  taJte  my  leave. 
For  I  must  straight  unto  the  governor. 

Crom.  Farewell,  Sir  '  pray  you  remember  what  I  said. 

Ko,  Cromwell,  no ;  thy  heart  was  ne'er  so  base. 
To  live  by  ftlsehood,  or  by  brokery. 
But  it  falls  out  well ;  I  little  ]b  repent ; 
HereaAer  time  la  travel  shall  be  spent. 

Enter  HOBOB. 
Hodga.  Tour  son  Thomas,  i|uoth  you !  *  I  have  been  TholM 
I  had  thought  it  hod  been  no  snch  matter  to  ha'  gone  by  wl 
"■— It  Putney,  I'll  eoyou  to  Parish-Qardent  tortwopanosjl 

as  may  be,  without  any  waBpnp  or  jolting  in  my  gut^ 

little  boat  too  X  here,  we  were  scarce  four  miles  m  the  grart  fi 
iter,  but  I,  thinking  to  go  to  my  afternoon's  nunoLeon,  w^ 
y  manner  at  home,  felt  a  kind  of  rising  in  my  suta.  At 
uue  of  the  sailors  spying  of  me — "Baof  goodcheei\  wjibej 
down  thy  victuals,  and  up  with  it ;  thou  hast  nothing  but  ^ 
in  thy  belly."  Wdl,  to"t  went  I,  to  -my  victuals  went '" — 
and  thinking  me  to  be  a  man  of  better  eiperianoe  ■ 
the  ship,  ask'd  me  what  wood  the  ship  was  made  in : 
swore  I  told  them  an  right  aa  if  I  bad  been  acquainted ' 
oarpanler  that  made  it.  At  la£t  we  n^w  near  land,  asd  1 
villanouB  hungry,  and  went  to  my  Dag.    The  devil  a  tnt 

•  Tfali  ia  an  daculUlim  dlKcted  aeiklniC  Old  Cromwell,  wko  tW 
HodgQ  after  his  &na. 

1  I,  r,  the  Uear-gnnlEn.  in  Soaithwarh,  whli^h  wks  KimeUniH 
Paiis-ennJdi,  fromtlieiuuiieuf  tlm  peisaa  wbukeiiilL 
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jhe  sailors  had  tickled  me ;  yet  I  oannot  blame  them :  it 
part  of  kindness ;  for  I  in  kindness  told  them  what  wood 
dp  was  made  of,  and  they  in  kindness  ate  up  my  victuals : 
leed  one  good  tarn  asketh  another.  Well,  would  I  could 
ly  master  Thomas  in  this  Dutch  town  !  he  might  put  some 
Bh  beer  into  mv  belly. 

»m.  What  Hodge,  my  father's  man  !  by  my  hand,  welcome, 
doth  my  father  ?  what's  the  news  at  home  ? 
dge.  Master  Thomas,  O  Gkxl !  Master  Thomas,  your  hand, 
and  all.  This  is  to  gpive  you  to  understand,  that  your  father 
lealth,  and  Alice  Downing  here  hath  sent  you  a  nutme^and 
Make-water  a  race*  of  ginger ;  my  fellows.  Will  and  Tom, 
between  them  sent  you  a  dozen  of  points  ;t  and  g(x>dman 
of  the  Groat,  a  pair  oi  mittens :  myself  came  in  person ;  and 
\  all  the  news. 

rm,  Gramercy,  sood  Hodge,  and  thou  art  welcome  to  me, 
n  as  ill  a  time  thou  com^  as  may  be ; 
am  travelling  into  Ital^. 

t  say'st  thou,  Hodge  ?  ^t  thou  bear  me  company  ? 
dge.  Will  I  bear  thee  company,  Tom  ?  what  tellest  me  of 
?  Were  it  to  the  farthest  part  of  Flanders,  I  would  go 
Ihee,  Tom :  I  am  thine  in  all  weal  and  woe ;  thy  own  to 
land.  What,  Tom!  I  have  passed  the  rigorous  waves  of 
ime's  blasts.  I  tell  you,  Thomas,  I  have  been  in  danger  of 
loods;  and  when  I  have  seen  Boreas  begin  to  play  the 
Q  wiu  us,  then  would  I  down  a'  my  knees,  and  odl  upon 

UL 

Mil.  And  why  upon  him  ? 

dge.  Because,  as  this  same  fellow  Neptune  is  god  of  the 

»  Vulcan  is  lord  over  the  smiths ;  and  therefore  I,  being  a 

I,  thought  his  godhead  would  have  some  care  yet  of  me. 

Ml.  Agood  conceit :  but  tell  me,  hast  thou  dined  yet  ? 

dge.  Tnomas,  to  speak  the  truth,  not  a  bit  yet,  I. 

fm.  Come,  go  with  me,  thou  shalt  have  cheer,  good  store ; 

hrewell,  Antwerp,  if  I  come  no  more. 

dge.  I  lollow  thee,  sweet  Tom,  I  follow  thee.  \_Exeunt. 

8CJBNS  m. — Another  Street  in  the  same. 

•  ike  GOYBRlfOB  of  the  English  Factory,  Bagot,  Mb.  and 
Mbs.  Banisteb,  and  two  Officers. 

p.  Is  Cromwell  gone  then  say  you.  Master  Bagot  ? 
hat  dislike,  I  pray  you  ?  what  was  the  cause  ? 
7.  To  tell  you  true,  a  wild  brain  t  of  his  own ; 
yoatii  18  he  can't  see  when  they  are  well. 
■U  bent  to  travel  (thaf  s  his  reason), 
loUi  not  love  to  eat  his  bread  at  home. 
9.  W^  grood  fortune  with  him,  if  the  man  be  gone. 
ardly  snail  find  such  a  one  as  he, 

Quntltj. 

r.  tlw  Mtrtnfs  with  metal  tags  by  which  the  trunk  hose  were  fasteued. 


IL.  T. 
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To  (it  our  turns,  his  dealiuga  wen  bo  houeet. 
Bui  now,  Sir,  (or  your  jawels  that  I  have — 
What  do  you  fwy  P  whiii,  will  you  take  m  j  price  ? 

Saff.  0,  Sir,  yoii  oSer  too  mucb  under  foot.* 

Goo.  "Kb  but  two  hundred  pound  between  ua,  man 
What's  that  in  pnytnenl  of  five  thoustuid  pound  ? 

Bag.  Two  hundred  po  und !  by'r  lady,  ^ir, 'lis  gnat; 
Before  I  BOt  ao  much,  it  made  me  sweat. 

OoB.  Well,  Maater  Bagot,  I'll  proffer  you  (airly. 
You  nee  this  merchant,  Master  Banislfir, 
la  going  DOW  to  prison  at  your  mil ; 
His  BubsloDCe  aU  ia  gone ;  what  would  you  have  f 
Yet,  in  toeiird  I  knew  the  man  of  wealth 
(Never  dishonest  dealiug.  but  such  miabaps 
Have  fallen  ou  him,  may  light  oQ  me  or  jiiu). 
There  is  two  hundred  pound  between  us  two ; 
We  will  divide  the  same ;  111  give  you  one, 
Ou  that  conditioa  you  will  set  him  firee. 
His  state  is  nothing;  thai  you  eee  yourself; 


To  do  him  good  I  will  not  bate  a    

San.  This  is  my  comfort,  though  tbou  dost  no  good, 

A  mighW  ebb  follows  a  mighty  flood.  • 

Mr>.  Ban.  O  thou  base  Wretch,  whom  we  have  foalend 

Even  as  a  serpent,  for  to  poison  us  ! 

If  God  did  ever  right  a  woman's  wrong, 

To  that  same  God  1  bend  and  bow  royneart. 

To  let  his  heavy  wrath  tail  on  thy  head, 

By  whom  my  hopes  and  joys  are  butchered. 
Bag.  Alsa,  fond  womnji !  I  pr'ythee  pray  thy  worst; 

The  fox  &Te9  better  still  when  he  is  curst, 
JEnter  BOWSEE. 
OoB.  Master  Bowser !  you're  welcome,  Sir,  IWim  Eo^ 

What's  the  best  news?  and  how  do  all  our  friends ? 
SoiB.  They  are  all  well,  and  do  commend  tl)^m.toy( 

There's  letters  from  your  brother  and  jour  son : 

So,  f^re  you  well,  Sir ;  I  must  take  my  leave 

My  basle  and  business  doth  require  so. 

Gob.  Before  you  dine.  Sir  ?    What,  go  you  out  of  tow) 
.Bow.  I'  faith  unless  I  hear  some  news  in  town, 

I  muBt  away;  there  ie  no  remedy. 

God,  Muster  Bowser,  what  is  your  buunoss  ?  may  I  Id 
Sow.  You  may  so.  Sir,  and  so  shall  all  the  dty. 

TheMns  oflate  hsth  hod  his  treasury  robb'd, 

A  nd  of  the  choicest  jewels  that  he  had  t 

The  value  of  them  was  seven  thousand  pounds. 

The  follow  thai  did  stoaL  these  jewels  la  himg'd ; 
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d  did  oonfeflB  that  far  three  hundred  pound 
\  flold  them  to  one  Bagot  dwelling  in  London. 
m  Bagot  'b  fled,  and,  as  we  hear,  to  Antwerp ; 
id  hither  am  I  come  to  seek  him  out ; 
kd  they  that  first  can  tell  me  of  his  news, 
mil  have  a  Jiundred  pound  for  their  reward. 
Ba$k  How  just  is  God  to  right  the  innocent ! 
Qoo.  Master  Bowser,  you  come  in  happy  time : 
lere  is  the  villain  Bagot  that  you  seek, 
od  all  ^ose  jewels  nave  I  in  my  hands : 
[ore,  officers,  look  to  him,  hold  him  fast. 
Bag,  The  aevil  ought*  me  a  shame,  and  now  hath  paid  it. 
Bow,  Is  this  that  fiaeot  ?    Fellows,  bear  him  hence ; 
^«  will  not  now  stand  nere  for  his  reply, 
tide  him  with  irons;  we  will  have  him  tried 
bSnf^d,  where  his  yillanies  are  known. 
Mag,  Mischief,  oonftision,  light  upon  vou  all ! 
Ohing  mei,  drown  me,  let  me  Kill  myself; 
LetgD  my  arms,  let  me  run  quick  to  heU. 
Mow,  Away ;  Dear  him  away ;  stop  the  slave's  mouth. 

[JExeunt  Officers  and  BaGOT. 
Mn.  Ban,  Thy  works  are  infinite,  great  Grod  of  heaven. 
600. 1  heard  this  Bagot  was  a  wealthy  fellow. 
■Bow.  He  was  indeed ;  for  when  his  goods  were  seized, 
3f  jewels,  coin,  and  plate,  within  his  house 
Wu  found  the  value  of  nve  thousand  pound; 
lb  fbmitore  ftiUy  worth  half  so  much ; 
IHiieh  hdng  all  distrained  for  the  king, 
le  frinkly  gave  it  to  the  Antwerp  merchants ; 
bd  they  again,  out  of  their  bounteous  mind, 
life  to  a  brother  of  their  company, 
i  Btn  decay'd  by  fortune  of  the  seas, 
Sffln  BagOFS  wealth,  to  set  him  up  a^n, 
bd  keep  it  for  him ;  his  name  is  Banister. 
Oov.  Master  Bowser,  with  this  most  happy  news 
Toa  have  revived  two  ih>m  the  ^tes  of  death : 
Ui  is  that  Banister,  and  this  his  wife. 
Som.  Sir,  I  am  g^  my  fortune  is  so  good 
b bnngmioh  tiding  as  may  comfort  you. 
Jlsflb  X  ou  have  given  life  unto  a  man  deem'd  dead ; 
!br  Igr  theae  news  my  life  is  newly  bred. 
Mh.  Ban.  I%anks  to  my  Gbd,  next  to  mj  sovereign  king ; 
ind  hat  to  you,  that  these  good  news  do  bring. 
Oot.  The  hundred  pound  I  must  receive,  as  due 
far  finding  Bagot,  I  freely  give  to  you. 
Bern,  And,  Master  Banister,  if  so  you  please, 
n  bear  you  company,  when  you  cross  the  seas. 
Ban.  it  it  please  you.  Sir ;— my  company  is  but  mean : 
■ndsf  wifb  your  liking.  I  will  wait  on  you. 
Oo9.  I  am  glad  that  ail  things  do  accord  so  well 
imey  Master  Bowser,  let  us  in  to  dinner ; 

•  /.  tf.  owed.  t  J.  0.  if  it  suits. 
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And,  Mistress  Banister,  be  merry,  woman. 

Come,  after  sorrow  now  lefs  cheer  your  spirit; 

Knaves  have  their  due,  and  you  but  what  you  merit    \JEMaL 


ACT  ni. 

SCENE  L—The  principal  Bridge  at  Florene$. 

Enter  Cbomwell  and  HODOB  in  their  eMrts,  and  wUiMt 

hate. 

Sodge.  Call  you  this  seeing  of  fashions  P  marry,  would  I W 
staid  at  Putney  still.    O,  Master  Thomas,  we  are  spoiled,  i«0 
gone. 
Crom.  Content  thee,  man ;  this  is  but  fortune. 
Hodge.  Fortune !  a  plague  of  this  fortune,  it  maikes  me  IP 
wet-shod ;  the  rogues  would  not  leave  me  a  shoe  to  my  feek 
For  my  hose. 

They  scom'd  them  with  their  heels : 
But  for  my  doublet  and  hat, 
O  Lord,  thev  embraced  me, 
And  unlaoea  me. 
And  took  away  my  clothes^ 
And  so  disgraced  me. 
Crom,  Well,  Hodge,  what  remedy  ?  What  shift  shall  nendi 
now? 

Hodge.  Nay,  I  know  not.    For  begging  I  am  nandit;  k 
stealing,  worse.    By  my  troth,  I  must  even  fall  to  my  oldn^ 
to  the  hammer  and  the  horse-heels  again : — But  now  tibe  va^ 
is,  I  am  not  acquainted  with  the  humour  of  the  hones  in. "Ai^ 
country ;  whether  they  are  not  coltish,  given  much  to  kiote. 
or  no :  for  when  I  have  one  leg  in  my  hand,  if  he  shoidd  apiM 
lay  t'other  on  my  chaps,  I  were  gone ;  there  lay  I,  then  W 
Hodge. 
Crom,  Hodse,  I  believe  thou  must  work  for  us  both. 
Hodge.  O,  Master  Thomas,  have  not  I  told  you  of  this?  BlM 
not  I  many  a  time  and  often  said,  Tom,  or  Master  Thomai^  kA 
to  make  a  horse-shoe,  it  will  be  your  own  another  day :  m  M^ 
not  regarded.— Hark  you,  Thomas !  what  do  you  oall  the  AD0^ 
that  robbed  us  ? 
Crom.  The  banditti. 
Hodge.  The  banditti,  do  you  call  them?    I  know  not vW 
they  are  called  here,  but  I  am  sure  we  call  them  plain  tbiefM 
England.    O,  Tom,  that  we  were  now  at  Putney,  atAiar 
there ! 

Crom,  Content  thee,  man :  here  set  up  these  two  bilUb 
And  let  us  keep  our  standing  on  the  bridge. 
The  fashion  of  this  countrv  is  such. 
If  any  stranger  be  oppress^i  with  want, 

*  I .  e.  \>^  «\e-\ko\)sft. 
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Vo  write  the  manner  of  his  misery ; 
Ind  such  as  are  disposed  to  succour  hin^ 

[Hodge  *ets  «p  the  bills. 
Wi31  do  it.    What,  Hodge,  hast  thou  set  them  up  ? 

Sodae,  Ay,  they  are  up ;  Grod  send  some  to  read  them ;  and 
lot  on^  to  read  them,  but  also  to  look  on  us :  and  not  altogether 
ook  on  us^  but  to  relieve  us.    O,  cold,  cold,  cold ! 

[Cbomwell  Hands  at  one  end  of  the  bridge,  and 
Hodge  at  the  other. 

Enter  Fbescobald. 

Free,  [reade  ihe  hillt].  What* s  here  P 
Pwo  Enslishmen,  and  robb'd  by  the  banditti ! 
Dne  of  them  seems  to  be  a  gentleman. 
fCs^dty  tbat  his  fortune  was  so  hard, 
To  ML  mto  the  desperate  hands  of  thieves : 
I'll  quMtion  him  of  what  estate  he  is. 
God  save  you.  Sir.    Are  you  an  Englishman  ? 

Crom.  I  am.  Sir,  a  distressed  Englishman. 

JVvt.  And  what  are  you,  my  friend  ? 

Sedge.  Who,  I  Sir  ?  by  my  troth,  I  do  not  know  myself  what 
Iim  now ;  bulL  Sir,  I  was  a  smith,  Sir,  a  poor  farrier,  of  Putney. 
Ibat^  my  master,  Sir,  yonder ;  I  was  robbed  for  his  sake.  Sir. 

FretTl  see  you  have  been  met  by  the  banditti. 
And  therefore  need  not  ask  how  you  came  thus. 
Bat  Fresoobald,  why  dost  thou  question  them 
,  Of  tiieir  estate,  and  not  relieve  their  need  ? 
Sr,  the  coin  I  nave  about  me  is  not  much : 
%Bt^B  sixteen  ducats  for  to  clothe  yourselves, 
■  Aere'i  sixteen  more  to  buy  your  diet  with, 
^1  there's  sixteen  to  pay  for  your  horse-hire. 
Si  dl  ^e  wealth,  you  see,  my  purse  possesses ; 

wA,  if  you  pleQse  loir  to  inauire  me  out, 

fmi  dull  not  want  for  aught  that  I  can  do. 
ame  is  Fresoobald,  a  florence  merchant, 

am  that  always  loved  your  nation. 

Ontm.  This  unexpected  favour  at  vour  hands, 
Winflih  God  doth  know,  if  e'er  I  shall  requite — 
Hwoaity  makes  me  to  take  your  bounty, 
Slid  for  your  gold  can  yield  you  nought  but  thanks. 
Tear  charity  Hath  help'd  me  from  despair ; 
Tsar  name  shall  still  be  in  my  hearty  prayer. 

JWv.  It  is  not  worth  such  thanks :  come  to  my  house ; 
Tour  want  shall  better  be  relieved  than  thus. 

Oram.  I  pray,  excuse  me ;  this  shall  well  suffice, 
lb  hear  my  charges  to  Bononia,* 
Whueuf  a  noble  earl  is  much  distress'd : 
la  EngUdiman.  Kussell  the  earl  of  Bedford, 
J  by  the  French  kins  sold  unto  his  death. 
%  may  All  out,  that  I  may  do  him  good ; 
y>  save  his  life,  I'll  hazard  my  heart-blood. 

*  The  LBttn  name  for  Bologna.  t  Whereas,  for  where. 
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Tharefore,  Iciod  Sir,  thanks  for  yniir  liberal  gift ; 
I  musl  be  eone  to  tad  bim,  there's  no  sbirt. 

Fret,  nl  be  no  hinderer  to  no  good  ira  act. 
Heaten  jjroaper  joii  in  tbat  j'ou  go  about  1 
If  fortune  bnng  you  this  way  back  again. 
Pray  lot  mo  sen  you :  bo  I  tslie  my  leave ; 
Alt  good  a  man  can  nisb,  1  do  bequeath.        [ExWFTtsscoBi 

Orom.  All  good  that  Ood  doth  send  light  on  your  head  1 
There's  few  Euoh  men  within  our  climate  bred. 
How  say  you,  Hodgo  P  ia  not  this  good  fortune  ? 

Sodj/e.  How  say  you  P  I'll  tell  you  what,  Ma£l«r  ThoniMl 
all  men  be  of  this  gentlemaji's  mind,  let's  keep  our  Klaai' 
upon  this  bridge ;  we  shall  f{e(  more  here,  with  bea^g  in 
day,  than  1  shall  with  making  borEe-shoea  in  a  vrtio^  ycU. 

Crom.  No,  Hodge,  we  most  be  gone  unto  BoDonja, 
Theretoreiie^e  the  noble  eajl  of  Bedl'ord; 
Where,  if  I  fad  not  in  my  polioy, 
I  shall  deceive  their  aubtla  treachery. 

Madge.  Nay,  I'll  follow  you.  Godbleas  us  fi^m  thethisrl 
buiditti  agiun.  [B 

SCENE  n.—Bonoma.    A  Soom  in  an  EaUU 
Enler  Bbdfobd  and  Hoar. 

Bed.  Am  I  belray'd  ?  was  Bedford  bom  to  die 
]ly  such  base  slaves,  in  such  a  place  as  this  ? 
Have  I  escaped  so  many  times  in  France, 
So  many  battles  have  I  oven>ass'd. 
And  made  tbe  French  «kir,"  when  Ihey  heard  my  name; 
And  am  I  now  belray'd  unto  my  death  P 
Some  of  their  hesrf  K-blood  fint  shall  pay  for  it. 

Soit.  They  do  desire,  my  lord,  to  apeak  with  you. 

JBed.  The  traitors  da  desire  to  have  my  blood : 

Butbj ■-"■    -      ■    

By  Jl._  „.,„,  _ 

Ojwn  the  door ;  111  venture  out  upon  them, 
And  if  I  muat  die,  then  I'll  die  with  honour. 

Soil.  AJaa,  my  lord,  that  is  a  despetato  course : 
They  have  begirt  you  round  about  the  house. 
Tbeu  meaninR  is,  to  take  you  prisoner, 
And  90  to  send  your  body  uuto  Fran(». 

Bed.  First  shall  the  ooean  be  as  dry  as  sand, 
Befbre  alive  thov  send  me  unto  France. 
I'll  have  my  body  Erst  bored  like  a  sieve, 
And  die  as  Hc<^r,  'gainst  Itie  Myrmidons, 
Ere  Prance  shall  boaat  Bedford  'a  their  prisoner. 
Treacherous  France  !  that, 'gajnst  the  law  of  arms. 
Hath  here  hetroy'd  thine  enemy  to  death. 
But  be  assured,  my  blood  shail  bo  revenged 
Upon  the  best  lives  that  remain  in  France. 


r 


Ealir  a  SRBViBT. 
Stand  bMV,  or  aba  tbou  run'et  upon  tliy  death. 

Sff.  Paroon,  my  lord;  I  come  to  tell  your  honour, 
'Sut  ther  have  hired  a  NeapaUton, 
^fju)  hi  his  oration'  Iiath  promised  them, 
'WiUiDut  the  shedtUng  of  one  drop  of  blood, 
IbId  th^  hiHidR  naSe  to  deliver  you ; 
ind  therefore  craves  none  but  nuuEelfmay  enter, 
JUd  k  poor  Evrain  that  attends  upon  him. 

Bed.  A  NeapolitAn  P  bid  him  come  iu.  lEj:il  Sebv^ 

Ten  he  as  cuumng  in  his  eloquence 
AiCSmto,  the  Tamous  man  of  Bome, 
Sb  words  would  be  aa  Dhaffi^ajast  the  wiud. 
ftmt-loDgued  UljBsee,  that  made  Ajai  mad, 
'm  he,  and  his  tongue  in  this  speaker's  head, 
n  he  wins  me  not ;  then  'tis  no  conquest  dead. 

r  CaoxwBVL,  in  a  Ntapolilati  habU,  and  H01XI8.  J 
.  Sir,  are  yon  the  master  of  the  house  ? 

Ml  ByUiis  £Bine  token  you  must  leave  this  place, 
iMTe  none  but  tho  eurl  and  I  together, 
Ihis  my  peamnt  here  to  tend  on  us. 
^f.  With  all  my  heart  -.  God  Brant  you  do  some  gooL. 

[Exit  Host.    Cbosiwell  ahuti  the  dj 
A  Now,  Sir,  what  is  your  will  with  me  ? 
"t.  Intends  your  hoDour  not  to  yield  yourself? 
No,  good-man  goose,  not  while  my  sword  doth 
your  eloquence  Tor  to  persuade  me  f 
- ».  My  loiii,  my  eloquence  is  for  to  eave  you, ; 
^Bot,  as  you  judge,  a  Neapolitan, 
Gnmwdl,  your  servant,  and  an  Englishman. 
d.  How  I  Cromwell  ?  not  my  farrier's  son  ? 
Mh  The  game,  Sir ;  and  am  oome  to  succour  you. 
liee.Yee,  taiw.  Sir;  and  I  am  Bodge,  your  poor  si 
1 1  time  and  oft  have  I  shod  your  dapple-iirey. 
<i.  And  whatavulsit  nie  th^  thou  art  herer 
Ml,  It  may  avalL  if  you'll  be  ruled  by  mo. 
ord,  you  know,  the  mon  of  Mantua 
tteee  Bononians  are  at  deadly  strife ; 
Hay*  my  lord,  both  love  and  honour  you. 
Spm  you  but  get  out  of  the  Mantua  port,T 
"^  were  you  saf&  despite  of  all  thur  force. 
■nf'^  Tul^  man,  thou  lulk'st  of  thinas  imnos^ble  1 
■***  Ihou  not  Boe  that  we  are  round  beset  ? 
f  then  ia't  possible  we  should  esoape  ? 
THr  By  force  we  cannot,  but  by  policy, 
on  the  appsrel  here  that  Hodge  doth  wear, 
IB  live  him  youra:  Tbe  states,^  they  know  you  not 


(For,  as  I  tbink,  they  never  saw  jnur  boe) ; 
And  al  a  watch-irord  must  1  csU  tham  in. 
And  will  desire  that  we  two  raXe  may  psRa 
To  Mantua,  where  I'll  any  mj  buainess  lies. 
How  doth  your  honour  hke  of  thip  derice  ? 


Bed.  O,  M 


i.'waii?" 


good.— But  wilt  Ihuu  ' 
O  noble  lord 


Id< 
luai 


«.«l,_ 


And  do  tigree. 
To  Bet  thee  tree,  . 

Do  Fortune  what  aha  can. 
Bsd,  Come  then,  let  uh  ohnnge  our  apparel  straight.  ' 

Crom.  Go,  Hodije;  malce  haaU),  l<ut  uiey  should  ubancetotM 
Badi/e,  I  warmnt  jou  I'll  fit  him  with  a  suit. 

[Ejxttnt  Becfoed  and  H"' ■" 
Cram.  HeaTens  grant  this  poller  doth  take  euc 

And  that  the  earl  may  safely  scB|>e  away  ! 

And  yet  it  grieTea  me  for  this  simple  wretch. 

For  lear  lest  they  ahould  offer  him  violaoce ; 

But  of  two  evila,  'tie  best  lo  ehun  the  grealost; 

And  better  is  it  that  he  live  in  thrall. 

Than  suah  a  noble  earl  as  he  should  [kll. 

Their  atubbom  hoarta,  it  may  be,  will  relent, 

Since  he  is  gone  to  whom  their  hate  Ie  bent. 

Re-mter  Bkdfobs  and  HoDUB. 

My  lord,  have  you  despatoh'd  ? 
Sfd.  Uow  dost  tbou  like  u6,  Cromwell  ?  ia  it  well?  , 

Crom.  O,  my  good  lord,  excellent^    Hodge,  how  dOlt  I 

thyself  P 
Bodge.  How  do  I  feel  myaelf  ?  why,  m  a  nobleman  ahoniAi 

O,  bow  I  fee!  honour  oome  creeping  on !   My  nobiiily  Is  won4 

fiu  melancholy ;  is  it  not  moat  genlleman-like  to  be  melsoohM 
Sed,  Yee,HDdge:  now  go  sitdown  in  thestudy,  iwd  taksri 

upon  thee.  J 

Hodge,  I  warrant  you,  my  lord ;  let  mo  alone  to  tai<  n 

upon  me:  But  hark,  my  lord,  do  you  fuel  nothing  bite  *l 


4 


Otrt.  Whst,  have  you  won  him  ?  will  ho  yield  himself? 
Crom.  1  have,  ant  please  you ;  and  the  quiet  earl 
Both  yield  Mmtelf  to  be  di^oaed  by  you. 
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Gov.  Give  him*  the  money  that  we  promised  him ; 
k>  let  him  so.  whither  it  please  himself. 

Crom.  My  business,  Sir,  lies  unto  Mantua ; 
Please  you  to  give  me  a  safe  conduct  thither. 

Oov.  Go,  and  conduct  him  to  the  Mantua  port, 
ind  see  him  safe  deliver'd  presently. 

[JSxeunt  Gbomwell,  Bedfoed,  and  an  OFFICES. 
Go  draw  the  curtains,  let  us  see  the  earl  if— 

[An  Attendant  opens  the  curtains, 
0,  be  is  writing :  stand  apart  awhile. 

Sodffe  [reads] .  Fellow  William,  I  aw  not  as  I  have  been ;  I 
wn/  from  you  a  smith,  I  write  to  you  as  a  lord.  I  a/m^  at  this 
frtimt  writing,  among  the  Polonian  sausages.  I  do  commend 
*V  lordship  to  Malph  and  to  Roger,  to  Bridget  and  to  Dorothy, 
tidiotoallthe  youth  of  Putney. 

Gov.  Sure  these  are  the  names  of  English  noblemen, 
oome  of  his  special  Mends,  to  whom  he  writes : — 

[Hodge  sounds  a  note. 
But  stav,  he  doth  address  himself  to  sing.    [Hodge  sings  a  song. 
Hylord,  I  am  glad  you  are  so  frolic  and  so l)lithe : 
Believe  me,  noble  lord,  if  you  knew  all, 
Wd  change  your  merry  vein  to  sudden  sorrow. 

Sodge,  I  change  my  merry  vein  ?  no,  thou  Bononian,  no ; 
I  am  8  lord,  and  therefore  let  me  go. 
Ido defy  thee  and  thy  sausages ; 
"lerefore  stand  off,  and  come  not  near  my  honour. 

&0V.  My  lord,  this  jestins,  cannot  senre  your  turn. 
iJ9b^0.  Dost  think,  thou  olack  Bononian  beast, 
«ttt  I  do  flout,  do  gibe,  or  jest  ? 
No,  no,  thou  beer-pot,  know  that  I, 
A  noble  earl,  a  lord  par-dy —  [A  trumpet  sounds. 

&00.  What  means  this  trumpet's  sound  ? 

Snter  a  MESSENGER. 

CU.  One  is  come  from  the  states  of  Mantua. 

Oof).  What  would  you  with  us?  speak,  thou  man  of  Mantua. 

ifiw.  Men  of  Bononia,  this  my  message  is ; 
Jo  let  you  know  the  noole  earl  of  Bedford 
y  safe  within  the  town  of  Mantua, 
M  wills  you  send  the  peasant  that  you  have, 
JJho  bath  deceived  your  expectation :  ^ 

Or  else  the  states  of  Mantua  have  vow'd, 
jny  will  recall  the  truce  that  they  have  made ; 
Ajd  not  a  man  shall  stir  from  forth  your  town, 
That  shall  return,  unless  you  send  him  back. 

God.  O  this  misfortune,  how  it  mads  my  heart ! 
ff»  Neapolitan  hath  beguiled  us  all. 
jgBnce  with  this  fool.    Vv  hat  shall  we  do  with  him. 
■"te  earl  being  gone  ?  a  plague  upon  it  all ! 

*  /.  e.  Cromwell, 
j^  It  WM  once  common  to  divide  the  stage  by  means  of  a  curtain,  ot 
"'Averse,  that  it  might  answer  the  purpose  ot  more  than  one  apartmeuX. 


Hod-ae.  No.  I'll  aesiire  you,Iani  no  earl,  but  u  imith,9ir',  im' 
Hodge,  a  smith  at  Putney,  Sir;  one  thnt  bath  guUot  jinUilUli 
hotlibored you.  Sir. 
Qov.  Away  »itb  him ;  take  benoe  Ihe  fool  you  (mne  ib 
Hodge.  Ay,  Sir,  and  I'll  leave  the  greater  Ibol  with  you 
Mel.  Farewell,  BoDouiaDS.  ComB,  [Hend,  along  with  n 
Madge.  My  fnend,  afore ;  my  lordship  will  follow  Ihne. 

Sav.  Well,  Mantua,  since  by  thee  the  earl  is  lust, 
Within  few  daya  I  hope  to  see  thee  crost 

]_Exeina  OoTBBNOB,  Slatei,  AlUadaiili.ii 
Enter  ChoBCB. 

CKo.  Thus  br  you  see  how  Cromwell's  fortune  pttsa*!}. 
The  earl  of  Bedford,  being  safe  in  Maiitun, 
Defiii*es  Cromwell's  company  into  France, 
To  make  requital  for  his  courtesy : 
But  Cromwell  doth  deny  the  carl  bin  suit, 
And  tells  him  of  those  parte  he  meant  to  ace, 
He  had  not  yet  set  footue  on  the  land ; 
And  BO  directly  lakes  hia  way  to  Spain : 
The  earl  to  Franoe ;  and  ao  they  hoth  do  part. 
Now  let  your  tiioughts,  as  awifl  ac:  in  Ihe  n  ind, 
Bkip  some  few  years  that  Cromwell  aptnt  in  travel ; 
And  now  imogine  him  to  be  in  Enuianci, 
^rvout  UDto  Che  Masler  of  th  e  Itolls ; 
Where  in  short  time  he  there  began  «)  flourish  : 
An  hour  alwU  ehow  you  what  few  years  did  nourish.  [Sti 

SCENE  HI.— London.    A  Boom  in  SiB  ChbistOPBW  i 
Halb'h  Admb. 
Muiie  plasii , 


Males.  Come,  Sirs,  be  careful  of  your  muster's  cretLt ; 
And  IS  our  bounty  now  eiceeda  The  Hpinj 
Of  Dommon  eutertainmeDl,  so  do  you. 
With  looks  as  tree  aa  m  your  maslflr'a  aoul. 
Give  formal  welcome  to  the  thronged  tables. 
That  shall  receive  the  cardinal's  followers, 
And  tha  attendants  of  the  groat  Lord  Chancellor. 
But  all  my  care,  Cromwell,  depends  on  Uiee : 
Thou  art  a  man  ditTerioB  from  vulgar  form, 
And  by  how  much  thy  spirit's  rank'd  'bove  these. 
In  nilea  of  art,  by  so  much  it  shines  brighter 
By  travel,  who^e  observance  pleads  hia  merit, 
In  a  moat  leam'd,  yet  unaffecling  spirit. 
Good  Cromwell,  cast  an  eye  of  ftiir  regard 
'Dout  all  my  house ;  aud  what  this  ruder  flesh,* 
Through  ignorance,  or  wine,  do  niiscreate, 
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U?e  fhoa  with  ocmrte^f .    If  weloome  want^ 
Ml  bowis  and  ample  banquets  will  seem  scant 

CrowL  Sir,  as  to  whatsoever  lies  in  me, 
kaore  you,  I  will  show  my  utmost  duty. 

Sale9,  Aoout  it,  then ;  the  lords  will  straight  be  here. 

[Hxit  CbOMWELL. 

Cromwell,  thou  hast  those  parts  would  rather  suit 
phe  Bffvioe  of  the  state  than  of  my  house : 
'.  look  upon  thee  with  a  loving  ej^e, 
nut  one  day  will  prefer  thy  destiny. 

JSneer  a  SERVANT. 

Ser.  Sir,  the  lords  be  at  hand. 

EaUe.  They  are  welcome ;  bid  Cromwell  straight  attend  us, 
bid  look  you  all  things  be  in  perfect  readiness.  [Uxit  Se&vant. 

^  mmnc  plays.    Enter  Cardinal  Wolset,  Sib  Thomas 
More,  Gardiner;  Cromwell,  and  other  Attendants, 

WoL  O,  Sir  Christopher, 
Ton  are  too  liberal.  What!  a  banquet,  too  ? 

Sdes.  My  lords,  if  words  could  show  the  ample  welcome 
%aik  my  free  heart  affords  you,  I  could  then 
teoome  a  prater  \  but  I  now  must  deal 
dke  a  feast-politioian  with  your  lordship ; 
Hifer  your  welcome  till  the  banquet  end, 
Jhat  it  may  llien  salve  our  defect  of  fare : 
'fit  weloome  now,  and  all  that  tend  on  you. 

WoL  Our  tiianks  to  the  kind  Master  of  the  Bolls. 
ionie  and  sit  down ;  sit  down,  Sir  Thomas  More. 
Rs  itruige,  how  that  we  and  the  Spaniard  differ ; 
Suir  dinner  is  our  banquet  after  dinner, 
bid  tiiey  are  men  of  active  disposition, 
lids  I  gather  that,  by  tiieir  sparing  meat, 
their  boctiee  are  more  fitter  for  the  wars ; 
lid  if  that  ilunine  chance  to  pinch  their  maws. 
Being  used  to  ihst,  it  breeds  in  them  less  pain. 

^les.  Fill  me  some  wine ;  I'll  answer  Cardinal  Wolsey. 
Kf  lord,  we  English  are  of  more  freer  souls, 
Nmi  hunger-starved  and  ill-complexion'd  Spaniards. 
ftev  that  are  rich  in  Spain  spare  belly  food, 
bdedL  tlielr  backs  with  an  Italian  hood. 
bd  silks  of  Seville ;  and  the  poorest  snake  * 
Hat  feeds  on  lemons,  pilchards,  and  ne'er  heated 
Gi  palate  witb  sweet  nesh,  will  bear  a  case  f 
Ion  fktt  and  ^pliant  than  his  starved  face. 
^id^  the  Inimuition,  and  this  belly-evil, 
JCL  m  nuf  judgment,  Spain's  three-headed  devil. 
More7\Ji6oA  it  is  a  plague  unto  their  nation, 
rho  stagger  after  in  bund  imitation. 

*  Bqulvatait  to  *'  poorest  creature.'*  t  ^-  '•  clothes. 

X  I.  e.  rich,  fine. 


^i 
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Jlalf.  My  lorda,  with  weloome,  I  present  your  lordihips 
A  silemn  health.  ,       ,   ,  . 

More.  I  love  healths  well ;  bat  whem  as  •  healths  dfl  finnj 
Fain  to  the  head,  aud  body's  Eurfuitlng, 
Then  cease  I  hralthe : 

Naj,  spill  not,  friend ;  for  thoiinh  the  drops  be  Bmail, 
Yet  haire  Ehg;  fbroe  to  foToe  meu  to  the  waU. 

H'oI.  Sir  Christopher,  it  that  your  man  ? 

Hala.  Ant  Uke 
Your  crace,  he  is  &  scholar,  and  a  linguist ; 
One  that  hath  travelled  through  loany  parts 
Of  Christendom,  my  lord. 

WeL  My  friend,  come  nearer ;  have  you  been  a  travoller  r 

Crom.  My  lord, 
I  have  added,  to  my  knowledge,  the  Low  Countries, 
With  FninoB,  Spain,  Germao)'  and  Italy; 
And  though  small  gain  of  proGt  I  did  find, 
Yet  it  didplBasB  my  eye,  content  my  mind. 

JFol.  What  do  you  think  then  of  the  Beveral  slates 
And  princes'  oourtfl  as  you  have  travelled  ? 

Crom.  My  lord,  no  Court  with  EngUind  may  oompate. 
Neither  for  state,  nor  civil  government. 
Lust  dwells  in  Prance,  in  luily,  and  Spain, 
From  the  poor  peasant,  to  the  prinoe's  train. 


In  Hermony  and  Holland, 
■    '•     -hat       -■  -   -  "-' 


England  I  prMse  not,  for  I  hen 
But  sure  she  laughs  ihe  otbers 


drink,  most  he  deserves, 
for  I  here  tv'os  bom. 


Wol.  iif  lord,  there  dwells  within  that  spirit  more 
Than  con  be  disceni'd  by  the  outward  eye  ;— 
Sir  Christopher,  will  you  part  with  your  man  ? 

ffalei.  I  nave  cought  to  proffer  hitn  unto  your  lordsl^ ; , 
And  DOW  I  see  he  hath  preiferr'd  himself. 

Wol.  "What  is  thy  name  ? 

Crom.  Cromwell,  my  lord. 

Wot.  Then,  Cromwell,  here  we  moke  thee  solicitor 
or  our  causes,  and  nearest,  next  ouraelf; 
Gardiner,  give  you  kind  welcome  1«  the  man. 

[Gariiikbie  embraen 

Wore.  My  lord  oardinaJ,  you  are  a  royal  winner. 
Have  got  a  man,  besides  jour  bountfioua  dinner. 
"Well,  my  good  knight,  pray  that  we  uome  no  more : 
If  we  come  ot^en,  fiiou  mayst  shut  thy  door. 

Wol,  Sir  Christopher,  hadst  thou  given  me  half  thy  liuu 
Thou  oouldst  not  have  pleaded  me  so  much  as  with 
This  man  of  thine.    My  infant  thought*  do 
Shortly  his  fortune  ehall  be  lifted  hialier ; 
True  industry  doth  kindle  hnnour'a  fire: 
And  so,  kind  Master  nf  th*  lloUs,  farewelL 

Sales.  Cromweli,  farewell. 


■•".^M 
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VvM.  Cromwell  takes  his  leave  of  you, 
it  ne'er  will  leavei*  to  love  and  honour  ^ou. 

ISxeuiU.    The  munc  plays  as  they  go  out. 


ACT  IV. 

Snter  Chobus. 

Cko.  Now  Cromwell's  highest  fortunes  do  begin. 
Wobei^,  that  loved  him  as  he  did  his  life. 
Committed  all  his  treasure  to  his  hands, 
Wolaey  is  dead :  and  Gardiner,  his  man, 
^now  created  bishop  of  Winchester. 
nffdoQ  if  we  omit  all  Wolse/s  life, 
Becaose  our  play  depends  on  Cromwell's  death. 
Now  git,  and  see  his  highest  state  of  all. 
His  height  of  rising,  and  his  sudden  fall. 
J^tfdon  ttie  errors  are  already  past. 
And  live  in  hope  the  best  doth  come  at  last. 
Hy  hope  upon  your  favour  doth  depend. 
And  looks  to  have  your  liking  ere  the  end.  [JExU. 

8CSNE  I.— The  same,    A  public  Walk. 

ii^GiBDnnsB  Bishop  0/ Winchester,  the  Dukes  of  Nor- 
lOLK  and  ^Suffolk,  Sib  Thomas  Mobe,  Sib  Chbistopheb 
Hales,  and  Cbomwell. 

Vbr.  Master  Cromwell,  since  Cardinal  Wolsey's  death, 

isuyesty  is  nven  to  understand 

en's  ootain  DiUs  and  writings  in  vour  hand, 

itmneh  concern  the  state  or  England. 

'  lord  of  Winchester,  is  it  not  so  F 

hr.  My  lord  of  Norfolk,  we  two  were  whilom  fellows : 

i  Ifaster  CromwelL  though  our  master's  love 

.  bind  us,  while  his  love  was  to  the  king, 

I  no  boot  now  to  deny  those  things, 

kh  may  be  prejudicial  to  the  state : 

I  thcRigb.  that  God  hath  raised  my  fortune  higher 

n  any  waar  I  look'd  for,  or  deserved, 

may  my  Ufe  no  longer  with  me  dwell, 

n  I  prove  true  unto  my  sovereign ! 

tA  nj  you.  Master  Cromwell  ?  nave  you  those 

ImgLay,  or  no  ? 

nsMi.  Here  are  the  writings : 

.  on  my  knees  I  give  them  unto 

worthy  dukes  of  Suffolk,  and  of  Norfolk. 

fas  my  master,  and  each  virtuous  part 

i  lived  in  him,  I  tendered  with  my  heart ; 

*  I.  e.  cease. 
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But  what  his  head  oomplotted  'gainst  the  state, 
Mj  country's  love  commands  me  that  to  hate. 
His  sudden  death  I  grieve  for,  not  his.  fall, 
Because  he  sought  to  work  my  country's  thrall. 

Si{f.  Cromwell,  the  king  shall  hear  of  this  thy  duty ; 
"Who,  I  assure  myself,  will  well  reward  thee. 
My  lord,  let's  go  unto  his  majestv. 
And  show  those  writings  which  he  longs  to  see. 

[JExeuntr^ ORroLK  and  SVFFOIX 

JEnter  Bedford  hoHily. 

Be^.  How  now,  who  is  this  ?  Cromwell  ?  By  my  soul, 
Welcome  to  England :  thou  once  didst  save  my  life ; 
Didst  not,  Cromwell  ? 

Crom.  If  I  did  so,  'tis  greater  glory  for  me 
That  you  remember  it,  than  for  myself 
Vainly  to  report  it. 

Bed.  Well,  Cromwell,  now's  the  time, 
I  shall  commend  thee  to  my  sovereign. 
Cheer  up  thyself,  for  I  will  raise  thy  state : 
A  Russ^l  yet  was  never  found  ingrate.  [M 

Sales.  O  how  uncertain  is  the  wheel  of  fate ! 
Who  lately  greater  than  the  cardinal, 
Por  fear  ana  love  ?  and  now  who  lower  lies  ? 
Gray  honours  are  but  Fortune's  flatteries ; 
And  whom  this  day  pride  and  ambition  swells, 
To-morrow  envy  ana  ambition  quells. 

More.  Who  sees  the  cobweb  tengle  the  poor  fly 
May  boldly  say,  the  wretch's  death  is  nigh. 

Oard.  I  knew  his  state  and  proud  ambition 
Were  too,  too  violent  to  last  o  erlong. 

Hales.  Who  soars  too  near  the  sun  with  golden  wingB, 
Melts  them ;  to  ruin  his  own  fortune  brings. 

Unter  the  Duke  of  SUFFOLK. 

Suf.  Cromwell,  kneel  down.    In  King  Henry's  name,  vnn 
Sir  Thomas  Cromwell ;  thus  begins  thy  fame. 

Unter  the  Duke  of  NoEFOLK. 

Nor.  Cromwell,  the  gracious  majesty  of  EngUoid, 
Por  the  good  hking  he  conceives  of  thee. 
Makes  thee  the  master  of  the  jewel-house, 
Chief  secretary  to  himself,  and  withal 
Creates  thee  one  of  his  highness'  privy-council. 

Unter  the  Earl  of  Bedfokd. 

Bed.  Where  is  Sir  Thomas  Cromwell  ?  is  he  knighted  ? 

Suf.  He  is,  my  lord. 

Bed.  Then,  to  add  honour  to 
His  name,  the  king  creates  him  the  lord-keeper 
Of  his  privy  seal,  and  master  of  the  rolls, 
Which  you,  Sir  Christopher,  do  now  enjoy : 
The  king  determinea  lca%\i«t  ^X-a/c^  lot  >jQ>au 
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CVoMu  My  lords, 

Tbeie  bonours  are  too  lugh  for  my  desert. 
^Xore.  O  content  thee,  man ;  who  would  not  choose  it  ? 
Let  thou  art  wise  in  seeming  to  refuse  it. 

Bard.  Here's  honours,  titles,  and  promotions : 
t  feir  this  climbing  will  have  sudden  fall. 
^or.  Then  come,  my  lords ;  let's  all  together  bring 
rhii  new-made  counsellor  to  England's  king. 

[Exeunt  all  but  GabdinEB. 

Oori  But  Ghirdiner  means  his  glory  shall  be  dimm'd. 
3M  Cromwell  live  a  greater  man  than  I  ? 
fh  envy  with  his  honour  now  is  bred : 
^  Bope  to  shorten  Cromwell  by  the  head.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II."-Zondon.    A  Street  h^ore  Cbomwell's  house. 

Enter  Fbescobald. 

■TVisf.  O  Frescobald,  what  shall  become  of  thee  ? 
vhere  shalt  thou  ga  or  which  way  shalt  thou  turn  ? 
Vnrtime,  that  turns  her  too  unconstant  wheel, 
uth  torn'd  thy  wealth  and  riches  in  the  sea. 
JI  puts  abroad  wherever  I  have  been 
taw  weary  of  me,  and  deny  me  succour, 
[y  debtors,  they  that  should  relieve  my  want, 
onwear  n^  money,*  say  they  owe  me  none ; 
hey  know  my  state  too  mean  to  bear  out  law : 
nd  here  in  London,  where  I  oft  have  been, 
nd  have  done  good  to  many  a  wretched  man. 
am  now  most  wretched  here,  despised  myself. 
1  vain  it  is  more  of  their  hearts  to  try : 
■6  patient,  therefore,  lay  thee  down  and  die.  [Lies  down. 

Enter  Seelt  and  JoAN. 

^SMy.  Come,  Joan,  come ;  let* s  see  what  he'll  do  for  us  now.  I 
■iit  we  have  done  for  him,  when  many  a  time  and  often  he 
■At  have  gone  a-hungrv  to  bed. 

/(Mm.  Alas,  man,  now  he  is  made  a  lord,  hell  never  look  upon 
■;  hell  taiSl  the  old  proverb,  Set  beggars  a  horseback  and 
^U  ride — ^A  well-a-dav  for  my  cow !  such  as  he  hath  made  us 
9me  behind-hand ;  we  nad  never  pawn'd  our  cow  else  to  pay 
Mr  rent. 

fiWif.  Well,  Joan,  he'll  come  this  way ;  and  by  God's  dickers  J 
n  tell  him  roundly  of  it,  an  if  he  were  ten  lords :  a'  shall  know 
« I  had  not  my  cheese  and  my  bacon  for  nothing. 

Joan.  Do  you  remember,  husband,  how  he  would  mouch§  up 
^7  dieeee-oakes  ?  He  hath  forgot  this  now ;  but  now  we'll 
MBieniberil  lum. 

Seely.  Aj^  we  shall  have  now  three  flaps  with  a  fox-tail :  but 
'fluth  ni  jibber  a  joint,^  but  I'll  tell  him  hi&  own.— Stay,  who 
here  P    O,  stand  up,  here  he  comes ;  stand  up. 


*  H&af  on  oafh  that  fhey  are  indebted.  f  I.  e.  know. 

tlteai  fingcn.      f  Sat  greedily.       |  J.  e.  remind.      ^  I.e.  be  spitted. 


and  AlUndanii. 


iggara  here.  Rise  U]>,  A 


Bodgt.  Como ;  awaj  with  these  beggara  here,  I 
come  out,  good  people;  run  albra  there,  ho.  i 

[FBGacOBALD  riiH,  anditattdiataiiii 

Seelg.  Ay.  we  are  kiok'd  awruj'.  now  we  come  for  our  oin 
■!... .  1.  ..L  i__..  I. .1  i._,  1..1 ,1  ...    ^  friendly  upon u»l 


wrTty^  ay^  v»b  two  Riujt  u  uwu^,  uow 
.e  hath  beeu,  ha  would  hii'  took'd  m 


you,  IIodBs, 

Crom.  Cou 
My  boQost  hi 


lo' 


itbeen 


I  knnw  you  well  enough,  tiiough  you  al 

1  hither,  Bicrah  ^— Stay,  what  men  are  Uiese^ 
it  of  HuuDslow,  and  his  wife?  i 

□ey,  father,  do  1  not  P  ; 

I  body  of  me,  dost  thou.  ^ 


Seel^.  Ay,h.  ,  .  , 

pay  ms :  good  four  pound  it  ia ;  I  bav't  o'  the  post*  at  bond 

Crom.  I  know  'lie  true.    Sirrah,  give  him  ten  angeli?-- 
And  look  your  wife  and  you  do  stay  bi  dinner 
And  while  you  live,  I  fre«ly  give  lo  you 
Pour  pound  a  year,  for  the  four  pound  I  ougbtt  you. 

iSm/ji.  Art  not  chimged  F  Art  old  Tom  utill  ?  Now  Oodbli 
(mod  Lord  Tom.  Home.  Joan,  home ;  I'll  dine  with  n. 
Tom  to-day,  and  thou  shalt  come  next  week.  VehdiDi 
home,  Joan,  home. 

Joan.  Now  God  bless  thee,  my  good  Lord  Tom  i  ni  te. 

cow  presently.  [JSritJ 

Eater  GiBDINBIt.  ' 

Crom.  Sirrah,  go  to  yon  stranger ;  tell  him,  I 
Desire  him  stay  K)  dinner:  Imiuitspeak  , 

With  biro.  [Tb  Hi 

Bard,  My  lord  of  Norfolk,  nee  you  this  1 

Same  hubble  F  that  eame  pulT?  but  mark  the  end. 
My  lord;  mark  the  end.  I 

Nor.  I  promise  you,  I  like  not  something  be  bath  donev 
But  let  that  pais ;  the  king  doth  love  him  well.  l 

Chjm.  Good-morrow  to  my  lord  of  Wincheatflr:  Ikaa~ 
You  bear  me  hard  about  the  abbey  lands. 

Gard.  Have  I  not  reason,  when  religion 's  wroag'd  P 
You  had  no  colour  for  what  you  have  done. 

C^eni.  Yes,  the  abolishing  of  Anticlirist, 
And  of  bis  popish  order,  fh>mour  realm. 
I  am  no  enemy  to  religion ; 
But  what  is  done,  it  a  for  England's  good. 
What  did  they  serve  for  hut  to  feed  a  sortf 
Of  lazy  abbots  and  of  full  -fed  friars  P  . 

Tbey  ndtber  plough  nor  sow,  and  yet  they  reap*] 
The  fat  of  all  ibe  land,  and  suck  the  poor. 
Look,  what  was  theirs  is  in  Kinn  Heurv'B  hi 
His  wealth  before  lay  in  the  abbey  lands. 

Qard.  Indeed  these  things  you  have  alleged,  n 
When,  God  doth  know,  the  inAmt  yet  unboro 
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cane  the  time  the.abbies  were  puU'd  down. 
ly  now  where  i8  hospitality  ? 
sre  now  may  poor  distressed  people  go, 
to  reUeve  their  need,  or  rest  their  bones, 
m  weary  travel  doth  oppress  their  limbs  ? 
where  religious  men  should  take  them  in, 
1  now  be  kept  back  with  a  mastifif  dog ; 

I  fhoosand  thousand 

or.  0  my  lord,  no  more : 

Qgs  past  redress  'tis  bootless  to  complain.* 

roM.  What,  shall  we  to  the  convocation-house  ? 

or.  Well  foUow  you,  my  lord ;  pray  lead  the  way. 

SnUr  old  Cbomwell,  in  tKe  d/reaa  of  a  farmer. 

Id  Crom,  How !  one  Cromwell  made  lord  keeper,  since  I  Icfb 

Dey,  and  dwelt  in  Yorkshire  ?•  I  never  heard  oetter  news : 

see  tiiat  Cromwell,  or  it  shall  go  hard. 

rom.  My  aged  father !  State  then  set  asidCj 

VBtj  upon  my  knee  I  crave  your  blessing. 

I  of  my  servants^  so,  and  have  him  in ; 

)ett6r  leisure  will  we  talk  with  him. 

Id  Crom,  Now  if  I  die.  how  happy  were  the  day ! 

lee  tiiis  comfort  rains  rorth  showers  of  joy. 

[Hxewnt  old  Cbomwell  and  Sebvai^T. 
or,  l%i8  duty  in  him  shows  a  kind  of  grace.  \^Aside, 

Tow^  Gh>  on  before,  for  tune  draws  on  apace. 

[^Exeunt  all  hut  PbescoBaLD. 
rsr.  I  wonder  what  this  lord  would  have  with  me, 
man  so  strictly  ^ve  me  charge  to  stay : 
iver  did  offend  him,  to  my  knowledge. 
Q,  good  or  bad,  I  mean  to  bide  it  au ; 
tse  tiian  I  am,  now  never  can  befalL 

JEnUr  Bakisteb  and  his  WiFE. 

'm.  Come,  wife, 

ke  it  to  be  almcet  dinner  time: 

Master  Newton  and  Master  Crosby  sent 

me  last  ni^t^  they  would  come  dine  with  me, 

1  tdLe  their  bond  m.    I  pray  thee,  hie  thee  home, 

I  see  that  all  things  be  in  readiness. 

&v.  San,  They  shall  be  welcome,  husband ;  TU  go  before : 

1  is  not  that  man  Master  Frescooald  ? 

[She  runs  cmd  embraces  h'un. 
Soa  O  heavens !  it  is  kind  Master  Frescobald : 

2  Sir,  what  hap  hath  brought  you  to  this  pass  ? 
ram  The  same  that  brou^t  you  to  your  misery. 

'am,  YThy  would  you  not  acquaint  me  with  your  state  ? 
tanitter,  your  poor  friend,  then  forgot, 
ow  flpods,  whose  love,  whose  life  and  all  is  yours  ? 
HMi  1  thcmght  your  usage  would  be  as  the  rest, 

*  1,  e.  complain  of. 
IL.  T.  O 


r 


IH  THE  LIPE  IND  DEATH  OF 

That  had  more  kindneaa  at  mf  tuuids  cban  fou, 
Xet  Iriuk'd  askance  nlien  as  they  Ban  me  poor. 

Mrt.  Ban.  IClSuiisler  would  bear  su  base  a  heart. 
I  ne'rr  would  look  my  biuband  in  the  lace. 
But  hat«  him  m  I  would  a  oockatrioe. 

£a(L  Aud  well  thou  miglitst,  should  Banister  deal  bd 
BinM  that  I  saw  yau.  Sir,  my  slate  is  meuded ; 
And  for  the  thousaud  pound  I  owe  to  you, 
I  bave  it  ready  for  you.  Sir.  at  home  : 
And  though  I  grieve  your  tbrtune  is  so  bod. 
Yet  that  whsp'atohelpyou  mokes  me  glad. 
And  noiT,  Sii,  will  it  pleaae  you  walk  with  me  7 

I'm.  Not  yet  I  cannot,  for  the  lord  chaneellor 
Bath  here  commanded  me  lo  wait  ou  him  : 
For  what,  I  know  not ;  pmy  God  it  be  for  good. 

Ban.  Never  make  doubt  of  that ;  I'll  warrant  you. 


'io  Kuep  >uur  nuru,  lu  pu/cu«o 

Croi.  By  my  faith,  I  have  re 

Three  thouatod  pound  ia  fB:r  too  much  to 
And  yet  I  doubt  not  Mntter  Banister. 

JVtFW.  By  my  faith,  Sir,  your  si—  ' 

And  yei  I  am  not  much  behind ; 
Considering  that  to-day  I  paid  al 

Croi.  Mass,  and  well  reoDember'd:  what  is  the  rei 
Lord  Cromwell's  men  wear  suoh  lon^  skirts  upon 
Their  coats  ?  they  reach  down  fa  their  very  hama. 

Nevi.  I  will  reeolve  you,  Sir ;  and  thus  it  ie : 
The  bishop  of  Winchester,  that  lores  not  Cromm 
(Ab  great  men  are  envied  a&  well  as  leaa), 
A  while  Bjo  there  was  a  jar  between  them ; 
And  it  was  brought  to  my  Lord  Cromwell  b  ear 
That  Bishop  Gardiner  would  sit  on  his  Bkirts : 
ijpan  whioh  word  he  mode  his  men  long  blue  i 
And  in  the  court  ware  one  of  them  hintself; 
And  meeting  with  the  bishop,  quoth  he,  "  My 
Hero's  sldrte  enough  now  fur  your  grace  1o  git 
Whioh  vex'd  the  bishop  to  the  very  heart. 
This  ia  the  reoaon  why  they  wear  long  coats. 
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Voff.  Tis  always  seen,  and  mark  it  for  a  rule, 

it  one  great  man  will  envy  still  another ; 

i  tis  a  thing  that  nothing  concerns  me : — 

tut,  shall  we  now  to  Master  Banister's  ? 

^ew.  Ay,  come,  we'll  pay  him  royally  for  our  dinner.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  IVr—The  same.    A  Boom  in  Cbomwell's  Mouse. 

inter  the  TJSHBB,  and  the  Sewes.*    Several  Servants  cross 
the  stage  with  dishes  in  their  hands. 

^«i  Unooyer  therei,  gentlemen. 

JBWw  Cbomwsll,  Bsdfobd,  Suffolk,  old  Cromwell, 
FbescOBALD,  Seely,  and  Attendants. 

Orom.  My  noble  lords  of  Suffolk  and  of  Bedford, 
our  honours  are  welcome  to  poor  Cromwell's  house, 
liera  is  my  father  P  nay,  be  cover'd,  father ; 
though  that  duty  to  these  noblemen 
ith  <£allenge  il^  yet  I'll  make  bold  with  them, 
ior  head  doth  b^  the  calendar  of  care, 
hat!  Cromwell  coyer'd,  and  his  father  bare  ? 
must  not  be. — Now.  Sir,  to  you :  is  not 
nr  name  EresoobalcLand  a  Florentine  ? 
^Vv9.  My  name  was  JPresoobald,  till  cruel  fate 
I  rob  me  of  my  name,  and  of  my  state. 
"kvm.  What  fortune  brought  you  to  this  country  now  ? 
'Viet.  All  other  pfurts  have  left  me  succourless, 
«  only  this.    Because  of  debts  I  have, 
ope  to  rain,  for  to  relieve  my  want. 
Vvfik  Did  you  not  once,  upon  your  Florence  bridge, 
tp  a  distress'd  man,  robb'd  by  the  banditti  P 
I  name  was  Cromwell. 
W«.  I  never  made  my  brain 
alen^ir  of  an^r  good  I  did : 
.ways  loved  tms  nation  with  my  heart. 
VoM.  I  am  that  Cromwell  that  you  there  relieved. 
teem  ducats  you  gave  me  for  to  clothe  me, 
teen  to  bear  my  charges  by  the  way, 
d  sixteen  more  I  had  for  my  horse-hire. 
ire  be  those  several  sums  justly  retum'd : 
i  it  injustioe  were  that  service  at 
ikeea,  to  repay  thee  without  interest- : 
vefore  receive  of  me  four  several  bags : 
ndi  of  them  there  is  four  hundred  marks : 
d  bring  to  me  the  names  of  all  your  debtors ; 
d  tf  they  will  not  see  you  paid^  I  will. 
Sod  forbid  that  I  should  see  him  fall. 
It  help'd  me  in  my  greatest  need  of  all. 
m  ftands  my  father,  that  first  gave  me  life ; 
1^  whai  dul^  is  too  much  for  him  P 


Umb  tewcr  was  tbe  officer  in  fhe  households  of  our  ancient  nohility, 
I  plaeed  tbe  disbes  on  the  table. 

O  2 
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This  man  in  time  of  need  did  save  mjr  life ; 

I  therefore  cannot  do  too  much  for  him. 

By  this  old  man  I  oftentimes  was  fed, 

Else  might  I  have  gone  supperless  to  bed. 

Such  kindness  have  I  had  of  these  three  men. 

That  Cromwell  no  way  can  repay  again. 

Now  in  to  dinner,  for  we  stay  too  long ; 

And  to  good  stomachs  is  no  greater  wrong.  [Extni 

SCENE  K—The  same.    A  Room  in  the  Sishop  qf 
Winchester's  house. 

Enter  Gardineb  and  a  SeryanT. 

Oard.  Sirrah,  where  be  those  men  I  caused  to  stay  ? 

Serv.  Thev  do  attend  your  pleasure,  Sir,  within. 

Oard,  Bid  them  come  hither,  and  stay  you  without: 

lExUSMXfOi 
For  by  those  men  the  fox  of  this  same  land. 
That  makes  a  Koose  of  better  than  himself. 
Must  worried  be  unto  his  latest  home ; 
Or  Gardiner  will  fail  in  his  intent. 
As  for  the  dukes  of  Suffolk  and  of  Norfolk, 
Whom  I  have  sent  for  to  come  speak  with  me; 
Howsoever  outwardly  they  shadow  it. 
Yet  in  their  hearts  I  know  they  love  him  not. 
As  for  the  earl  of  Bedford,  he's  but  one. 
And  dares  not  gainsay  what  we  do  set  down. 

Enter  the  two  WITNESSES. 

Now,  my  good  friends,  you  know  I  saved  your  h^es, 
When,  Dy  the  law,  jrou  had  deserved  death ; 
And  then  you  promised  me,  upon  your  oatns, 
To  venture  botn  your  lives  to  do  me  good. 

JSoth  Wit.  We  swore  no  more  than  that  we  will  perfonn. 

Qard.  I  take  your  words ;  and  that  which  you  mo^  ^ 
Is  service  for  your  God  and  for  vour  king : 
To  root  a  rebel  from  this  flourishing  land. 
One  that's  an  enemy  unto  the  church : 
And  therefore  must  you  take  your  solemn  oaths^ 
That  you  heard  Cromwell,  the  lord  chancellor. 
Bid  wish  a  dagger  at  King  Henry's  heart. 
Fear  not  to  swear  it.  for  1  heard  him  speak  it; 
Therefore  we'll  shield  you  from  ensuing  harms. 

2  Wit.  If  you  will  warrant  us  the  deed  is  good. 
We'll  undertake  it. 

Gard.  Kneel  down,  and  I  will  here  absolve  you  boUi: 
This  crucifix  I  lay  upon  your  heads, 
And  sprinkle  holy  water  on  your  brows. 
The  deed  is  meritorious  that  you  do, 
And  by  it  shall  you  purchase  grace  from  heaven. 

1  Jvit.  Now.  Sir,  we'll  undertake  it,  by  our  souk.  i 

2  Wit,  For  CromweW  neNer  \on^^  wwvfc  qC  our  sort  i 
Oard,  I  know  \i©  dot\i  Tko\»  \  %.\i<i  Iw  \»\}a.  ^i^soy^ 
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liQ  lyrefef  ^ou  to  some  place  of  worth. 

(nr  get  yon  in,  until  I  call  for  you, 

ff  presently  tne  dukes  mean  to  be  here.   [Exeunt  Witnesses. 

nmwell,  sit  fast ;  thy  time 's  not  long  to  reign. 

he  abbies  tiiat  were  pull'd  down  by  tny  mean 

le  now  a  mean  for  me  to  pull  thee  down. 

by  pride  also  thy  own  l^esM.  lights  upon, 

^  uioa  art  he  mttii  changed  religion : — 

lid  now  no  more,  for  here  the  duKes  are  come. 

Snier  Suffolk,  Nobfole,  and  Bedfobd. 

At/.  Good  even  to  my  lord  bishop. 

Nor.  How  fores  my  lord  ?  what,  are  you  all  alone  ? 
.  9ard,  No,  not  alone,  my  lords ;  my  mind  is  troubled. 
■know  your  honours  muse*  wherefore  I  sent, 
bd  in  such  hasta    What,  came  you  from  the  king  ? 

Nor,  We  did,  and  left  none  but  Lord  Cromwell  with  him. 

9arviL  O  what  a  dangerous  time  is  this  we  hve  in ! 
rbere's  Thomas  Wolsey:  he's  already  gone, 
bd  Thomas  More,  he  followed  after  him : 
bother  Thomas  yet  there  doth  remain, 
»ttt  ig  fitr  worse  than  either  of  those  twain ; 
bd  if  with  speed,  mv  lords,  we  not  pursue  it, 
^  btt  the  Idng  and  all  the  land  will  rue  it. 

Barf.  Another  Thomas  ?  pray  God,  it  be  not  Cromwell. 

©flrd  "MLv  lord  of  Bedford,  it  \s  that  traitor  Cromweli. 

M  Is  Cromwell  false  ?  my  heart  will  never  think  it. 

Siff.  Mv  lord  of  Winchester,  what  likelihood 
*Woof  have  you  of  this  his  treachery  ? 

vard.  My  lord,  too  much :  call  in  the  men  within. 

JSnter  the  Witnesses. 
Anemen,  my  lord,  upon  their  oaths,  affirm 


ig  Henry :  wnat  is  inis  Dut  treason  f 

■»ai  If  it  be  so,  my  heart  doth  bleed  with  sorrow. 

*^How  say  you,  friends  ?    What,  did  you  hear  these  words  ? 

1  »Fft.  We  cQa,  an't  like  your  grace. 

Nor,  In  what  place  was  liord  Cromwell  when  he  spake  them  ? 
•JtJ^'  In  lus  garden ;  where  we  did  attend  a  suit, 
"'jdi  we  had  waited  for  two  years  and  more. 

A^How  long  is't  since  you  heard  him  speak  these  words  ? 

8  JPtt.  Some  half-year  since. 

*»W.  How  chance  that  you  conceal'd  it  all  this  time  ? 

1  )Ptt.  His  greatness  made  us  fear ;  that  was  the  cause. 
kS"^  Ay,  tkj,  his  greatness,  that's  the  cause  indeed, 
^  to  make  his  treason  here  more  manifest, 
gd  alls  his  servants  to  him  round  about, 
Jnbthem  of  Wolsey's  life,  and  of  his  fall ; 
B>fi  that  himself  hath  many  enemies, 

♦  J.  e.  wonder. 


] 


Wlmt  need  hs  do  thus  in  bia  prime  of  lib. 
An  if  he  were  not  fearful  of  hia  de&tii  P 

Svf.  My  lurd,  these  likelihoodti  ai 

Sail.  Pftrdun  mi>,  lor^  for  1  miu 
ThBirproofsttretjreatibutgrealeriB  .... . 

Nor.  My  friends,  t^e  heed  of  that  which  you lii 
Tour  Bouls  must  nogwer  what  your  tonenes  report : 
Therefore  take  hoed,  be  «ary  nhiit  you  do. 

2  Wit.  Mr  lord,  we  apeak  no  more  but  tn 


Svf.  My  lord,  these  luceUhoods  are  very  grsHU^^^^H 

Sail.  Pftrdon  mi>,  lords,  for  1  must  needs  d«wrt;.     It 

TheirproorBsretn^t^butgrealOTiB  my  heart.*  tEiUm 

iT^jB    ■ 


■dofNotI 


Sty  lords,  if  Cromwell  have  a  ijublie  tnaj. 

That  whiuh  we  do  is  void,  by  hui  deuiat: 

You  know  the  king  will  (jredit  none  but  him. 
Hoi'.  "Tis  true:  he  rules  the  king  even  an  he  pleases. 
Suf.  How  shall  we  do  for  to  «tlach  him,  then  ?  , 

Ctard.  Marry,  thus,  my  lords ;  by  au  act  he  made  himu 

"With  an  intent  to  entrap  some  of  out  lir" 

And  this  it  is:  If  nny  cauTmellor 

Sa  convicted  tjf  iag\  treojon,  he  shall 

Be  fxeenleii  mlh/uf  pviiie  trill  i 

This  out  my  lords,  be  caused  the  king  tc 

Suf.  Me  did,  indeed,  and  I  remember 
And  now  'tis  hke  to  fall  upon  himself. 

Nor.  Let  us  not  slack  it :  'tis  for  England's  good: 
TVe  must  be  wary,  else  h«'il  go  beyond  us. 

Gard.  Well  hath  your  grace  said,  my  good  lord 
Therefore  let  us  go  preaentiF  to  Lambeth ; 
Thither  oomes  Cromwell  from  the  oaurt  to-night. 
Let  us  arreat  him ;  send  him  to  the  Tower ; 
And  in  the  morning  cut  off  the  trutor's  head. 

Nor.  Come,  theu,  about  it ;  let  us  guard  the  town 
This  is  the  day  that  Cromwell  must  go  down. 

Oard.  Along,  ray  lords.    WelL  Cromwell  is  half  dead 
He  shaked  my  neart,  bub  I  will  shake  his  head. 

^^^^T  SCSNS  I.— A  Stresl  in 

B  JSnfer  BEDFORD. 

I  Bed.  My  soul  is  like  a  water  troubled ; 

I  And  Garduier  is  the  man  tliat  makes  it  sc 

■^^^O  Cromwell,  I  do  fear  thy  end  ia 
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11  proYent  th&r  malice  if  I  can : 

in  Bood  time,  see  where  the  man  doth  come, 

litxfe  Imows  now  near's  his  day  oC  doom. 

r  Cboicwell,  with  kit  train.    BfiDFOBD  makes  as  though 
he  would  speaik  to  him,     Cbomwell  goes  on. 

ym.  You're  well  encounter'd,  mv  good  lord  of  Bedford. 

year  honour  is  addressed*  to  talk. 

,  pardon  me ;  I  am  sent  for  to  the  king, 

dfo  not  know  the  business  yet  myself : 

re  you  well,  for  I  must  needs  be  gone. 

{_Exit  Cbomwell,  <if-c. 
d  You  must ;  well,  what  remedy  ? 
rtoo  soon  you  must  be  gone  indeed, 
king  hath  business ;  but  little  dost  thou  know, 
i's  DOfQr  fiyr  thy  life ;  thou  think'st  not  so. 

Me-enter  Gbomwell,  attended. 

om.  The  second  lime  well  met,  my  lord  of  Bedford : 

Tory  sorry  that  my  haste  is  such. 

I  marquis  Dorset  being  sick  to  death,  * 

irt  receive  of  him  the  privy  seal 

ombeth  soon,  my  lord,  we  11  talk  our  fill.  \_BxU, 

dL  Hjow  smooth  and  easy  is  the  way  to  death ! 

JSnier  a  Messengeb. 

sf.  }liy  lord^  the  dukes  of  Norfolk  and  of  Suffolk, 

•mpanied  with  the  bishop  of  Winchester, 

«at  you  to  come  presently  to  Lambeth, 

amest  matters  that  concern  the  state. 

'd.  To  Lambeth !  so :  go  fetch  me  pen  and  ink ; 

i  Lord  Cromwell  there  shall  talk  enough : 

md  our  last,  I  fear,  an  if  he  come.  [  Writes. 

>,,take  this  letter,  and  bear  it  to  Lord  Cromwell ; 

um  read  it ;  say  it  concerns  him  near : 

It  be  gone,  make  all  the  haste  you  can. 

ambeth  do  I  go  a  woeful  man.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL—A  Street  near  the  Thames. 
Enter  Cbomwell,  attended. 

m.  Is  the  barge  ready  ?    I  will  straight  to  Lambeth : 
if  this  one  day's  business  once  were  past, 
ke  my  ease  to-morrow  after  trouble. 

Enter  Messenoeb. 

now,  my  frien<L  wouldest  thou  speak  with  me  ? 
r.  Sir,  here's  a  letter  from  my  lord  of  Bedford. 

XOi'oes  hwn  a  letter.    Cbomwell  puts  it  in  his  pocket, 
M.  O  good,  my  friend,  commend  me  to  thy  lord : 
take  uioee  angels ;  drink  them  for  thy  pains. 

•  I.  e.  prepared. 


^^If«».  He  doth  desire  your  grace  lo  read  iL,         ^^ 
Because  he  ea-yt  it  doth  oonoern  you  oeur. 

Crom.  Bid  him  aaaiice  himself  of  that.    JirewslL 
To-morroiT.  tell  him,  he  Aall  hear  ttom  me. 
Set  on  before  there,  tuid  away  to  Lambeth.  [ 

SCEZfE  ni.— Lambeth. 
Unler    OaKOISEB,     ScFTOLK.     NORFOLK,    Bedfmu. 

tknilnt  v/  the  Toaer,  a  8 EEQEiWT.il- Abme,  o  1 

and  RiLBBBTa. 

Oard.  Halberts,  stand  close  unto  the  water-side ; 
SergBBut-at-amui,  be  you  bold  in  your  ofSoa ; 
Herdd,  deliver  your  proclamation. 

Her.  Tiu  u  to  giee  notice  to  all  the  kinii'i  tnijieUi 

Lord  OroUHCeli,  lord  ekancellor  of  Eitglatid,  iii ■■ 

the  reatm.  Km  to  hold  aiui  esttem  ai  a  traitor  «aj|^B 
and  dignity  <if  England.     So  Qod  tace  tie  iiti^^^U 

Sed.  Amen,  and  root  thse  from  the  land  t    ^^^U 
For  whilst  tbou  tivest^  the  truth  nmnot  atsnd.-^^H 
Nor.  Make  a  lane  ther«,  the  traitor  is  at  hanoP^V 
Keep  back  Cromwcll'a  m.ea ;  drown  them,  if  ther  «■ 
Sergeant,  your  oSiee. 
Enter  ChokwhlIi,  aHended.     Tie  halberl-ni«a  ffla<b 
Orom.  What  means  my  lord  of  Norfolk  by  these  no 
Sirs,  come  alone. 
Qard.  Kill  them,  if  they  come  on. 
Sir.  Lord  Thomas  Cromwell,  in  Eine  Henry's  Mmi 
I  do  arrest  your  honour  of  high  treason. 
Cram.  Sei^eant,  me  of  treaaon  P 

[Cbomwell'b  AltendanU  tdft 
her  draitr  a,  sirord. 
1.  uuii^ge  you,  IS  you  love  me,  di 

.. ..     (e  Cromwell  of  treason  now  ? 

Qard.  This  is  no  plaoe'  to  reckon  up  your  crime  ; 
Tour  dove-like  looks  were  view'd  with  serpents'  eyes. 

Crom.  With  serpents'  eyes,  indeed :  by  thine  they  n 
Bats  Ghirdiner,  do  thj;  worst:  I  feax  thee  noL 
Hf  bith  compared  with  thine,  as  muoh  shall  pass 
As  doth  the  diamond  exoel  the  glass. 
Attach'd  of  treoiion,  no  acousers  by  1 
Indeed,  what  tongue  dares  apeak  90  foul  a  lie  7 

JTor.  My  lord,  my  lord,  matters  are  too  woll  known 
'    "      ■     '      -e  thereof. 


.._jl  but  say,  that  Cromwall's  fiijth  w 

Then  let  mv  honour  and  my  name  be  sti 
If  e'er  my  heart  against  the  king  was  set 
O,  let  my  soul  in  judgment  bi "' ' 


i 
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A(^.  My  lord,  my  lord,  your  matter  shall  be  tried ; 
Meantune.  with  patience  content  yourself. 

Gm.  Perforce  I  must  with  patience  be  content ; — 
^idear friend  Bedford,  dost  thou  stand  so  near  ? 
wtnnwell  rejoiceth  one  friend  sheds  a  tear. 
•And  whither  is't  ?    Which  way  must  Cromwell  now  ? 

©Olid.  My  lord,  you  must  unto  the  Tower.    Lieutenant, 
■«e  him  unto  your  charge. 

-.  Orotn.  Well,  where  you  please ;  but  yet  before  I  part, 
-■^ine  oonfer  a  little  with  my  men. 
^^-  Ay,  as  you  go  by  water,  so  you  shall. 
^"ow.  I  nave  some  business  present  to  impart. 
^^.  You  may  not  stay :  Lieutenant,  take  your  charge. 
-^  wjjoin.  Well,  well,  my  lord,  you  second  Gardiner's  text. 
.Wwfoli,  forewell !  thy  turn  will  be  the  next. 

[JExeunt  CfiOMWELL  and  Lieutenant. 
^<*r'd.  His  guilty  conscience  makes  him  rave,  my  lord. 
^or.  Ay,  let  him  talk :  his  time  is  short  enough. 
G^of^i,  My  lord  of  Bedford-  come ;  you  weep  for  him 
rnat  would  not  shed  even  half  a  tear  for  you. 
•^«<i.  It  grieves  me  for  to  see  his  sudden  fall. 
^«rci.  Such  success  wish  I  unto  traitors  all.  [Exeunt, 

8CJENJE  IV.— London,    A  Street. 
Enter  two  Citizens. 

^  Cit  Why,  can  this  news  be  true  ?  Is't  possible  ? 
™  great  Lord  Cromwell  arrested  upon  treason  ? 
1  hardly  will  believe  it  can  be  so. 
2  Cit.  It  is  too  true,  Sir.    Would  it  were  otherwise, 

Condition*  I  spent  half  the  wealth  I  have ! 

I  was  at  Lambeth,  saw  him  there  arrested. 

And  afterward  committed  to  the  Tower. 

1  Cit.  What,  was't  for  treason  that  he  was  committed  ? 

2  CU.  Kind,  noble  gentleman !  I  may  rue  the  time : 
All  that  I  have,  I  did  enjoy  by  him ; 

And  if  he  die,  then  all  my  state  is  gone. 

^1  Cit.  It  may  be  honed  that  he  shall  not  die, 

^^use  the  king  did  favour  him  so  much. 

2  Cit.  O,  Sir,  you  are  deceived  in  thinking  so : 
The  grace  and  favour  he  had  with  the  king 
g*th  caused  him  have  so  many  enemies. 
ge  that  in  court  secure  will  keep  himself, 
*|u8t  not  be  great,  for  then  he's  envied  at. 
^*ie  shrub  is  safe,  when  as  the  cedar  shakes  ; 
*or  where  the  king  doth  love  above  compare, 
^'others  they  as  much  more  envied  are. 
pl  Cit.  'Tis  pity  that  this  nobleman  should  fall, 
■^  J  did  80  many  charitable  deeds. 
fn?  ^.  'Tis  true ;  and  yet  you  see  in  each  estate 
*  here's  none  so  good,  but  some  one  doth  him  hate ; 
"^d  they  before  would  smile  him  in  the  face, 

*  I'd  spend  half  mjr  wealth  to  have  it  othervase. 


^ 


Will  be  tlie  roreraost  to  do  him  disgrHCe. 
Wbal,  will  you  go  nJong  imM  the  court  f 

I  at.  1  care  not  if  I  dD,  and  hear  the  news, 
Huw  men  will  judge  what  shall  become  of  him. 

a  Cil.  Sume  will  speak  hardly,  some  will  speak  in  [uty. 
Go  joii  to  the  court;  111  ro  into  the  nitj ; 
Thero  I  lun  sure  to  bear  more  news  than  you.  [ 

SCE2!/£1  V. — J.  Soont  IB  tie  Tottrer. 
Snler  Cbouwell. 

Crom.  Now,  CromireU,  hast  thou  time  to  meditate, 
And  Uiink  upon  thf  state,  aad  a!  the  time. 


Thy  honours  came  unsou);lit^  ay,  and  unloak'd  tor ; 
Thy  Wl  aa  sudden,  and  unlook  d  for  too. 
What  glory  was  la  England  that  had  I  not  ? 


n  this  land  Dommauded  more  than  Cromwell  ? 
Eicepl  the  king,  who  grealor  than  myself  ? 
But  now  I  see  what  alter  aofa  shall ; 
The  greater  men,  more  sudden  is  their  fall. 
And  now  I  do  remember,  tie  earl  of  Bedford 
"Was  very  desirous  for  to  speak  to  me ; 
And  afterward  sent  unto  mo  a  letter. 
The  which  I  think  I  still  h- 
Novf  may  1  read  it,  for  I  n- 

And  thU  I  take  it  is :  i— 

My  lord,  erme  nul  tku  night  to  Lamhetk, 

Fur,  ifgou  do,  vow  ttaie  U  ovtrikrovM ; 
Aad  mach  I  doubt  gow  life,  on  if  you  fome  : 
Than  if  you  lone  jioumlf,  itay  where  goa  are, 

0  God,  O  God !  bad  I  but  read  this  letter, 
Then  bad  I  been  free  from  the  lion's  paw : 
Deterriaa  this  to  read  uolJl  to-morrow, 

1  spum'd  at  joy,  and  did  ambrace  my  sorrow. 

Eater  LiEDTKNlNT  of  the  Tomer,  Qfflceri,  ^e. 
Now,  Master  Lieutenant,  when's  this  day  of  death  ? 

Lieu.  AlsB,  my  lord,  would  I  might  never  see  it ! 
Here  are  the  dukes  of  Suifolk  and  of  Norfolk, 
Winchester,  Bedford,  and  Sir  Richard  Badohf^ 
With  others ;  but  why  they  come  I  know  not. 

Orom.  No  matter  wherefore.    Ciomwoll  in  prepared, 
Pat  Gardiner  has  my  life  and  state  ensnared. 
Bid  them  oome  in,  or  you  shall  do  them  wrong. 
For  here  stands  he  who  some  think  lives  too  long. 
Learning  kills  learning,  and,  instead  of  ink 
To  dip  his  pen,  Cromnell's  beart-blood  doth  drink. 
^•(eriSB  J)ntej  ((/"Suffolk  and  NOBFOLK:  the  Earlnf 

roan,  GABDUfKB  Bishop  of  Winchester,  SiB  Riphaik 

CLIFF,  and  StB  Ralph  Badleb. 

Nor.  Good  morrow,  Cromwell.    What,  alone,  so  «a 

CVdih.  One  good  among  you,  none  or^uu  are  bod 
For  my  part,  it  beat  fits  me  be  alone ; 
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fiidnen  with  me,  not  I  with  any  one. 

What^  is  the  king  acquainted  with  my  oause  ? 

Sof^  He  is ;  and  he  hath  answer'd  us.  my  lord. 

Onm.  How  shall  I  oome  to  speak  with  him  myself  ? 

fford.  The  king  is  so  advertised  of  your  guilt, 
Hell  by  no  means  admit  you  to  his  presence. 

Cbm.  No  way  admit  me !  am  I  so  soon  forgot  ? 
Did  he  but  yesterday  embrace  my  necl^ 
And  said  that  Cromwell  was  even  half  nimself  ? 
^  are  his  princely  ears  so  much  bewitch'd 
Witii  scandalous  ignomy,*  and  slanderous  speeches, 
^  now  he  doth  deny  to  look  on  me  ? 
Well,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  no  doubt  but  you 
^rnodi  in  fkvour  with  his  majesty : 
win  you  bear  a  letter  from  me  to  his  grace  ? 

Oord  Pardon  me ;  I  will  bear  no  traitor's  letters. 

<Wi.  Ha ! — WyHl  vou  do  this  kindness  then  ?    Tell  him 
3y  word  of  mouth  what  I  shall  say  to  you  P 

Qofd.  That  wiU  I. 

Orm,  But,  on  your  honour,  will  you  ? 

Ottfi.  Ay,  on  my  honour. 

Orm,  Bear  witness,  lords.    Tell  him,  when  he  hath  known 

^  tned  your  ^th  but  half  so  much  as  mine. 
Hell  find  you  to  be  the  felsest-hearted  man 
hi  England :  pray,  toll  him  this. 

M  Be  patient,  good  my  lord,  in  these  extremes. 
^Onm.  My  kind  and  honourable  lord  of  Bedford, 
«Qow  your  honour  always  loved  me  well : 
l^jnrdon  me,  this  still  shall  be  my  theme ; 
Warner's  the  cause  makes  Cromwell  so  extreme. 
wBalph- Sadler,  I  pray  a  word  with  you ; 
jiOQwere  my  man,  and  all  that  you  possess 
^nie  by  my  means :  Sir,  to  requite  all  this, 
°V  wiu  you  take  this  letter  here  of  me, 
And  give  it  with  your  own  hands  to  the  king  ? 
^»L  I  luss  your  hand,  and  never  will  I  rest 
Be  to  the  king  this  be  delivered.  [Exit  Sadler. 

Onm,  Why  then  yet  Cromwell  hath  one  friend  in  store. 

Gortf.  But  all  the  hasto  he  makes  shidl  be  but  vain. 
W  is  a  discharge  for  your  prisoner, 

g> lee  him  executed  presently :  \_Tothe  Lieutenant. 

V  lord,  you  hear  the  tenure  of  your  life.t 

Onm.  I  do  embrace  it ;  welcome  my  last  date, 
bdof  this  glistering  world  I  take  last  leave : 
Lnd,  noble  lords,  I  take  my  leave  of  you. 
J  willingly  I  go  to  meet  with  death, 
f  Gardiner  did  pronounce  it  with  his  breath. 
ram  treason  is  my  heart  as  white  as  snow ; 
7  death  procured  only  by  my  foe. 

*  I.  e.  ignominr. 

t  /.  9.  yen  hear  how  short  a  period  you  have  to  live. 
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I  pray  commend  me  to  my  sovereign  kinff, 
Ajid  tell  him  in  what  sort  his  Cromwell  died. 
To  lose  his  head  before  his  cause  was  tried ; 
But  let  his  ^raoe,  when  he  shall  hear  my  name, 
Say  only  this:  Gardiner  procured  the  same. 

Enter  young  Gbomwell. 

lAeu.  Here  is  your  son.  Sir,  come  to  take  his  leave 

Crom.  To  take  his  leave  ?    Come  hither,  Harry  CromwelL 
Mark,  boy,  the  last  words  that  I  si)eak  to  thee : 
Flatter  not  Fortune,  neither  fawn  ui)on  her; 
Grape  not  for  state,  yet  lose  no  spark  of  honour; 
Ambition,  like  the  plagu&  see  thou  eschew  it; 
I  die  for  treason,  boy,  and  never  knew  it. 
Yet  let  thy  faith  as  spotless  be  as  mine. 
And  Cromwell's  virtues  in  thy  face  shall  shine : 
Come,  go  along,  and  see  me  leave  mv  breath, 
And  rO  leave  thee  upon  the  floor  of  deatii. 

Son.  O  father,  I  shall  die  to  see  that  wound. 
Tour  blood  being  spilt  will  make  my  heart  to  swound. 

Crom.  HoV,  boy !  not  dare  to  look  upon  the  axe  ? 
How  shall  I  do  then  to  have  my  head  struck  off? 
Come  on,  my  child,  and  see  the  end  of  all ; 
And  after  say.  that  Gardiner  was  my  fall. 

Oard.  My  lord,  you  speak  it  of  an  envious  heart ; 
I  have  done  no  more  than  law  and  equitv. 

Bed.  O,  my  good  lord  of  Winchester,  forbear : 
It  would  have  better  seem'd  you  to  have  been  absent, 
Than  with  your  words  disturb  a  dying  man. 

Crom.  Who.  me,  my  lord  ?  no :  he  disturbs  not  me. 
My  mind  he  stirs  not,  though  his  mighty  shock 
Hath  brought  more  peers'  heads  down  unto  the  block. 
Farewell,  my  boy !  all  Cromwell  can  bequeath, — 
My  hearW  blessing ; — so  I  take  my  leave. 

Exec.  I  am  your  death's-man:  pray,  my  lord,  forgive  m^ 

Crom.  Even  with  my  soul.    Why,  man,  thou  art  my  doo^ 
And  bring'st  me  precious  physic  for  my  soul. 
-My  lord  of  Bedford,  I  desire  of  you 
Before  my  death  a  corporal  embrace. 
Farewell,  great  lord ;  my  love  I  do  commend, 
Mj[  heart  to  you ;  my  soul  to  heaven  I  send. 
This  is  my  joy.  that  ere  my  body  fleet, 
Your  honourd  arms  are  my  true  winding-sheet. 
Farewell,  dear  Bedford;  my  peace  is  made  in  heaven. 
Thus  falls  great  Cromwell,  a  poor  ell  in  length. 
To  rise  to  unmeasured  height,  wing'd  with  new  strength. 
Hail,  land  of  worms,  which  dying  men  discover ! 
My  soul  is  shrined  with  heaven's  celestial  cover. 

[Exeunt  Ceomwell,  Officer 

Bed.  Well,  farewell  Cromwell !  sure  the  truest  mend 
That  ever  Bedford  shall  possess  again. 
Well,  lords,  I  fear  that  Yrhen  tlais  man  is  dead. 
You'll  wish  p  vain  that  Cxomw%W\MA^>asa.^ 
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Enter  cm  Officeb,  with  Cromwell's  head^ 

^  Here  is  the  head  of  the  deceased  Cromwell 

M.  Pray  thee  go  hence,  and  bear  his  head  away 

ito  his  body ;  inter  them  both  in  clay.  [JExit  Officeb. 

Enter  Sis  Balfh  Sadleb. 

§«J.  How  now,  my  lords  ?    What,  is  Lord  Cromwell  dead  ? 

^.  Lord  Cromwell's  body  now  doth  want  a  head. 

^  0  God,  a  little  speed  had  saved  his  life. 

are  is  a  Idnd  reprieve  come  from  the  king, 

biins  him  straiidit  unto  his  majesty. 

V*  Ay,  ay.  Sir  JBalph,  reprieves  come  now  too  late. 

7are2.  My  oonsdenoe  now  tells  me  this  deed  was  ill. 

mid  Chnst  that  Cromwell  were  alive  again ! 

Tor,  Come,  let  us  to  the  king,  who,  well  I  know, 

J  grieve  for  Cromwell,  that  ms  death  was  so.   \_Exewnt  omnes. 
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ACT  I. 

A  Eoam  in  Flowbbdalb  Juhioh'b 

LFlowehdalb  Senior  and  Flo  webs  alr  Jckiob. 

"'      -,3«,l'rotlier,  from  Venice,  heing  thua  disguised, 
mo«.  .^""-^  tho  humours  of  my  son. 
I  come,  to  P™r>iie  himself  since  my  departure. 
How  hfttb  ho M     .^^  ^^^  ^^     . j^p 

^iT^V  n  Vimi  'irotlif"',  so,  as  you  will  grieve  to  hear, 
^X'H^'^r^o"fr^«tt«'f    mat,  doth  he  ^^ 
Jti70iid  the  allowarioe  X  lot  him? 
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Slow,  Jun.  How !  beyond  that  ?  and  far  more.  Why,  your 
iiibition*  is  nothing.  He  hath  spent  that,  and  since  nath 
»rrowed :  protested  with  oaths,  alleged  kindred,  to  wring 
oney  from  me, — Jy  the  love  I  bore  his  father y — hy  the  fortwnes 
igkt  fall  upon  himself y — to  furnish  his  wants :  that  done,  I 
Kve  had  since,  his  bond,  his  friend  and  friend's  bond.  Althoueh 
know  thatt  he  spends  is  yours,  yet  it  grieves  me  to  see  tne 
nbndled  wUdness  that  reigns  over  nim. 

Flow.  Sen.  Brother,  what  is  the  manner  of  his  life  ?  how  is 
bd  name  of  his  offences  ?  If  they  do  not  relish  altogether  of 
lamnation,  his  vouth  may  privilege  his  wantonness.  I  myself 
m  an  unbridled  course  till  thirty,  nay,  almost  till  forty : — ^welL 
rou  see  how  I  am.  For  vice  once  looked  into  with  the  eyes  of 
iiacretion,  and  well  balanced  with  the  weights  of  reason,  the 
Bouse  passed  seem  so  abominable,  that  the  landlord  of  himself, 
which  is  the  heart  of  his  body,  will  rather  entomb  himself  in  the 
MrtL  or  seek  a  new  tenant  to  remain  in  him ;  which  once  set- 
tied,  now  much  better  are  they  that  in  their  youth  have  known 
lU  uiefle  vices,  and  left  them,  than  those  that  knew  little,  and  in 
their  age  run  into  them  ?  Believe  me,  brother,  they  that  cUe 
Jort  virtuous,  have  in  their  youth  lived  most  vici9us ;  and  none 
raowg  the  danger  of  the  fire  more  than  he  that  falls  into  it. — 
But  say,  how  is  the  course  of  his  Ufe  ?  let's  hear  his  particulars. 

Mow.  Jun.  Why.  I'll  tell  you,  brother ;  he  is  a  continual 
>*eirer,  and  a  breaker  of  his  oaths ;  which  is  bad. 
.  Mow.  Sen.  I  ^nt  indeed  to  swear  is  bad,  but  the  not  keep- 
ng  those  oaths  is  better ;  for  who  will  set  t  by  a  bad  thing  ?  Nay. 
of  my  faith,  I  hold  this  rather  a  virtue  than  a  vice.  Well,  I 
It^r  proceed. 

Jfow.  Jun.  He  is  a  mighty  brawler,  and  comes  commonly  by 
we  worst. 

Mow.  Sen.  By  my  faith,  this  is  none  of  the  worst  neither;  for 
H  he  brawl,  and  be  beaten  for  it,  it  will  in  time  make  him  shun 
rtrfor  what  brings  man  or  child  more  to  virtue  than  correction  ? 
— "hat  reigns  over  him  else  ? 

,  .-Row.  Jun.  He  is  a  great  drinker,  and  one  that  will  forget 
himself. 

,  fUno.  Sen,  O  best  of  all !  vice  should  be  forgotten :  let  him 
J^nk  on,  so  he  drink  not  churches.  Nay,  an  this  be  the  worst, 
*  hold  it  rather  a  happiness  in  him,  than  any  iniquity.  Hath  he 
■Dy  more  attendants  ? 

Mow.  Jun.  Brother,  he  is  one  that  will  borrow  of  any  man. 

Mow.  Sen.  Why,  you  see,  so  doth  the  sea ;  it  borrows  of  all  the 
■•^l  currents  in  the  world  to  increase  himself. 
^  Mow.  Jun.  Ay,  but  the  sea  pays  it  again,  and  so  will  never 
your  son. 

Mon.  Sen.  No  more  would  the  sea  neither,  if  it  were  as  dry  as 
"Jy  son. 

■Koto.  Jun.  Then,  brother.  I  see  you  rather  like  these  vices  in 

£  son,  than  any  way  condemn  them. 

Mow.  Sen.  Nay,  mistake  me  not,  brother;  for  though  I  slur 

•Anowance.  f  (What).  t  CStoieXxyV 


here  drawn  a  formal  wm,  as  it  were  firom  myself, ' 
deliver  him. 

Flow.  Jun,  Go  to,  brother,  no  more :  I  wilL 

M.  Flow.  Uncle,  where  are  you,  uncle  ? 

Flow.  Jun.  Let  my  cousin  in  thera 

Flow.  Sen.  I  am  a  sailor  come  from  Yenice,  and  m 
Christopher. 

Fnter  M.  Floweedalr. 
M.  Flow.  By  the  Lord,  in  truth,  uncle- 


I2ow.  Jun.  Li  truth  would  have  served,  cousin,  wi 
lord. 

M.  Flow.  By  your  leave,  uncle,  the  Lord  is  th( 
truth.  A  couple  of  rascals  at  the  gate  set  ui)on  n 
purse. 

IJow.  Jun.  Tou  never  come,  but  you  brinf^  a  bra^ 
mouth. 

M.  Flow.  By  my  truth,  uncle,  you  must  needs  lei 
pound. 

Flow.  Jun.  Give  my  cousin  some  small  beer  here. 
^  M.  Mow.  Najr  look  you,  you  turn  it  to  a  Jest  now 
light,  I  should  ride  to  Croydon  fair,  to  meet  Sir  Lane 
cock;  I  should  have  his  daughter  Luce:  and  for  s 
pound,  a  man  shall  lose  nine  hundred  three  scon 
I)ounds,  and  a  daily  friend  beside !  By  this  hand, 
true. 

Flow.  Jun.  Why,  anything  is  true,  for  aught  I  knon 

M.  Flow.  To  see  now  ! — why,  you  shtdl  have  my  be 
or  Tom  White's,  James  Brock^  or  Nick  Hall's ;  as  gc 
and-dagger-men  as  any  be  in  England ;  lef  s  be  dami 
do  not  pay  you :  the  worst  of  us  all  will  not  damn 
for  ten  pound.    A  pox  of  ten  pound. 

Mow.  Jun.  Cousm,  this  is  not  the  first  time  I  hx\ 
you._  _       
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'wiw  It  is ;  what  of  that  ? 

10.  What  ?  why  then  I  have  six  pieces  of  velvet  sent 
give  yoa  a  piece,  uncle :  for  thus  said  the  letter ; — A 
ash-colour,  a  three-piled  black,  a  colour  de  roy,*  a 
I  sad  green,t  and  a  purple :  yes  i'  faith. 
%».  from  whom  should  you  receive  this  ? 
10.  From  whom  ?  why  from  my  father :  with  commen- 
you,  uncle ;  and  thus  he  writes  :—*'  I  know  (saith  he) 
much  troubled  thy  kind  uncle,  whom,  God  willing,  at 
a  I  will  see  amply  satisfied ;"  amply,  1  remember  was 
irord :  so  God  help  me. 
fun.  Have  yoa  the  letter  here  ? 
10.  Tes^  I  luive  the  letter  here,  here  is  the  letter:  no, — 
-let  me  see ;  what  breeches  wore  I  o'  Saturday  ?  <  Let 
y*  Tuesday,  my  calamanco ;  o'  Wednesday,  my  i)each- 
an ;  o'  Thursday,  my  velure  ;t  o'  Friday,  my  calamanco 
'  Saturday,— -let  me  see.— o'  Saturday,— lor  in  those 
[  wore  o'  Saturday  is  the  letter— O,  my  riding  breeches, 
>se  that  you  thought  had  been  velvet;  in  those  very 
is  the  letter. 

'mnw  When  should  it  be  dated  ? 

10.  Marry,  deeimo  tertio  SeptembrU — no,  no;  decimo 
\chru;  ay,  Octohris,  so  it  is. 

W%.  Deeutto  teriio  Octobris  !  and  here  receive  I  a  letter 
&ther  died  in  June.    How  say  you,  Kester  ?  § 
hn.  Yes.  truly,  Sir,  your  father  is  dead ;  these  hands  of 
)  to  wind  him. 
10.  Bead? 
fe».  Ay,  Sir.  dead. 

w,  'Sbloo<L  now  should  my  father  come  dead  ? 
few.  r  foitn.  Sir,  according  to  the  old  proverb : 
.  was  bom,  and  cried, 
msL  after  fell  sick,  and  died. 
ML  Nay,  cousin,  do  not  take  it  so  heavily, 
w.  Nay,  I  cannot  weep  you  extempore :  marry,  some 
iiree  cbys  hence  I  shall  weep  without  any  stinlanoe.il 
)e  he  died  in  good  memory. 

iim.  y^  well.  Sir,  and  set  down  everything  in  good 
id  tiie  Vaiharine  emd  Hugh,  you  talk'd  of,  I  came  over 
r  aaw  all  the  bills  of  lading;  and  the  velvet  that  you 
there  is  no  such  aboard. 

10.  ^^  God,  I  assure  you,  then  there  is  knavery  abroad, 
fen.  Fll  be  sworn  of  that:   there's  knavery  abroad, 
there  were  never  a  piece  of  velvet  in  Venice. 
V.  I  hope  he  died  in  good  estate. 
^en.  To  the  report  of  the  world  he  did ;  and  made  his 
Inch  I  am  an  unworthy  bearer. 
V.  His  will !  have  70U  his  will  ? 
hm.  Yeti»  Sir,  and  m  the  presence  of  your  uncle  I  was 
Wver  it.  \_Deliver8  the  will, 

IT  so  called  fai  honour  of  the  king.  t  A  grave  green. 

I  An  lAbreviation  of  Christopher.        |  J.  e.  any  stop. 

P 


WhV,  he'ffld^'be  iMaftTlM  flUfUSIVU 
be  a  du^  deniuL  if  the  old  phisse  hold.    T 

,   .  j'll  faU  to  the  letifldes.    [SiaiU.]    "Intliena 

Ameo.^Item,  I   bequeath  to   my  brother  Flower 

hundred  pounds,  to  put  suob  Irivial  debts  u  I  otte  m 

"  Item,  to  toy  son  Mat.  Flowerdule,  I  bequeath 

false  dice,  videlicet,  high  loeu  and  low  men,  mUoma, 

,  and  other  bonus  or  runclion."*   'Sblood  viti 

bythia? 

fiovi.  Jun.  Prooeed,  cousm. 

SL  FloiB.  "  These  precepts  I  lesTe  him :  Let  him 
his  oath ;  fur  of  bis  word  nobody  niU  trust  him.  Let 
Dieuu  mur;  aa  honest  nomsu ;  for  the  other  will  ki 
Let  Iti)"  eMuJ  as  much  aa  he  can,  that  a  guilt]'  cons 
bnng  him  to  his  destinato  repentance :— I  thick 
banging.  An  this  were  his  loBt  will  and  t£stBinenl 
itood  laughing  at  his  bed's  feet  while  he  made  it. 


Flow.  Juit.  Not  a  penny. 

FletB,  Sen.  I'fiuth  lead  it  him,  Sir.  I  myself  have  a 
the  city  worth  twenty  pound ;  all  that  I'll  e  "  "  ' 
saith  it  ooucerug  Mm  in  a  mamami. 

M.  Slav.  Ay,  mcnr  doth  it.    This  is  a  fellaw  d 

is :  come,  good  uni;li>, 

MmB.  Jvn.  Will  you  give  your  word  for  it,  Keal 

Tlaa.  Ben.  I  will.  Sir,  willinisly. 

Horn.  Jan.  Well,  cousin,  come  to  me  an  hooi  hi 
have  it  ready, 

M.  Flow.  Shall  I  net  fai]  ? 

Flote.  Jim.  Yau  shall  not,  oome  or  send. 
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'.  Why  111  tell  thee  what  thou  shalt  do.    Thou  say'st 

twenfy  pomid :  go  into  Birchin-lane,  put  thyself  into 

lou  shalt  ride  with  me  to  Croydon  fair. 

f».  I  thank  you,  Sir,  T  will  attend  you. 

K  Well,  unde,  you  will  not  fail  me  an  hour  henoe. 

m.  I  will  not,  cousin. 

r.  What's  thy  name?  Kester  ?  • . 

m.  Ay,  Sir. 

K  Well,  provide  thyself:  uncle,  farewell  till  anon. 

(Sxit  M.  Elowebdale. 
tn.  Brother,  how  do  ^u  like  your  son  ? 
m,  V  fiuth,  nrother,  like  a  mad  unbridled  colt, 
wk.  that  never  stoop'd  to  lure : 
lusu  be  tamed  with  an  iron  bit, 
must  be  wotch'd,  or  still  she's  wild. 
r  son ;  awhile  let  him  be  so ; 
?l  still  is  folly's  deadly  foe. 
lis  youth,  for  youth  must  have  his  course ; 
restrain'o,  it  makes  him  ten  times  worse : 
his  riot,  all  that  may  be  named, 
recall,  and  all  his  madness  tamed.  [Sxeunt, 

TL — The  High-street  in  Croydon.    An  Inn  appearing, 
with  tm  open  drinking  booth  before  it, 

ft  Lancelot  Spuecock,  Weathercock,  DAiTODtL, 
Abtichoke,  Luce,  and  Fbances. 

e.  Sirrah,  Artichoke,  get  you  home  before ; 

1  proved  yourself  a  calf  in  buying, 

le  your  fellow  calves  that  you  have  bought. 

B^  forsooth:  Shall  not   my  fellow  Daffodil  go  along 

with  me  ? 
e.  No,  Sir,  no ;  I  must  have  one  to  wait  on  me. 
fibdil,  fiurewell,  good  fellow  Daffodil. 
lee,  mistress,  I  am  set  up  by  the  halves ; 
waiting  on  you,  I  am  sent  to  drive  home  calves.  [Sxit, 
e.  I  *  faith,  Franke,  I  must  turn  away  this  Daffodil ; 
Q  a  very  fooUsh  saucy  fellow, 
ndeed  hk,  father,  he  was  so  since  I  had  him : 
was  wise  enough  for  a  foolish  serving-man. 
But  what  say  you  to  me,  Sir  Lancelot  ? 
c.  O,  about  my  daughters  ?— well,  I  >vill  go  forward, 
)  of  them,  Qod  save  them ;  but  the  third, 
tranger  in  her  course  of  life : 
reftised  you.  Master  Weathercock. 
Ay,  by  the  rood,  Sir  Lancelot,  that  she  hath ;  but  had 
ae,  she  should  have  found  a  man  of  me  indeed. 
e.  Nay,  be  not  angry.  Sir,  at  her  denial  \ 
■eftised  seven  of  the  worshii)fuirst 
liest  housekeepers  this  day  in  Kent : 
9  will  not  marry.  I  suppose. 
The  more  fool  she. 
e,  YfhaAt,  is  it  folly  to  love  chastity  ? 

p2 


*lot;  I 


U'eaCh.  No,  no,  mistake  me  not,  Sir  Lancelot ; 
But  'Us  an  old  proverb,  and  you  know  it  well,  i 

That  women  ilyini;  maiila.,  lead  itp«)  in  hulL 

Sir  Lanp.  That  la  a,  Iboli;^  proverb  aod  a  filM. 

Wtaii.  Br  the  masa,  I  think  it  be,  and  tlier«rore  l«t  it  gdl 
nlio  (ball  marry  with  Mistress  Frances  ?  i 

IJTK*.  Bg  my  Irolh  th&y  are  talking  of  marrying  me,  wtl 

LucB.  Peace,  let  thpm  talk :  J 

Fools  may  have  leave  to  prattle  as  they  walk. 

DifT.  Sentences*  still,  aweot  mistress : 
Ton  have  a  wit,  an  it  were  your  alabastec.t 

jMee.  V  futh  and  1^  tongue  trips  trenehniare.^ 

Sir  Lane.  No,  of  my  knighthood,  not  a  gui1<]r  yel 
jUns,  God  help  net,  siUy  girl,  a  fool,  a  very  fool ; 
But  there's  the  other,  black-brows,  a  shrewd  girl. 
She  hath  wit  at  will,  and  suitors  two  or  three ; 
Sir  Arthur  Greeashieid  one,  a  gallant  kaight, 
A  nliant  soldier,  but  his  power  liut  poor ; 
Then  there's  young  Oliiar,  the  De'aEhireS  lad, 
A  warjT  fellow,  marry  full  of  wit, 
And  nch  by  the  rood ;  But  there's  a  third,  all  air, 
light  u  a  feather,  changing  as  the  wind ; 
Young  Flowerdale. 

Wealh.'  O,  he.  Sir,  he's  a  desperate  Dick  indeed  ; 
"Bar  him  your  house. 

Sir  Lane.  Fie,  Sir,  not  bo  :  he's  of  ^ood  pnrentwe. 

Weath.  By  my  fay||  nnd  so  be  is,  and  a  proper  f  man. 

Sir  Lane.  Ay,  proper  enough,  had  he  mod  qualities.      ^ 

Wealh.  Ay,  marry,  there's  the  pointy  Sir  Lanoelot;  Ibrfl 
an  old  8BjiB)(J— 

Be  he  rioh,  or  be  he  poe,** 
Be  he  high,  or  be  he  low  : 
Be  be  bOTa  in  barn  or  boll, 
Tie  manners  makes  the  man  and  all. 

£ir  Lanc,  You  are  in  the  right,  Master  Weathercock, 
Snier  ClTET. 

Civ.  "Soul,  I  think  T  am  sure  cross'd,  or  witoh'd,  with  ll 
I  have  haunted  them,  inn  after  inn,  booth  after  booUl, 
not  find  them.    H^  yonder  they  are ;  that's  she.    I  hope  .. 
'^she:  nay,  I  knowtis  she  now,  for  she  treads  her  shoe  4 

W  Lane.  Where  is  this  inn  ?  We  ore  past  it,  DaDbdiL  \ 
Daf.  The  good  si^  ia  bero.  Sir,  but  the  back  gate  U  befUj 
Civ.  Save  you.  Sir.    I  pniy  may  I  barrow  H  pieoeofs 

with  you  ?  I 

Daf.  No  pieces.  Sir. 
Ciu.  Why  then  the  whole.     I  pray.  Sir,  what  mif  ]i 

gentlewomeu  be  7  I 


s 
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2V*  They  may  be  ladies,  Sir,  if  the  destinies  and  mortality 
wk. 

Ok  WhafB  her  name,  Sir  P 

Jkf.  Mistress   Franoes  Spuroock,  Sir  Lancelot  Spuroock's 
Inpter. 

ud.  I8  she  a  maid.  Sir  ? 

I>«if.  Yon  may  ask  Fluto  and  Dame  Proserpine  that :  I. would 
Nloitiitoberid<Sed*Sir? 

Cfe.  Is  she.marriec^  I  mean,  Sir  ? 

•2)(^.  The  Eates  know  not  yet  what  shoemaker  shall  make  her 
ndfflngshoes. 

Ck.  I  pray  where  inn  you,  Sir  ?    I  would  be  very  glad  to 
wtow  the  wme  of  that  Kentlewoman.t 

■Zy.  At  the  Oeorge,  Sir. 

Ck.  God  save  you.  Sir. 

JW- 1  pray  your  name,  Sir  ? 

Ch.  My  name  is  Master  Civet,  Sir. 

iV«  A  sweet  name !    God  be  with  you,  good  Master  Civet. 

[Uxit  CiVKT. 

Ar  Ltnte.  Ha»  have  we  spied  you,  stout  St.  George  ?    Eor  all 
^wi  drason,  you  had  best  sell  us  good  wine 
Hist  needs  no  ivy-bush.    Well,  w^ll  not  sit  by  it, 
uyoa do  on  your  horse :  This  room  shall  serve :-^ 

Bnier  Dbaweb. 

f^  me  have  sack  for  us  old  men : 
for  these  girls  and  knaves  small  wines  are  the  best 
^  pint  of  sack,— no  more. 

mm.  A  quart  of  sack  in  the  Three  Tuns.  [Mxit 

Sir  Lane.  A  pin^  draw  but  a  pint.    Daffodil,  call  for  wme  to 
B>ke  yourselves  dnnk. 

^m.  And  a  cup  of  small  beer,  and  a  cake,  good  Daffodil. 
[Daffodil  goes  into  the  house,  and  returns  with  wine,  ^e, 

Snter  M.  Flowebdale,  and  Flowebdale  SuNlORos  his 

Servant, 

.  iC  How,  How  now  ?^  fie,  sit  in  the  open  room  ?  Now  good  Sir 
JMelot,  and  mj  kind'friend,  worshipful  Master  Weathercock ! 
utX^  at  your  pmt  ?    A  quart  for  shame. 
8k  Zone.  Nay,  roysterj  by  your  leave  we  will  away. 
,JC  Mow,  Come,  give  us  some  music,  we'll  go  dance.    Be  gone, 
ir  lanoelot !  what!  and  fair-day  too  ? 
Xma  "Tweire  foully  done,  to  oiEince  within  the  fair. 
JC  JREov.  Nay,  if  you  say  so,  fairest  of  all  fairs,  then  111  not 
■eei   A  pox  upon  my  tailor,  he  hath  spoiled  me  a  i>each- 
knr  satin  suit,  cut  upon  cloth  of  silver  j§  but  if  ever  the 
Bil  serve  me  such  another  trick,  Til  give  him  leave,  i'  faith,  to 
t  me  in  the  calendar  of  fools,  and  you,  and  you.  Sir  Lancelot, 

/.•.be  sifted.  t-^*'*  Bend  her  a  present  of  wine. 

/•  0,  swBC!gerer. 

/.  e,  wltb  doth  of  lilyer  placed  under  all  the  cuts,  openings,  or  slashes 


n 


brewed  with  rose-w 
M-Flovi.  Tomej 
Oraie.  No,  Sir ;  1 


I  the  knigbt;  tuid  desires  his 


jSj"  Lanr.  To  me  ?  what's  he  that  proTts  bo  t 
Daf.  I  iiaxe  a  trick  tn  know  liis  najne,  i 
'    '   '     e  to  Mistres  Fianoes ;  liia 


l;3 


V 


CiTaL 

Sir  idnc.  Cp.1I  him  in,  DaffodiL  [Sxil 

M-Floa.  O,  I  know  hko,  Sir;  he  is  a  foot  but 

rich :  bis  fatliar  nas  one  of  these  lease-mongers,^ 

mon^ra,  tbew  mouef-moQjjtirs;  but  he  never  had  t) 

a,  Rliore-nioDKer.  ^ 

Enter  ClYKT. 

S'lr  Lane.  I  promise  ;ou.  Sir,  you  are  at  too  mua 

Oin.  The  oharae  is  small  cbarge.  Sir;  I  thank  Q 
leltme  wherewithal.    If  it  please  3'ou,  Sir,  I  haTCjB 
to  thisaentlewomaQ  here,  in  tb '■ — 

Sir  Laaa.  I  Uiank  you.  Sir.  ,  .     _. 

To  my  poor  house,  you  shall  be  kindly  welcnma. 
I  knew  your  I'atber ;  hewasa  wary  huaband-g — 
To  pay  here.  Drawer. 

Draic.  All  IB  paid,  Sir;  this  gcntlemim  batti  pi 

Sir  Lane.  V  fijth,  you  do  us  wrong ; 
But  we  shall  lire  to  njake  amends  ere  long. 
Muster  Flow(>rdaJe,  is  that  your  man  F 

M.  FlotB.  Yes,  'Injth,  a  good  old  knnve. 

Str  Lane.  Naj;  then  I  think 
You  will  turn  nise.  now  you  take  sueb  a  aerrantil 
Come,  you'll  ride  with  us  to  Lawsham ;  let's  anajf  9 
Ta  scaFce  two  Loura  to  the  end  of  day. 

•  Acareanetwmennrqanieiitfbrtheneclt. 
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ACTH. 

^CENE  L—A  Road  near  SiB  Lancelot  Sfubcoce's  JIoum, 

in  Kent. 

Skfer  Sib  Abthub  Gbeenshield,  Oliyeb,  Lieutenant,  and 

Soldiers. 

^  Arth.  Lieutenant,  lead  your  soldiers  to  the  ships. 
There  let  them  have  their  coats ;  at  their  arrival 
rhey  shall  have  pay.    Farewell ;  look  to  your  charge. 

8oL  Ay.  we  are  now  sent  away,  and  cannot  so  much  as  speak 
■ith  onr  iriends. 

OH  No  man,  what  e'er  you  used  a  zuch  a  fashion,  thick* 
foa  cannot  take  your  leave  of  your  vreens  Pf 

SirAfGL  Fallow,  no  more ;  Lieutenant,  lead  them  off. 

8oL  Well,  if  I  have  not  my  pay  and  my  clothes,  TU  venture  a 
mning  away,  thou|[h  I  hang  fort 

SSrlrtk.  Away,  sirrah :  charm  your  tongue,  t 

\ExewU  Lieutenant  and  Soldiers. 

(Xi  Bin  you  a  presser.  Sir  ? 

Sbr  Arik.  I  am  a  commander,  Sir,  under  the  king. 

OK.  'Sfootb  man,  an  you  be  ne'er  zutch  a  commander,  shud 
if  inoke  with  my  vreens  before  I  chid  a||  gone ;  so  chid. 

SrArth.  Content  yourself,  man;  my  authority  will  stretch 
bweas  so  good  a  man  as  you. 

OU.  Press  me?  I  devy;ir  press  scoundrels,  and  thy  mes- 
rii.**  Press  me !  che  scorns  thee,  i'  faith ;  for  seest  thee, 
Wb  a  wonhipftil  knight  knows,  chamff-  not  to  be  pressed  by 

Sater  SiB  Lancelot,  "Weathercock,  M.  Flowerdale, 
Flowebdale  Seniob,  Luce,  and  Frances. 

Sr  Lane.  Sir  Arthur,  welcome  to  Lewsham ;  welcome  by  my 
tnth.   What* s  the  matter,  man  ?  why  are  you  vexed  ? 

OU.  Why,  man,  he  would  press  me. 

Sir  Lame.  O  fie,  Sir  Arthur,  press  him?  he  is  a  man  of 
iBtkoDing. 

Wmtk  Ay,  that  he  is,  Sir  Arthur ;  he  hath  the  nobles,  the 
•ddea  ruddocks  he.tt 

SrJrth.  The  fitter  for  the  wars :  and  were  he  not 
Jjfcnmr  with  your  worships,  he  should  see 
nit  I  have  power  to  press  so  good  as  he. 

Oti  Chill  §§  stand  to  the  trial,  so  chill. 

X  Ftow,  Ay,  marry  shall  he.  Press  cloth  and  kersey,  whitc- 
Wi  anddrowBen  broth  !^^  tut,  tut,  he  cannot. 

*  Are  ytm  used  in  rach  a  fitshion  that.  f  Friends . 

*  1-  e.  holil  your  peace.  \  I  should  have.  0  Should  have. 
1  My  thtee.           **  Lepera ;  insig^nificant  persons.           ft  I  am. 

x:  Saddoek  (the  red-tacwst)  was  a  cant  phrase  for  money. 

U I  dMdL  V I  A  favourite  dish  in  Devonshire. 

H  A  """""rm  beverage  in  Devonshire. 


M.  Floa.  No,  ^ut  I'd  glndl}'  know  if  a  mnn  mii 
olieh  plot  out  of  Master  Oliver  to  work  ixfoTi. 

OH.  Work  Iby  plots  upon  me !  Stsud  andfi :  v 
plots  upon  me,  ahill  so  uhb  thee,  thou  wert  nor 
tti7  dune  bouod  thy  hend.**    Work  upon  a 

M.  Floa.  Let  him  come^  let  Uim  oome. 

OIL  Zjrrha,  zynha,  if  it  were  not  vor  Bhame,  el 
giren  thee  aulch  a  whister-pooptt  under  the  ear,  d«, 
made  thee  &  vanged^  another  at  mj  leet:  Stimd  M 
luose;  cbamS^  all  of  a  vlamiug  firebrand;  staud  aside. 

M.  FloK.  Well,  I  forbear  jou  for  your  frieiidri'  sake, 

Oti,   A  vig  for  all  my  Treens ;    dost  thou  tell  n 

Sir  Zane.  No  more,  good  Maeter  Oliver ;  no  m 
nir  Arthur.    And,  maiaen,  here  in  the  Bight 
Of  all  sour  euitora,  every  mac  of  worth, 
I'll  tell  JOU  whom  1  faineat  would  prefer 
To  tbe  bard  barg^n  of  your  marriage-bed. 
Shull  I  be  plain  among  you,  gentlemen  F 

Sir  Arth.  Ay,  Sir,  it  is  best. 

Sir  Laac.  Then,  Sir,  Brat  to  you. 
I  do  confess  you  a  most  gallant  knight^ 
A  worthy  soldier,  and  an  honest  man : 
But  houmty  maintaiiis  not  a  French  bood;|{ 
Goes  very  aeldoui  in  acboin  of  gold;  ■ 

KeetKiaBmall train  of  eervante;  hatn  few  friendH.  l 
And  for  this  wild  oate  here,  young  Flowerdale, 
judge.     God  con  wort  miracles^ 
lie  better  make  a  hundred  now 
thrifty  and  an  hnnot^t  one. 
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your  old  mothar  was  a  dame  indeed ; 
Mven  hath  her  soul,  and  my  wife's  too,  I  trust : 
id  your  good  &ther,  honest  gentleman, 
B  is  gone  a  journey,  as  I  hear,  far  hence. 
M.  Flow,  Ay\  God  oe  pnused,  he  is  far  enough ; 
A  is  gone  a  pilgrimage  to  Paradise, 
nd  lejft  me  to  cut  a  caper  against  care. 
Qoe,  look  on  me,  Uiat  am  as  light  as  air. 
iMce.  T  fiiith  I  like  not  shadows,  bubbles,  breath ; 
hate  a  Ugkt  d  lov€j  as  I  hate  death. 

Kr  Laua,  Girl,  hold  thee  there :  look  on  this  De'nshire  lad ; 
It  &u;  and  lovely,  both  in  purse  and  person. 
OU.  Wdl,  Sir.  cnam  as  tne  Lord  hath  made  me.    You  know 
0  veil  ivin ;  cna  have  threescore  pack  of  karsey  at  Blackem- 
ifl,*  and  chief  credit  beside ;  and  my  fortunes  may  be  so  good 
i  iDottier'B^  so  it  may. 

Imee.  IHsyouIlove,  whatsoever  others  say.  [ToSibAbthub. 
9r  Artk.  Thanks,  fiurest. 

if.  How,  What,  wouldst  thou  have  me  quarrel  with  him  ? 
flow.  Sen.  Do  but  say  he  shall  hear  flrom  you. 
iSip  Lane  Yet,  ^ntlemen,  howsoever  I  prefer 
lug  IVnshire  suitor.  Til  enforce  no  love : 
It  daughter  shall  have  liberty  to  choose 
vhom  806  likes  best    In  your  love-suit  proceed : 
lot  all  of  ^u,  but  (mly  one  must  speed. 
Wieaik.  xou  have  said  well ;  ind^  right  well. 

JSnier  Abtichoeb. 

^t  MistreflB}  here's  one  would  speak  with  you.  My  fellow 
mdil  hath  him  in  the  cellar  already ;  he  knows  him;  he  met 
om  it  Croydon  fair. 

&t  Lane.  O,  I  remember ;  a  little  man. 

M.  Ay,  a  very  little  man. 

St  Lane.  Ana  yet  a  proper  man. 

M.  A  veiy  proper,  very  little  man. 

Sir  Lane.  His  name  is  Monsieur  Civet. 

M.  The  same,  Sir. 

SrLane.  Come,  gentlemen;  if  other  suitors  come, 
V  foolish  daughter  will  be  fitted  too : 
BntBelia  my  saint,  no  man  dare  move. 

lUxeunt  all  hut  M.  Plowebdale,  Oliveb,  and 
Flowebdale  Seniob. 

^Flom.  Hark  you.  Sir,  a  word. 

OU.  What  hanf  you  say  to  me  now  ? 

•K  How.  You  shall  hear  from  me,  and  that  very  shortly. 

on.  Is  that  all  ?  vare  thee  well :  che  vear  thee  not  a  vig. 

[Exit  Oliver. 

<K  Horn.  What  if  he  should  come  now  ?  I  am  fairly  dress'd. 
flom.  Son.  I  do  not  mean  that  you  shall  meet  with  him ; 
wpresentiy  we^  go  and  draw  a  will, 

Bladcwdl  BmU,  in  London,  the  great  repositoTy  of  NrooWisa 
f  I.  e,  have. 
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AVhere  well  set  down  land  that  we  never  saw; 
And  we  will  have  it  of  so  large  a  sum^ 
Sir  Lancelot  shall  entreat  you  take  his  daughter. 
This  being  form'd,  give  it  Master  Weathercock, 
And  make  Sir  Lancelot's  daughter  heir  of  all : 
And  make  him  swear  never  to  show  the  will 
To  anv  one,  until  that  you  be  dead. 
This  done,  the  foolish  changing  Weathercock 
Will  straight  discourse  unto  Sir  Lancelot 
The  form  and  tenour  of  your  testament 
Ne'er  stand  to  pause  of  it ;  be  ruled  bv  me : 
What  will  ensue,  that  shall  you  quickly  see. 

M.  Flow.  Come,  let's  about  it :  if  that  a  vnll,  gweet  Kit, 
Can  get  the  wench,  I  shall  renown  thy  wit.  \^Exad. 

SCENE  II.— A  Room  in  SlE  LiiNCELOT'S  Eoute, 
Enter  DAFFODIL  and  LUCB. 

Daf.  Mistress !  still  froward?  No  kind  looks  unto  yourDit 
fodil  ?    Now,  by  the  gods — 

Luce.  Away,  you  foolish  knave ;  let  my  hand  j^o. 

Daf.  There  is  your  hand ;  but  this  shall  go  with  me: 
My  heart  is  thine ;  this  is  my  true  love's  fee. 

[Takes  off  her  hramld. 

Luce.  I'll  have  your  coat  stripp'd  o'er  your  ears  lor  thifl^ 
You.  saucy  rascal. 

Enter  SiR  LANCELOT  and  WEATHERCOCK. 

Sir  Lane.  How  now,  maid !  what  is  the  news  with  you? 

Luce.  Your  man  is  something  saucy.  [ExUJjOCL 

Sir  Lane.  Go  to,  sirrah ;  I'll  talk  with  you  anon. 

Dc^.  Sir,  I  am  a  man  to  be  talked  withal;  I  am  no  hova^I 
trow.    I  know  my  strength,  then,  no  more  than  so. 

Weath.  Ay,  by  the  makins,  good  Sir  Lancelot,  I  saw  hiD  tto 
other  day  hold  up  the  bucklers,*  like  an  Hercules.  V  faith  Godr 
a-mercy,  lad,  I  like  thee  well. 

Sir  Lane.  Ay,  ajr,  like  him  well.    Gro,  sirrah,  fetch  me  ft  C4 
of  wine, 
That  ere  I  part  with  Master  Weathercock, 
We  may  drink  down  our  farewell  in  French  wine. 

\_ExU  DAFfODlL 
Weath.  I  thank  you.  Sir ;  I  thank  you,  friendly  knighU 
I'll  come  and  visit  you  ;  by  the  mouse-footf  I  will : 
In  the  mean  time^ke  heed  of  cutting:};  Flowerdale : 
He  is  a  desperate  l)ick,  I  warrant  you. 

Re-enter  DAFFODIL. 

Sir  Lane.  He  is,  he  is.  Fill,  Daffodil,  jSU  me  some  wine.  Hi- 
what  weani  he  on  his  arm  ?  My  daughter  Luce's  bracelet?  Vt 
'tis  the  same.    Ha'  to  you,  Master  Weathercock. 

*  He  who  was  vlctoT\o\x«  \xi  taocV  comXral  *«««  sold  to  g;ain  tiie  bndlC' 
t  An  unmeaning  oatti.  X  '^'^^^Cl^^srak^. 
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Wtath.  I  tlinnlt  you.  Sir.  Here,  Diffodil ;  an  honest  fellow, 
,d  ■  tall*  thou  art.  Well;  111  take  my  leoyp,  good  knight; 
id  I  hope  to  hsiTe  jrou  and  all  your  diughlcrB  at  my  poor  house ; 
I  good  sooth  I  musL 

SirLanc.  ThaEks,  Maater  Weathercock;  I  slmll  be  bold  to 
rouble  you,  be  sure. 
Weath.  And  welcome.    Heartily  farewelL 

[Exit  "Weathbrcoce. 
Sir  Lajie.  Sirrah,  I  saw  my  dn.ut^bter's  wrong,  and  withiJ  her 
bncelrt  on  your  arm.  OIT  with  it,  and  with  it  my  livery  too. 
Save  I  care  ki  see  my  daughlfr  matched  with  men  or  worship  F 
Ud  we  you  i^wa  bo  bold  ?  Go,  simb,  froia  my  bouae,  or  111 
*1^  you  hence. 

D^.  I'll  not  be  wbipp'd.  Sir ;  there's  your  livery : 
BUk  is  a  serving-maQ's  reward :  what  care  I P 
Miiii  iiiiiiiii  III  liii  ill  I .  I  soom  service,  I.      [ii^*;  Datfodil. 
^  Laim.  Ay,  a  lu^y  knave ;  hut  I  must  let  him  go : 
^  tervsnts  must  be  taught  what  tliey  should  know.t       [^ExU, 

SCENE  in.—AratMer  Soom  in  tie  tame. 
Enter  Sia  AETirtTB  and  LVCB. 
mm.  Sir,  as  I  nm  a  msid,  I  do  aSeot 
above  any  suitor  that  1  bave ; 
DOgh  that  soldiers  scarce  know  how  to  love. 
fArlk.  I  am  a  soldier,  and  a  gentleman 
what  belong  U>  war,  what  to  a  lady, 
nan  ofTenda  me.  that  my  sword  shall  right ; 
roman  lore^  me,  I'm  her  faithful  knight, 
,  I  ndtber  doubt  your  valour,  nor  your  love. 
ire  be  some  that  bear  a  soldiers  form, 
rear  by  him  they  never  think  upuu ; 
ggering  up  and  down  Trom  bouse  to  bouse, 
„  Oedpai/i  all. 

AHh.  V  faith,  lady,  I'll  descry  you  sticb  a  man. 
there  be  many  which  you  have  apoke  of 

kT  the  name  and  shape  ofsoldierti, 

6od  knows,  very  seldom  saw  the  war : 
'  litunt  your  taverns  and  your  ordiuarios, 
_'ile-hoUBea  sometimes,  for  all  alike, 
pilold  tdie  brutish  bumour  of  their  mind.<|, 
— mi'd  down  for  the  bondmen  of  despair : 
irlb  begins  in  wine,  but  ends  in  bloud ; 
inkisolear,  but  tbeirconceitiiaremud. 
—  YtA  these  are  great  gentlemen  soldiers. 
Jrtit.  No,  they  al«  wretched  slaves, 
~  desperate  lives  duth  bring  tham  timelestt  graves. 

.  Both  for  yourself,  nnd  for  your  form  of  UJe, 
Bqi  ofaooK^  I'll  be  a  soldier's  wife. 

raerFofitB  what  they  Gn^^t  to  i 


SCENK  IV— Another  Soom  in  tlutaxit. 
Enter  SlB  LtKC^LOT  and  Ol.IT£B. 

Oli.  And  tyt  treat  W  it,  so  then. 

iSir  tone.  Assure  yourself 
Toil  shall  be  raarriei  with  b11  ipowi  we  may ; 
One  dayBhftll  serve  for  Frances  and  for  Luce. 

Oli.  Whf  ohe  would  vain  know  the  time,  for  proridtni' 
diag  rumenta. 

Sir  Lane,  Why  no  more  but  this.    First  get 

"" 'i*  touching —  ' — >-.__■_  j_-_. —     .!._. 
.n  two  days 

Sir  Lano.  'To-raorfow  be  it  then :  let's  meot  at  the  Kin^l 
in  Pish-atreet. 

Oli.  No,  fie  man,  no :  let's  meet  at  the  Bose  at  Teraple-l 
that  will  be  nearer  your  oounsellor  and  mine. 

Sir  Larw.  At  the  Rose  be  it  then,  the  hour  nine: 
He  tbat  comes  last  forlbits  a  pint  of  wine, 

OU.   A  piut  is  no  payment ;   let  it  be  a  wbola  qusrt, 
nothing. 

Eater  Abtic&oke. 

Art.  Master,  here  is  a  uan  would  speali:  mth  Mastw  Ohi 
he  cornea  from  young  Miister  Flowerdale. 

Oli.  Why,  cbil  ep^k  with  him,  tbil  speak  with  him. 

Str  Lane.  Nay,  son  OliTer,  I  mil  surely  see 
What  joung  Flowerdale  hath  sent  unto  you. 
I  pray  God  it  be  no  quarrel. 

OU.  Why,  man,  if  he  quarrel  with  me,  cbil  give  bun 
hands  full, 

£»(«■  FtOWEEDALB  SeHIOB. 

Flov.  Sen.  God  Base  you,  good  Sir  Lancelot. 

Sir  Laac.  Welcome,  honest  friend. 

Ilovi.  Sen.  To  you  and  yours  my  ma«l«r  wisbetli  heatUi ; 
But  unto  you,  Sir,  this,  and  liiiB  he  aenda ; 
There  ia  the  len^h,  Sir,  of  his  rapier ; 
And  in  that  paper  shall  you  know  his  mind.      IDeiinen  a  M 

OU.  Here?  ohil  meet  him,  my  vriend,  ohil  meet  him. 

Sir  Lane.  Meet  him  I  you  shall  not  meet  (be  ruffian,  fle. 

Oli.  An  I  do  not  meet  him,  chU  give  you  lea™  to  oJI 
cut.t    Where  is"!,  rirrah  ?  where  ia't  ?  where  is't  ? 

Floa.  Sen.  The  letter  showeth  both  the  time  and  place; 
And  ifyou  be  a  man,  then  keep  your  word. 

Sir  Lane.  So,  he  shall  not  keep  his  word :  he  shall  no*  rm 

now.  Sen.  Why,  let  him  choose ;  he^l  be  the  bettor  kno^ 
For  a  base  rasoal,  and  reputod  so. 

Oli.  Zirrah,  zirrah,  an 'twere  not  an  old  fellow,  and  sent  • 
an  errant,  chid  give  thee  something,  but  chud  be  no  monByi 
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i  thee,  for  I  see  thou  art  somewhat  testem;*  hold  thee; 
re's  Yorty  shillings :  hrin^  thy  master  a-veeld,  chU  give  thee 
$7  more.  Look,  thou  bring  nim :  chil  maul  him,  tell  him ; 
1  mar  his  dancing  tressels ;  chil  use  him,  he  was  ne'er  so 
)1  since  his  dame  bound  his  head ;  chil  mar  him  for  capering 
Tioore.  che  vore  thee.t 

FtoK.  Sen.  You  seem  a  man.  Sir.  stout  and  resolute ; 
Bd  I  will  so  report  whate'er  befelL 
Sr  Lane,  And  fall  out  ill,  assure  thy  master  this, 
D  make  him  fly  the  land,  or  use  him  worse. 
lUm.  Sen.  My  master.  Sir,  deserves  not  this  of  you ; 
id  that  youll  shortly  find, 
ftr  Lane.  Thy  master  is  an  unthrift,  you  a  knave, 
Ad  m  attach  you  firstjt  next  clan  him  up ; 
rhive  him  bound  unto  his  good  oehaviour. 
OiJL  I  would  you  were  a  sprite,  if  you  do  him  any  harm  for 
B.  And  you  do,  chil  nere  see  you,  nor  any  of  yours,  while 
dlliave  eyes  open.    What  do  you  think,  chil  be  alraiffelled  §  up 
id  down  the  town  for  a  messel  and  a  scoundrel  ?  No  che  vore 
ML  Zirrah,  chU  come;  zay  no  more:  chil  come,  tell  him. 
flom.  Sen.  Well,  Sir,  my  master  deserves  not  this  of  you ; 
od  that  youll  shortlv  find. 
Ok.  No  matter ;  he  s  an  unthrift ;  I  defy  him. 

[jExU  Ixow^ebdale  Senioe. 
fir  Lane.  Now,  gentle  son,  let  me  know  the  place. 
OU.  No,  ohe  vore  you. 
fir  Lane.  Let  me  see  the  note. 

,0U.  Nay,  chil  watch  you  for  zuch  a  trick.  But  if  che  meet 
iBi,ao;  if  not^  zo:  chil  make  him  know  me,  or  chil  know  why 
nil  not ;  chil  vare  the  worse. 

fSrLaine.  What !  will  you  then  neglect  mv  daughter's  love  ? 
■rtiire  your  state  and  hers  for  a  loose  brawl  ? 
OBL  Why,  man,  chil  not  kill  him;  marry  chil  veeze|I  him  too 
id  again ;  and  so  God  be  with  you,  vather.    What,  man !  we 
idl  meet  to-morrow.  \JExit. 

Sir  Lane.  Who  would  have  thought  he  had  been  so  desi>erate  ? 
me  forth,  my  honest  servant  Artichoke. 

JEnter  ARTICHOKE. 

AHL  Now,  what^s  the  matter  ?  some  brawl  toward,  I  warrant 

1. 

Br  Lane.  Gk)  get  me  thy  sword  bright  scoured,  thy  buckler 

■ded.    O,  for  that  knave !  that  villain,  Bafibdil,  would  have 

He  good  service.    But  to  thee 

dm.  Ay,  this  is  the  tricks  of  all  you  gentlemen,  when  you 
■d  in  need  of  a  good  fellow.  O,  for  that  Daffodil !  O,  where 
let  But  if  you  be  angry,  an  it  be  but  for  the  wagging  of  a 
HT,  tiieii — imt  o'  doore  with  the  knave  ;  turn  the  coat  over  his 
L   This  is  the  humour  of  you  all. 

/.  e.  poor,  wanting  a  tester  (sixpence).  t  I  asinire  thee. 

I,  e.  Apprdiend.  (  I.  n.  treated  with  contempt. 

lb  phMae  or  feaaa  is  to  sepante  a  twist  into  single  threads. 


Sir  Latie.  Not  for  a  world, 


tiia  lieids ;'  for  to  the  field  he 

ihe  deHperOile  Mow 

Take  thou  the  part  of  Oliter,  my 


For  he  slittll  be  my  boo,  and  marry  Luoe: 
]>OBt  understand  me,  knave  P 

Arti.  Ay,  Sir,  I  do  underataad  jou;  but  myTi. 

'  ;ht  bo  bettor  provided  in  uiatchine  with  niy  t'ellol 

JirLi-iK.  No  more;  Daffodil  is  a  knave,    That  L 

most  Dotorioua  tuavo^  lExit  Ai 

Eater  ■Wejthkhcock, 
Master  "Weathercock,  you  come  in  happy  time;  the 
riowerdale  hath  writ   a  challenge;  and  who  think 
answer  iti  but  the  Devonshire  man,  my  sou  Oliver? 

Wrath.  Marrv,  I  am  sorry  for  it,  eood  Sir  Lttncelot, 
But  ityou  will  be  ruled  by  me,  W(,-Tl  stay  their  furf,  ' 

Sir  Lattc.  As  Low,  I  pray  ?  ■ 

WaatA.  Many,  I'll  tcl!  yott ;  by  promiainjt  younlj 
the  red-lipp'd  Luce. 

Sir  L'jne.  I'll  TUther  follow  her  unto  her  gravB. 

Weafh.  Ay,  Sir  Lancelot^  I  would  have  tbought M 
But  you  and  I  have  been  deceived  in  him.  , 

Come,  read  this  will,  or  deed,  or  what  you  call  it^   ^ 
I  know  not :  Come,  come ;  your  spectacles,  I  pray^ 

Nar,Itliii.nkOod,Is( 
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Sir  Lane.  Three  ships  now  in  the  Straits,  and  homeward- 
bound; 
ho  IflfdshipB  of  two  hundred  pound  a  year, 
As  one  in  Wales,  the  other  Gloucestershire : 
Debts  and  accounts  are  thirty  thousand  pound ; 
ViaA/b.  money.  jewelsL  sixteen  thousand  more ; 
Tio  nousen  mmish'd  well  in  Ck>leman-street ; 
Bnle  whatsoe'er  his  uncle  leaves  to  him, 
Bnus  of  great  domains  and  wealth  at  Peckham. 

Weatk  How  like  you  this,  good  knight  ?  How  Hke  you  this  ? 

fir  Lame.  I  have  done  him  wrong,  but  now  I'll  make  amends ; 
The  IVnshire  man  shall  whistle  for  a  wife. 
He  marry  Luce !  Luce  shall  be  Flowerdale's. 

Wealk,  Why,  that  is  friendly  said.    Let's  ride  to  London, 
And  itraight  prevent  their  match,  by  promising 
Tour  daughter  to  that  lovely  lad. 

Sit  LcMo,  We'll  ride  to  London :— or  it  shall  not  need ; 
Well  crofls  to  Beptford-strand,  and  take  a  boat. 
When  be  these  knaves  ?  what.  Artichoke !  what,  fop ! 

Enter  Abtichoee. 

M,  Here  he  the  very  knaves,  but  not  the  merry  knaves. 

fir  Lame  Here,  take  my  cloak :  I'll  have  a  walk  to  Deptford. 

•AH,  Sir,  we  have  been  scouring  of  our  swords  and  bucklers  for 
fDiir  defence. 

&r  Lame.  Befence  me  no  defence ;  let  your  swords  rust.  111 
m  no  fighting :  ay,  let  blows  alone.  Bid  Delia  see  all  tmngs 
it  in  readiness  against  the  wedding :  we'll  have  two  at  once,  and 
hX  will  save  chiu*^es.  Master  Weathsrcock. 

Art,  Well,  we  will  do  it.  Sir.  \_Exeunt, 


ACT  IIL 

8CENBL—A  Walk  before  SiE  Lancelot's  Souse. 
Enter  CiVET,  Fbances,  and  Delia. 

do.  By  my  troth  this  is  good  luck ;  I  thank  God  for  this.  In 
ood  iooui  1  have  even  my  heart's  desire.  Sister  Delia— now  I 
■y  boldljr  call  you  so,  for  your  father  hath  fruik  and  freely 
mn  me  His  daughter  frauke.* 

,  J^B«.  Ay.  by  my  troth,  Tom,  thou  hast  my  good  will  too ;  for 
^«uik  God  I  longed  for  a  husband ;  and,  would  I  might  never 
■^  far  one  whose  name  was  Tom. 

JW.  Why,  sister,  now  you  have  your  wish. 
^w.  You  sav  very  true,  sister  Delia ;  and  I  pr'ythee  call  me 
■gmng  but  Tom.  and  I'll  call  thee  sweetheart,  and  Franke. 
WW  It  not  do  well,  sister  DeUa  ? 

W.  It  will  do  very  well  with  both  of  you. 

'raa.  But^  Tom,  must  I  go  as  I  do  now,  when  I  am  married  ? 

i  *  A  dinUnative  of  Frances. 


LMWHilJ^llUMiuillliin . 

"Wby,  rtw  went  in  ■  friiiRedp>wn,ftring1«irnS;«tda  ... 

and  m;  f&thtir  id  a,  mocadot  uoat,  a  piur  of  red  satin  dM 

DeL  And  r^ttiia  wealth  wunl]  nn  much  >s  yours. 

Civ.  My  estate,  tej  ealale,  I  thank  God,  is  forty  poui 
in  RDod  lesKes  and  (euementB;  bteides  twenty  mar):  i 
Ciickold'ti  Daven  ]t  and  that  ROmes  to  us  all  b;  mheritol 

Del.  That  m»,t_  indeed ;  'tb  leiy  fitly  'plied. 
I  know  not  how  it  pomes,  but  bo  it  fallB  oal^ 
That  IhoKwhowfatheiv  have  died  wondroiurii^   , 
And  took  no  pleasure  but  to  aatber  wealth. 
Thinking  of  little^  that  the;  leave  behind 
For  them  they  hope  will  be  of  their  lilte  min^- 
But  it  falls  out  contrary :  Ibrtf  yeara'  sparing 
Is  Bcsrce  three  Beven  yeBn*  spending ;  oeier  otnns  J 
What  will  enEue,  nhen  all  thetr  coin  is  gone. 
And,  all  too  late,  when  thrift  ia  thought  npoi^ 
Oft  have  I  heard  that  Prtda  and  BtiyE  IdraU 
And  then  Repentanoe  criBs— /or  had  Itoitl.a  _ 

Civ.  You  Bay  well,  sister  Delia,  you  9Hf  well ;  butXii 


I 


keep  a  couple  of  geldings  and  a  brace  of  Kreyhounde;  u 

all  I'll  do. 
J}fL  And  you'll  do  this  with  forty  pounds  a  year  ? 
Pic.  Ajj  and  a  better  penny,  aiater,*^ 
JVnn.  BiSter,  yon  foraet  that  at  Cuokhold'a  Hbvmi 
Civ.  By  mj;  troth  weU  remember'd,  FraokB ;  I'll   ' 

la  buy  thee  pins, 
IM.  Eeenyon  tbe  rest  for  point^tl-    Ataitt 
■  lU  have  wealth,  thqnghsJI  the  w  """■" 
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E IL— London,   The  Street  before  young  Floweedale's 

House. 

hier  M.  Flowbsdale,  and  Flowsedale  Seniob. 

.  Sirrah,  Kit,  tarry  thou  there ;  I  have  spied  Sir  Lan- 
id  old  Weatheroook  coming  this  way :  they  are  hard  at 
I  will  hyno  means  he  spoken  withaL 
I.  Sen.  rU  warrant  you :  go,  get  you  in. 

[Sxit  M.  Floweedalb. 

JEnter  SiB  Lancelot  and  Weathebcock. 

Lane.  Now,  my  honest  friend,  thou  dost  belong  to  Master 

daleP 

J.  Sen.  I  do^  Sir. 

Lane,  Is  he  within^  my  good  fellow  ? 

7.  Sen.  No.  Sir,  he  is  not  within. 

Lane.  I  prythee.  if  he  be  within,  let  me  speak  with  him. 

9.  Sen.  mr,  to  tell  you  true,  my  master  is  within,  but  in- 

rovld  not  be  spoke  withal.    There  be  some  terms  that 

ipon  his  reputation,*  therefore  he  will  not  admit  any  con- 

)  till  he  hath  shook  them  off. 

Lane.  I  pr'ythee  tell  him,  his  very  good  friend.  Sir  Lance- 

iroock,  entreats  to  speak  with  him. 

9.  Sen.  By  my  troth.  Sir,  if  you  come  to  take  up  the  matter 

in  my  master  and  the  Devonshire  man,  you  do  but  beguile 

opes,  and  lose  vour  labour. 

Lane.  Honest  mend,  I  have  not  any  such  thing  to  him.  I 

0  meek  with  him  about  other  matters. 

9.  Sen.  For  my  master,  Sir,  hath  set  down  his  resolution, 
to  redeem  his  honour,  or  leave  his  life  behind  him  ;— 
Lane.  My  friend,  I  do  not  know  an^  quarrel  touching  thy 
(H*  any  other  person.   My  business  is  of  a  different  nature 
:  and  Ipr'ythee  so  tell  him. 

7.  Sen.  For  nowsoever  the  Devonshire  man  is,  my  master's 
is  bloody,  that's  a  round  O  [a«M^],t  and  therefore.  Sir, 
tjr  is  but  vain. 

tone.  I  have  no  such  thins  to  him,  I  tell  thee  once  again. 
'.  Sen,  I  will  then  so  signify  to  him. 

[Exit  Flowerdale  Senior. 
Lane.  A  sirrah !  I  see  this  matter  is  hotly  carried :  but 
our  to  dissuade  him  from  it 

Kuter  M.  Flowebdale  and  Flowerdale  Senior. 

norrow.  Master  Flowerdale. 

fJow.  Gfood  morrow,  good  Sir  Lancelot;   good  morrow, 

r  Weathercock.    By  my  troth,  gentlemen,  I  have  been 

1  over  Nick  Machiavel ;  I  find  him  good  to  be  known,  not 
oUowed.    A  pestilent  inhuman  fellow !  I  have  made  cer- 


I  he  has  been  called  which  affect  his  honour. 
r.  a  roand  lie :  a  circJe  in  arithmetic  being  the  repxcsentatVve  ot 
{•  vnleMlD  ceu^uoction  with  other  figures. 


Udngl  hear  and  I  cnulii  wish  it  otberwbe.         " 
Jf.  Wlov.  No  Bueh  tluBg,  Sir  Ijiuceliit,  on  mr  n 

I  do  beliera  fou,  tbeo,  if  70U  do  MM 


r  Lanoelat.    M 


SirLaH 
reputation,  there  is 

M-  Flaw.  Na^t  1  uu  iiuij  t;iij$u>n]  my  rHpuiauDD  tner 
ToUHhall  ont  bmil  me  loBnyuoodirion  of  tmrduess  :  bn' 
be  anything  betwoen  us,  then  there  in;  if  there  be  c 
there  \a  not.    Be  or  be  not,  all  is  one. 

Sir  Lane.  I  do  perveiTe  by  this,  that  there  it  soqid 
and  1  am  very  saury  for  it. 

.--,   -,-=-     ,-.  /Tha™  _ 

of  my  head  ;  but  \a  my  tniLslatdoD,  if  it  h 
s  friend,  keep  liim  ;  if  a  Ibe,  trip  him. 

Sir  Lair:.  Come,  I  do  see  by  this,  there  is  somcirhat 
you ;  and  lierore  Gkid  I  could  vtiah  it  otiienrise. 

M.  Flow.  'Welt,  nliut  is  between  uu  oau  hardly  be  alt( 
Tjanoelot,  I  am  to  ride  forth  to-morrow.  That  way  whic 
ride,  no  man  must  den;  mo  the  eun  :  I  would  not  'Of 
tioular  man  be  denied  common  and  KenenJ  passage.  I) 
gailh,  FlowerdaSe,  thou  pimsest  out  this  way;   mytr" 


reen  you;  a ..., ,  .- 

jtf,  MiHB.  Ydu  may  be  deceived    .  _   _.   

hath  a  pretty  saying.    Queiilo — I  nare  forgot  it,  tetfl 

-, L„„j  .  1™VT < ..^„_    :r  ;.  hold.  thuS  ^01 


i  biilrt 


.y;  myua 
t  mywoM 

iatihdon»4 


if  1  cMEot  then  make  tny 

mo  ;  and  there's  the  fine.*  ^ 

air  Lane.  Master  Flowerdnle,  every  man  hath  one  tag 
two  ears,  Nature,  in  her  building,  is  a  mostcunoue  worl 

it.  Flow.  That  is  as  much  as  lo  say,  a  man  should  b 
than  he  should  apeak. 

Sir  Lane.  You  aoy  true;  and  Jti^MdllaTO  MtlllBI 


at  this  time  I  will  speak. 
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w.  r  faitb.  Sir,  Fm  sure  I  never  did  you  harm : 
id  1  have  done,  either  to  you  or  yours, 
)  yon  know  not ;  neither  is  it  my  will 

nc.  Ay,  your  wilL  Sir. 

«.  Ay,  my  will,  sir.    'Sfoot  do  you  know  ought  of  my 

y  God  an  you  do.  Sir,  I  am  abused. 

nc.  Go,  Master  Flowerdale ;  what  I  know,  I  know :  and 

1  thus  much  out  of  my  knowledge,  that  I  trulj  love  you. 

Aushter,  she's  yours.    And  if  you  like  a  marriage  better 

"awl,  all  quirks  of  renutation  set  aside,  go  ¥dth  me  pre- 

nd  where  you  should  fight  a  bloody  battle,  you  shall  be 

to  a  lovely  lady. 

m).  Nay,  out,  Sir  Lancelot^ 

me.  If  you  will  not  embrace  m^  offer,  yet  assure  your- 

muoh ;  I  will  have*  order  to  hmder  your  encounter. 

no.  Nay,  but  hear  me,  Sir  Lancelot. 

me.  Nay,  stand  not  you  upon  imputative  honour.    Tis 

nsound,  unprofitable,  and  idle  inference.  Your  business 

my  daughter ;  therefore  ^ve  me  your  present  word  to 

1  go  and  provide  the  maid ;  therefore  give  me  your  pro- 

lution;  either  now  or  never. 

*w.  Will  you  so  put  me  to  it  ? 

'me.  Ay,  afore  God,  either  take  me  now,  or  take  me 

Elbe  what  I  thought  should  be  our  match  shall  be  our 

so  Ciure  you  well  for  ever. 

w.  Stay ;  fidl  out  what  may  fall,  my  love  is  above  all : 

ne. 

me,  I  expect  you ;  and  so  fare  you  well. 

[JBxeunt  SiB  Lancelot  and  Weathebcock. 
SSm.  Now,  Sir,  how  shall  we  do  for  wedding  apparel  ? 
w.  By  the  mass  thafs  true.    Now  help.  Kit :  the  mar- 
led, well  make  amends  for  all. 

Sen,  WelL  well,  no  more ;  prepare  you  for  your  bride : 
Qol  want  for  clothes,  whateW  betide. 
m.  And  thou  shalt  see,  when  once  I  have  my  dower, 
we^  spend  full  many  a  merry  hour : 
is  wench,  I  not  regard' a  pin, 

gold  must  bring  my  pleasures  in.  [ExU, 

Sen,  Is't  possible  he  nath  his  secondt  Uving  ? 
K  God,  himself  to  the  devil  giving  ? 
I  knew  his  mother  firm  ana  chaste, 
b  would  say,  my  head  she  had  disgraced; 
Ad  I  swear,  he  never  was  my  son : 
Gur  mind  so  foul  a  deed  did  shun. 

Enier  Flowebdale  Junioe. 

Jwm,  How  now,  brother !  how  do  you  find  your  son  ? 
8etk  O  brother,  heedless  as  a  libertine ; 
3wn  a  master  in  the  school  of  vice : 
b  doth  nothing,  but  invent  deceit ; 

*  7.  A  take,  f  /.  e.  fcUow. 

Q2 


Fl>»c.  Sf.  Well  r . 
Brothw,  lo-morrow  he  is  to  be  marriod 
To  beauteou-i  Luc«,  Sir  Lancelot  Spurooclc^  daugl 

Itotv.  JuB.  Irt  possible  ? 

Hme.  Sen,  'Tis  true,  niid.  thus  T  mean  to  otub  h 
That  dajTi  brother,  I  will  f  ou  shall  arrest  him  : 
If  anythjiig  will  tame  him,  it  inuat  be  that ; 
For  he  is  rank  in  misohier,  ch&in'd  to  a  lite 
That  will  iaorense  bis  abame,  and  kill  his  wife. 

SJoiB.  Jail.  What !  arrest  him  od  his  wedding  di 
Were  an  unchristian,  and  un human  part> 
How  many  couple  even  for  that  very  day 
Have  purchased  seven  years'  sorrow  afterward  1 
Forbear  it  (hen  to-day ;  do  it  the  morrow ; 
And  that  day  minKle  not  hia  joy  with  eorrow. 

Flov.  Sen.  Brother,  I'll  have  it  done  the  very  di 
Andin  the  viewof  ail,BahecanieHn-omcbandL 
So  but  observe  the  course  that  he  will  take ; 
Upon  my  life  he  will  rorswear  the  debt 
And,  Ibr  we'll  have  the  sum  shall  not  be  slight. 
Say  that  he  owes  ;rou  near  three  thousand  pound : 
Good  brother,  let  it  be  done  immedialely. 

FlmB.  Jvn.  Well,  seeing  you  will  have  it  so, 
Brother,  111  do't,  and  atraight  iirovida  the  $hrieve.+ 

Jiloa,  Sea,  Bo,  brother,  by  this  means  shall  f 
What  Sir  Lancelot  in  thia  pinob  will  do. 
And  bow  hie  wife  doth  stand  aS~ected  to  nim 
{Her  lose  will  then  be  tried  to  the  uttermost). 
And  all  the  rest  of  them.    Brother,  what  I  iriLl  do, 
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ed  Yang  him  in  hand ;  che  would  hoyst  him,  and  give  it  him  to 
d  again,  zo  chad.  Who  heen  'a  there  P  Sir  Arthur  ?  chil  stay 
jdfli  [  Goes  aside. 

Sir  ArOL  I  have  dogg'd  the  De'nshire  man  into  the  field, 
ir  fear  of  any  harm  that  should  befall  him. 
aad  an  inkling  of  that  yesternight, 
lat  Flowerdale  and  he  should  meet  this  morning. 
lough^f  my  soul,  Oliver  fears  him  not, 
A  rorTd  see  fair  play  on  either  side, 
ade  me  to  oom&  to  see  their  valours  tried. — 
X)d  morrow  to  Master  Ohver. 
OU,  God  and  good  morrow. 
^  AHh,  What,  Master  Oliver,  are  you  angry  ? 
OH.  What  an  it  be,  tyt  and  grieven  ^ou  ? 
Sir  AM.  Not  me  at  all,  Sir ;  but  I  unagine  by 
oar  being  here  thus  arm'd.  you  stay  for  some 
hit  yon  should  fight  withal 

OU,  Why,  an  he  do  ?  che  would  not  dezire  you  to  take  his 
vi 

St  AM,  No,  by  my  troth,  I  think  you  need  it  not ; 
ht  be  you  look  for,  I  think,  means  not  to  oome. 
02k  rl'o !  an  che  were  assure  of  that  ched  veeze  him  in 
Biother  place. 

SfUer  Daffodil. 

Iktf.  0,  Sir  Arthur,  Master  Oliver,  ah  me ! 
Ipor  bve,  and  yours,  and  mine,jBweet  Mistress  Luce, 
nil  mom  is  married  to  young  flowerdale. 

SrArtk.  Married  to  flowerdale !  'tis  impossible. 

0^  Married,  man  ?  che  hope  thou  dost  but  jest,  to  make  a 
Tmen*  merriment  of  it. 

2V*  0,  tia  too  true !  here  comes  his  uncle. 

SnUr  Flowebdale  Juniob,  with  Sheriff  and  Officers. 

iZow.  Jtm.  Gk)od  morrow.  Sir  Arthur;  good  morrow.  Master 
Wnw. 

OKL  God  and  good  mom,  Master  Flowerdale.     I  pray  you 
Uln  as,  is  your  scoundrel  kinsman  married  ? 

How.  Ju».  Master  Oliver,  call  him  what  you  will,  but  he  is 
Buried  to  Sir  Lancelot's  daughter  here. 

Sit  AHh,  Unto  her? 

OH  Ay,  ha'  the  old  yellow  zerved  me  thick  a  trick  ?  why, 
lUL  be  was  a  promise,  chil  chud  'a  had  her :  is  'a  zutch  a  vox  ? 
til  look  to  his  water,  che  vore  him. 
Ifow,  Jim.  The   music   plays ;  they  are   coming   from  the 

church. 
miS,  do  your  office :  fellows,  stand  stoutly  to  it. 

Utr  Sib  Lancelot  Spubcock,  M.  Flowebdale,  Weatheb- 
JOCK,  GivsT,  Luce,  Fbances,  Flowebdale  Seniob,  and 
iMendanUt, 

TIL  God  give  you  joy,  as  the  old  zaid  proverb  is,  and  some 
tow  among.    Yon  met  us  well,  did  you  not  ? 

*  Jeering, 


it?— Draw,  Kit 


■imt  me  ?    At  irhuie 

Flow.  Jim.  At  my  aurt,  oir. 
SirLanv.  Why,  what's  the  mutter,  Muster  Flont 
FUm.  Jvn.  Thia  ia  the  matter,  Sir.    This  untlK 
CDMn'd  yuu,  and  bath  lud  of  me  m  several  sums  tk 

M  Floui.  Whj,  uncle,  uncle. 

f2oa.  Jim.  Coueiii,  oousln,  fou  hOiVa  uncled  me;  i 
not  alay'd,  you'll  prove  a  cozener  unto  all  that  knoW 

Sir  Lane.  Why,  Sir,  Buppase  he  be  to  you  io  deM 
Ten  tboueand  pound,  his  state  to  me  appear 
To  be  at  least  tnroe  tbouaand  bv  the  year. 

Flor.Jvn.  O,  Sir,  I  was  tookte  infomi'dorUutt. 
How  that  he  went  about  to  cozen  you. 
And  fariu'd  a  will,  atid  sent  it 
To  your  good  friend  there,  Master  WeatheroDok, 
In  which  was  nothing  true,  hut  brass  and  liee. 

Sir  Lane.  Ha !  batu  he  not  such  lordshipB,  hmda. 


M.  Flote.  My  uncle  here's  mad,  and  diEposed 

but  bere'a  my  unn,  on  honest  fellow  by  the  lonj 
credit,  knows  all  is  true, 

F7ow.  Sen.  Not  I,  Sir ;  I  am  ton  old  to  lie,  I  ral 
You  forged  a  will,  where  every  line  you  writ. 
You  atudied  where  tji  quote*  your  lands  might  lis. 
Wealh.  And  I  pr'ytbee  where  be  they,  honest  fri 
^DHi.  iSeii,  r  faith,  nowhere,  Sir ;  for  ha  hath  noi 
Weath.  Benedicile !  We  are  o'erreach'd,  I  belie 
" "'         ^  "    nd  my  hojffifullBit*' "' 


M.  Floio.  Tou  an  not  dc 
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sail  bat  bail  me,  yon  sball  do  no  more : — 
on,  you  greedy  gnats,*  their  bail  will  serve  ? 
p.  Jtm.  Ay,  Sir,  I'll  ask  no  better  bail. 
Lame.  No,  Sir,  you  shall  not  take  my  bail,  nor  his, 
ly  son  Civefs :  111  not  be  cheated,  1. 
e,  take  your  prisoner ;  I'll  not  deal  with  him. 
B  uncle  make  false  dice  with  his  Ms%  bones ; 
not  have  to  do  with  him :  mock'd,  guU'd,  and  wrong'd ! 
sirL  tiiou^  it  be  late,  it  ftdls  out  well ; 
Bhalt  not  hve  with  him  in  begsar's  hell. 
9.  He  is  my  husban^  and  high  heaven  doth  know 
what  unwulingness  I  went  to  church ; 
Ml  €nforoed  me,  you  compell'd  me  to  it. 
0^  church  pronounced  tnese  words  but  now, 
\  noi  leave  my  hueband  in  distress : 
[  must  comfort  him,  not  go  with  you. 
Lane.  Comfort  a  cozener !  on  my  curse  forsake  him. 
«.  This  day  you  caused  me  on  your  curse  to  take  him. 
t,  I  pray,  my  grieved  soul  oppress : 
nowB  Boj  heart  doth  bleed  at  nis  distress. 
Lane.  O  Master  Weathercock, 
t  confess  I  forced  her  to  this  match, 
riih  opinion  his  fidse  will  was  true. 
trik.  Ah.  he  hath  o'erreaoh'd  me  too. 
Lane.  She  might  have  lived 
Ddia^m  a  happy  virgin's  state. 
L  Fatner,  be  patient :  sorrow  comes  too  late. 
Lane.  And  on  her  knees  she  begged  and  did  entreat, 
I  must  needs  taste  a  sad  marriage  life, 
raved  to  be  Sir  Arthur  Greenshield's  wife. 
Jfik,  Tou  have  done  her  and  me  the  greater  wrong. 
Lane.  O,  ti^e  her  yet 
AM.  Not  I. 

Lane.  Or,  Master  Oliver,  accept  my  child, 
lalf  my  wealth  is  yours. 
.  NoSir,  chil  break  no  laws. 
is.  Never  fear^  she  will  not  trouble  you. 
I  Yet,  sister,  m  this  passion 
A  nm  headlong  to  concision : 
Bay  affectf  him,  though  not  follow  him. 
«.  Do,  sister ;  hang  bun,  let  him  go. 
wlk.  Jjo  'fSuth,  Mistress  Jjuoe ;  leave  him. 
«.  You  are  three  fcross  fools ;  pray  let  me  alone : 
IT  m  live  with  him  in  all  his  moan. 
But  an  he  have  his  Ic^  at  liberty, 
aveard  he  will  never  live  with  you. 
Afik.  Ay,  but  he  is  now  in  huckster's  handling  X  for  run- 
way. 

Lime.  Huswife,  you  hear  how  you  and  I  are  wrong'd, 
^you  will  redress  it  yet^  you  may : 

*  The  •iMrtff't  oftcen.  t  Be  fond  of. 

X  /•  s,  ttM  tiglit  grasp  of  petty  traders. 


But  if  rou  stand  on  terms  to  follow  biin, 
Never  oome  near  my  sight,  nor  look  on  me ; 
Call  me  nob  hther.  look  not  for  a  groat ; 
Tor  aU  thy  portion  I  will  this  day  giva 
TJntA  thy  BiBler  Frances. 

lYo*.  How  say  jou  to  that,  Tom  [to  CrvKT]  ?  I  ehall  hi 
good  deal:  beades,  I'll  be  a  good  m(a;  and  a  good  wifeu>| 
thing,  1  can  toll. 

do.  Peace,  PVanke.  I  would  be  sorry  to  bob  thy  aisMr 
away,  as  I  am  a  gentlenuui. 

Sir  Lane.  What,  are  you  yet  resolved  ? 

Iiuee.  Yo9, 1  am  resolved. 

Sir  LaiK.  Coioe,  Chen  away ;  or  now,  or  never  come. 

Jmcb.  This  way  I  turn :  go  you  uuto  your  Teaal; 
And  I  to  weep,  that  am  with  grief  oppress'd. 

Sir  Lane.  For  ever  fly  my  Bight :  (Same,  gentlemen, 
list's  in ;  Pll  help  you  to  far  better  wives  than  liec. 
Deha,  upon  mj  hlesaing  talk  not  to  her. 
Ba«e  bagijaBe,  in  such  liaate  to  begjpiry  ! 

Floui.  Jv».  Sheriff;  take  your  priBoner  to  your  chai^!*. 

M.Flov).  Uncle,  by  God  you  have  used  ma  very  bard]j,lffl( 
troth,  upon  my  wedmng-day. 

[Exeunt  8lB  LiNCBLOT,  ClVBT,  WmTKBWWIi 
FB4NCE8,  Deli«,  Olid  tAtir  Aitei  '    ' 

iMM.  O  Master  Flawecdale,  but  hear  me  apeak. 


iTo  FLOWK&IIA1E  JmnOft 
eriffi 


Stay  but  a  little  while,  good 

If  not  for  him,  for  my  sike  pity  him. 

Good  Sir,  atop  not  your  ears  at  my  oomplaint ; 

My  voice  growa  weak,  for  women's  words  are  biut 

M.  Flom.  Look  you,  uncle,  sbe  kneels  to  you. 

Flovj.  Jun,  Pair  maid,  for  you,  I  love  you  with  my  heart, 
And  grieve,  sweet  soul,  thy  fortune  is  so  bad, 
That  thou  Bhouldst  match  with  such  a  graceless  youth, 
Qo  to  thy  father,  think  oot  upon  him, 
Whom  hell  hath  mork'd  to  be  the  eon  of  shame. 

LacB.  Impute  his  wildnesa.  Sir,  unto  his  youth, 
Atid  think  that  nan's  the  time  he  doth  repent. 
Alas,  what  good  or  gain  can  you  receive, 
To  imprison  hiro  that  nothing  hath  to  pay  ? 
And  where  nought  is,  the  king  doth  lose  his  due : 
0  pity  him,  as  God  shall  pitv  ^ou. 

Flov,  Jua.  Lady,  I  know  bis  humours  all  too  well ; 
And  nothing  in  the  world  can  do  him  good. 
But  misery  itself  \a  chsjn  him  witli. 

iMca.  Say  that  your  debt  were  pnJd,  then  is  he  free  ? 


As  I  to  Boole  tbe  high  Pyramid&i. 

Sheriff,  take  your  prisoner ;  maiden,  fare  thee  welL 

£uce.  O  go  not  yet,  piod  Master  Plomerdalo; 
Take  my  word  for  the  debt,  my  word,  my  bond. 

M.  FlotB.  Ay, by  GcF4,un'j\e,ra\iTQ.^'osni4.\(». 


Xw«.  Ahs,  1  ne'er  oiigM*  notbini  but  I  paid  it ; 
Und  £  can  irork :  alas,  he  can  do  Dotbing. 
1  have  some  fHenda  perhaiiB  will  pit;  me  • 
Bia  nhiercet  fViends  do  seek  bin  misery. 
Ul  that  I  oan  nr  bee,  get,  nr  receive, 
ftall  be  for  you.    O  do  not  turn  awaj : 
■aUliilkB,  within,  a  face  bo  reverend, 
TB  irdl  eiperienced  in  this  tottering  world, 
ViDldhave  some  feeling  of  a  muden's  grief 
IT  my  salie,  his  father's  and  your  brother's  sake, 
'T,  tbr  your  eoul'a  sake,  that  doth  hope  for  joy, 
niy  my  alate^o  not  two  souls  destroy. 
FtatB.Jun.  mrmMd,  stand  up,  not  in  reifardofhini, 
■n  pity  orihy  hapless  choice,  I 
.    _  jlea£e  him.    Master  Sheriff,  I  thanV  you ; 
■  And  officers,  there  is  for  you  [o  drink, 
M  Bare,  maid,  take  this  money ;  there  ia  a  hundred  angets : 
l-Aad,  for  1  wilt  be  sure  he  shall  Dot  have  it, 
" —  " "  iter,  take  it  you,  and  use  it  sparingly ; 
it  her  have  any  want  at  all. 
eyee,  niece,  do  not  too  much  lament 
...  rhose  life  hath  been  in  riot  spent; 
It  well  be  nseth  thee,  he  gets  him  friends, 
[fill,  a  ^ameful  end  on  bim  depends. 

[Sxii  FLOWBRDitE  JUNIOtt. 

—  ^  JB.  i-  iiw,  A  pli^ue  go  with  you  tor  an  old  fornicator !  Come, 
■•Cit  the  money;  come,  honest  ttil» 

J7(w.  Sen.  Nw,  by  my  faith,  Sir,  you  shall  pardon  me. 
M.  Flaw.  And  why,  Sir,  pardon  yon  ?    Give  me  the  money, 
yoa  old  rascsil,  or  I  wUI  make  you. 

Luet.  Vny  hold  your  hands ;  give  it  him,  honest  friend. 
Flow.  Sen.  If  you  be  ea  content,  with  ali  my  heart. 

{Oive,thtno»et,. 

M.  Flnte.  Content,  Sir  ?  'sblood  she  shall  be  content  wliether 

"he  If  iil  or  no.    A  rattle-baby  come  to  follow  mo  I    tJo,  get  you 

Kone  to  the  greasy  chuff,  your  father ;  bring  me  your  dowry,  or 

Dcier  look  on  me. 

iVoH.  iSni.  Sir,  she  hath  forsook  her  father,  and  all  her  fHcads 

U.FtoiB.  Hang  thee,  her  friends  and  father,  altogether ! 

FlwB.  Sen.  Yet  part  with  soraetbinjt  to  provide  her  lodging. 

M.Flow.  Tea  Imean  to  part  with  her  and  you ;  hut  if  I  part 
'**itb  one  angel,  nang  me  at  a  post.  Ill  rather  throw  them  at  a 
<3«it  of  dice,  aa  1  have  done  a  thousand  of  their  fellows. 

Kmo.  Sen.  Nay  then  I  will  be  plaint  degenerate  boy, 
4^u  hadst  a  bther  would  have  been  ashamed — 

M.  Floa.  My  dither  was  an  ass,  an  old  ass. 
.^J^iew-  -5™.  Thy  father,  thou  proud  licentious  villain : 
What  are  you  M  your  foils  ?  I'll  foil  with  you. 

Luiv,  Good  Sir,  forbear  him. 

Km.  Satk  Did  not  this  whining  woman  hang  on  me. 


[AC 

TA  bacli  ttae  mhtt  it  wn«  to  sbu>»  thy  lat,h*T, 
Gohnng.beg,  starve,  dice,  eame;  that  when  all's  gone, 
Tbou  mayat  after  d^tur  and.  huig  thjselT. 

Lun.  D,  do  not  curae  tain. 

JVow.  j^  I  do  not  curse  him;  and  to  pray  forhimweiei 
It  erieves  me  that  he  bears  his  father^  name. 

M.  FlotB,  WeU,you  old  nscal,  I  ahsUmeet  witihyou.*   8ii 
get  you  Eone :  I  will  not  starip  the  livery  over  your  earn  lNc_, 
joupaidforit;  but donot tue  my  name,  sirrah, do  yuahw 
Look  you  do  not  use  my  name,  you  were  best. 

iTine.  Sen.  Pay  me  the  twenty  pound  tbuo  (bat  I  lent  yon,  i 
give  me  security  when  I  may  have  it, 

it.  FlmB.  I'll  pay  thee  uob  a  penny, 
And  for  securitj'  rll  (rive  thee  none. 
MmoiunB,t  look  you  do  not  follow  me ;  look  you,  do  aotl 
If  you  do,  be^ar,  I  shall  slit  ;our  nose. 

iMce.  Alas,  what  shall  I  do  ? 

M.  Flna.  Why  turn  whores  that's  a  good  trade; 
And  so  perhaps  111  see  thee  now  and  then. 

iExU  M,  FlowmmH 

Lufe,  Alas  the  day  that  ever  I  was  bom. 

FloBi.  Sen.  Sweot  mistrees,  do  not  weep ;  I'll  stick  to  yon. 

LiKe.  Alan,  my  friend,  I  know  not  what  to  do. 
My  fttlier  and  my  friends,  they  have  despised  me; 
And  I,  a  wretobed  maid,  thuB  cast  away, 
Know  Deitlier  wiiere  to  jw,  nor  what  to  saj. 

FUhii.  Sen.  It  grieves  me  at  U]e  soul,  to  see  her  lean 
Thue  stain  the  crimson  roses  of  her  cheeks. 
I«dy,  lake  comfort^  do  not  mourn  in  yain. 
I  have  a  little  hving  in  this  t«wn. 
The  which  I  think  oomee  to  a.  hundred  pound ; 
All  that  and  more  shall  be  at  your  dispose. 
rU  straight  go  help  you  to  some  strange  di^uise 
And  place  yon  in  a  service  in  this  town. 
Where  you  shall  know  all,  yet  youreelf  unknown. 
Come,  grieve  no  more,  where  no  help  can  be  had ; 
Weep  not  for  him,  that  is  more  worse  than  bad. 

Luce.  I  thank  you.  Sir.  [i> 


ACT  IT. 

SCENE  I.— A  Room  in  Sir  Lancelot  SprBCOCB's  Hmu 
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;.  Son  Civet,  daughter  Frances,  bear  with  me : 

)W  I'm  preiBB'd  down  with  inward  grief^ 

i  luokless  girl,  your  sister  Luce. 

len  out 

IS  with  many  famiUes  beside : 

lost  unhappj;  that  are  most  beloved. 

heir,  *iaB  so,  tis  even  fallen  out  so. 

remedy  ?  set  hand  to  your  heart, 

pass.    Here  is  your  daughter  Frances 

d  well  not  say,  we  will  bring  forth 

bildren,  but  as  pretty  children 

9  WRs,  though  sne  had  the  prick 

I  for  a  pret^  wench  :*  Bui,  father, 

mouse :  youll  come  ? 

le.  Ay,  son  Civet,  I'll  come. 

1  you.  Master  Oliver  ? 

for  one  a  yezt  out  this  veast,  chil  see  if  a  gan  make  a 

ttiiere. 

i  you,  Sir  Arthur  ? 

'.  Ay,  Sir,  although  my  heart  be  full, 

rtner  at  your  wedding  feast. 

1  welcome  all  indeeo,  and  welcome.    Come  Franke, 

idy? 

»u,  how  hasty  these  husbands  adre !  I  pray,  father, 

d  to  bless  me. 

\  God  bless  thee !  and  I  do.    God  make  thee  wise ! 

K>th  joy !  I  wish  it  with  wet  eyes. 

at,  fathe^  shall  not  my  sister  JDelia  go  along  with  us  ? 

llent  good  at  cookery,  and  such  things. 

K  Tes  many  shall  she :  Doha,  make  you  ready. 

m  read/,  Sir.    I  will  first  go  to  Greenwich;  Arom 

ay  cousm  Chesterfield's^nd  so  to  London. 

hall  suffice^  good  sister  Delia,  it  shall  suffice ;  but  fail 

d  sister:  give  order  to  cooks  and  others;  for  I  woul4 

ly  sweet  franke  to  soil  her  fingers. 

0,  by  my  troth,  not  I.  A  gentlewoman,  and  a  married 

an  too,  to  be  companion  to  cooks  and  kitchen-boys  ! 

ith ;  I  scorn  that. 

y,  I  do  not  mean  thou  shalt,  sweet-heart ;  thou  seest 

t  about  it.    "Well,  farewell  to  you.— God*s  pity,  Master 

ck !  we  shall  have  your  company  too  ? 

With  idl  my  heart,  for  I  love  good  cheer. 

IL  Grod  be  with  you  all.    Come,  Franke. 

id  be  ¥dth  you,  father ;  Grod  be  with  you.   Sir  Arthur, 

ver^  and  Master  Weathercock,  sister,  God  be  with  you 

)  with  you,  father ;  Grod  be  with  you,  every  one. 

[Exeunt  ClYET  and  Fbances. 
Why,  how  now,  Sir  Arthur  ?  all  a-mort  Pf 
ver,  bow  now,  man  ? 
Sir  Lancelot ;  and  merrily  say, 
old  that  will  away  ? 

Oteprick  wtm  to  gain  the  prize  in  archery.  \  Q,vute  ^««A. 
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Sir  Laie.  Af,  Ebeb  gone  iiitlccd.  poar  girl,  uadone; 
But  when  thoyll  be  B«lf-will"J,  chilaren  must  aninrt. 

Sir  Arlh.  But,  Sir, 
Tbat  ihe  is  wrong''],  you  are  tlie  ohiefest  cause ; 
'fhcrefore,  'tjs  reanon  ;ou  redreea  her  wrong. 

Weatk.  Indeed  jou  must,  Sir  Liaoelot,  yon  must. 

av  Za»o.  Must  ?  who  oaa  ootopc!  me,  Maaler  Wealliercooi' 
r  hona  I  mn»  do  What  I  list. 

ly  do  what  you  list 
, ,  .  !n,  it  were  not  gooihrlla 

Triimpolneaa"  and  TrowardnftBs,  to  caat  awaj  as  pretljB  DoindK 
asan  chould  ohaocef  to  see  in  a  summers  day.  CMlt«Un> 
what  ohall  do ;  ohtl  go  spy  up  and  down  the  town,  and  tee  if  \ 
c»iih«araiiy  tale  or  t;diDgso[ber,and  take  her  away  ftvnitlDtl 
t,  aesBel ;  Tor  cbam  assured,  be'U  but  bring  bar  to  Uie  ^oili  mi 
10  vare  you  well.    We  shall  meet  at  your  son  Civet'a. 

Sir  Lane.  I  tbank  you,  Sirj  I  take  it  very  kindly, 

Sir  Arlh.  To  find  her  out^  111  sponcl  mj  dearestWood; 
Bo  well  I  loTed  ber,  to  effect  lier  good. 

lExeunl  CrTBT  and  8lB  ABTHDt 

Sir  Lane.  O  Master  Weathercock,  what  bap  had  I, 


Sir  Lance.  Ye«,  I  bave  almost  devised  aremedy; 
Young  Flowerdale  is  sure  a  prisoner. 
Weaih,  Sure  \  uolhiDR  more  sure. 
"-'-  "■  — -  Andyet  perhapB  his  uncle  hath  released  bi 
like  ;  no  doubt  he  hath. 

._..  _..._.    .   _._.  _ ,.  son,  I'll  hivt 

To  'tachl  my  daugbter  till  the  hiw  be  tried ; 
For  I  will  sue  liim  upon  cozeunge, 
Weaih.  Many  may  you,  sjid  overthrow  him  too. 
Sir  Laiu!.  Nay  that's  not  so ;  I  ma;  chance  to  be  scoS^d 
And  sentience  pass'd  with  him. 

Wetdh.  Behove  me,  so  it  may ;  therefore  take  heed. 
Sir  Lane.  Well  howsoever,  yet  I  vrill  have  warranta; 
In  prison,  or  at  liberty,  all's  one : 

You  will  help  to  serve  them,  Mnsler  Weathercock  ?       [itoM 

SCENE  n.—A  Street  ia  Zondoa. 

Enter  M.  pLOWBEDilB. 

M,  Moie.  A  plague  of  thedevill  the  devil  take  the  dine !  Hi 

dice  and  the  devil  and  his  dam  go  together!    OfaJI  my  htuidn 

golden  jmgelB,  I  have  not  left  me  one  denier.    A  poi  of  om  " 

five  !^  What  shall  I  do  ?  I  cnn  borrow  no  more  or  mj  W 

*  Well  ulvised.    VmnpulnmB  for  trenipQldiuwii,  oi  pseviitiueu. 

t  At  buard,  the  pla;en  freqamitl)',  bb  tlief  are  CBSting,  InvocM 
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(era's  not  any  of  my  acquaintance  man  nor  boy,  but  I  have 
)rrowed  more  or  less  of.  I  would  I  knew  where  to  take  a  good 
ine,  and  ko  clear  awav ;  by  this  light  I'll  venture  for  it.  God's- 
\,  my  sister  Delia  -.  Ill  rob  her,  by  this  hand. 

Huter  Delia  and  Abtichoke. 

2)eL  I  prithee.  Artichoke,  go  not  so  fast ; 
be  weather 's  hot,  and  I  am  something  weary. 
Art  Nay  I  warrant  you.  Mistress  Delia,  I'll  not  tire  you  with 
iding:  well  go  an  extreme  moderate  pace. 
3Lliow.  Stand;  deUyer  your  purse. 
Art.  O  lord,  thieyes,  thieyes !  [Exit  Astichokb. 

M.  Flow.  Come,  come,  vour  purse ;  lady,  your  purse. 
IkL  That  Toioe  I  haye  neara  often  before  this  time. 
rhalbrother  flowerdale  become  a  thief ! 
M.II0W.  Ay,  plague  on't,  I  thank  your  father:  but  sister, 
ome,  your  money,  come.    What ! 
he  world  must  nad  me ;  I  am  bom  to  liye ; 
^  not  a  sin  to  steal,  where  none  will  giye. 
Dei.  O  GkxL  is  idl  grace  banish'd  from  thy  heart  ? 
Mok  of  the  shame  that  doth  attend  this  fact. 
K  Flow.  Shame  me  no  shames.    Come,  giye  me  your  purse ; 
11  bind  you,  sister,  lest  I  fare  the  worse.  , 

Del.  No.  bind  me  not:  hold,  there  is  all  I  haye; 
Jid  would  that  money  would  redeem  thy  shame. 

Hwter  OuTSB,  Sis  Asthtjb,  and  Abtichoke. 

Art.  Thieyes^  thieyes,  thieyes ! 

OH.  Thieyes !  where  man  ?  why,  how  now.  Mistress  Delia, 
w  70U  yliked  to  been  yrobbed  ? 

Jm.  No,  Master  Ohyer ;  'tis  Master  Flowerdale ;  he  did  but 
Bt  with  me. 

OU.  How,  Flowerdale,  that  scoundrel  P    Sirrah,  you  meten  us 
ell ;  yang*  thee  that.  [Strikes  him. 

KFlow.  Well,  Sir,  111  not  meddle  with  you,  because  I  have 
diarge. 

Del,  Here,  brother  Plowerdale,  I'll  lend  you  this  same  money. 
IL  Mow.  I  thank  you,  sister. 

OU.  I  wad  you  were  ysplit,t  an  you  let  the  messel  haye  a 
amy ;  but  since  you  cannot  keep  it,  ohil  keep  it  myself. 
Sir  Arth.  Tis  pity  to  relieye  him  in  this  sort, 
lio  makes  a  trompantt  life  his  daily  sport. 
Del.  Brother,  you  see  how  all  men  censure  you. 
iiewell ;  and  I  prajr  Qod  amend  your  life. 
OU.  Come,  chil  bring  you  along,  and  you,  safe  enough  Arom 
Wty  such  sooundrels  as  thick  a  one  is.    Farewell,  and  be 
nged,  zyrrah,  as  I  think  so  thou  wilt  be  shortly.    Come,  Sir 
rtbor.  [Exeunt  all  hut  M.  Flowebdale. 

U.  Flow.  A  plague  go  with  you  for  a  kersey  rascal. 

*  /.  c.  take.  t  I.  e.  split. 

t  A  dieatincr  life;  trom  tromper,  or  triumphant,  the  o\d  pVunae  Ics 

nqpfav/  pKM(  gambling. 


Tliii  De'nshiro  mm  I  tbinli  it  tnado  ol!  of  iwrk : 

iiia  iuuiils  iQide  oolf  for  to  heave  up  paoks ; 

Uk  heart  S8  fat  and  big  as  is  his  lace ; 

Aa  differing  for  Irum  all  brave  gallant  minds, 

As  I  to  serve  the  hoBS,  uad  drink  with  hinds ; 

As  I  am  very  near  now.    Well,  whnt  remedy  ? 

When  monev,  means,  and  friends,  do  grow  bo  onill. 

Then  farewell  life,  and  there's  an  end  of  all.  [£ri 

SCBNS  III.— Another  Street.    Before  Cjtet's  Hotit. 


thank  thee  for  my  mnjd;  \  like  her  very  vrelL  Uow  dost  tb 
like  her,  Prances  P 

JVan.  In  ROod  sadness,  Tom,  very  well,  excellent  weD ;  ■ 
speaks  so  prettily : — I  pray,  what's  your  name  ? 

Xum,  My  name,  forsoath,  be  called  Taoikin. 

Frar>.  By  tuy  troth,  &  fine  name.  O  Tanikin,  you  are  eiiA 
fbr  dres^njj  one's  head  a  new  fashion, 

laee.  Me  sail  do  every  tin^  about  de  head. 

Civ.  "What  countrywoman  is  she,  Kester  'i 

Flow.  Sen.  A  Dutch  woman.  Sir. 

dv.  Why  then  she  is  outlandish,  is  she  not  ? 

Flom.  Sen.  Ay,  Sir,  she  is. 

J'Voii.  O,  then,  thou  cwist  fell  how  to  help  me  to  ebeeblii 

liaee.  Tea,  mistress,  very  well 

Floa.  Sen.  Cheeks  and  ears !  why,  Mistress  Fmncei^  waul  pn 
cbmks  and  ears  F  methtnks  jou  have  very  Ibir  ones. 
Fran.  Thou  art  a  fool,  indeed.    Tom,  thou  knowest  irhltl 

CVd.  At,  ay,  Kostor ;  tis  sueh  as  they  wear  a'  tbnr  ha 
pr'ythee,  Kit,  have  her  in,  and  show  her  ay  house. 

Flovi.  Sen.  I  will.  Sir.    Coma,  Tanikin. 

Fran.  O,  Tom,  you  have  not  bussed  me  to-day,  Tom. 

Civ.  No,  Pranoes,  we  must  not  kiss  afure  folks.    Qodu 
f  ranke.    6ee  yonder ;  my  sister  Delia  is  come. 

Enter  DKtiA.  and  AftTlCHOSK. 
Wclcomf'  good  sister. 

Fraii.  Weleome,  good  sister.  How  da  you  like  tha  tin  of  >V 
headP 

Del.  Very  well,  sister. 

CiD.  I  am  g\m  you're  come,  sister  Delia,  to  give  order  IiK 
supper ;  they  will  be  here  soon. 

Art.  Ay,  but  if  good  luck  had  not  served,  she  hadnotwtt 
here  now.  Filching  Flowerdale  had  like  to  have  peppMriU' 
but  for  Master  Oliver,  we  had  been  robbed. 
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^L  Peace,  sirrah,  do  more. 

'low.  Sen.  Robbed !  by  whom  ? 

rt.  Marry,  by  none  but  b:^  Flowerdale ;  he  is  turned  thief. 

iv.  By  my  fiuth,  but  that  is  not  well ;  but  God  be  praised  for 

r  escape.    Will  you  draw  near,  sister  ? 

low.  Sen.  Sirrah,  come  hither.    Would  Flowerdale,  he  that 

my  mastw.  have  robbed  you  P    I  pr'ythee  tell  me  true. 

'li.  Tes,  i*  faith,  even  that  Flowerdale  that  was  thy  master. 

low.  8ek.  Hold  thee ;  there  is  a  French  crown,  and  speak  no 

rei^tiiis.  [Aside. 

WL  Not  I,  not  a  word. — ^Now  do  I  smell  knayery :  in  every 

n  Plowiordale  ti^e^  he  is  half;  and  gives  me  this  to  keep 

uel :— not  a  word.  I. 

Jam.  Sen.  Why,  Grod-a-mercy. 

Van,  Sister,  look  here;  I  have  a  new  Dutch  maid,  and  she 

lis  80  fine,  it  would  do  your  heart  good. 

Sn.  How  do  you  like  her,  sister  ? 

ML  I  like  your  maid  weU. 

Se.  Well,  dear  sister,  will  you  draw  near,  and  give  directions 

supper.    Guests  will  be  here  presently. 

kC  X  es,  broUier ;  lead  the  way,  I'll  follow  you. 

[^Exeunt  all  hutDBJAA.  and  LUCB. 
rk  you«  Dutch  firow.  a  word. 
mce.  Vat  is  your  vill  vit  me  ? 
hi.  Sister  Luce,  'tis  not  your  broken  language, 
r  this  same  habit,  can  disguise  your  face 
•m  I  that  know  you.    Pray  tell  me,  what  means  this  ? 
mee.  Sister,  I  see  you  know  me ;  yet  be  secret. 
s  borrow'd  shape  ihat  I  have  ta  en  upon  me. 
Hit  to  keep  myself  a  space  unknown, 
ih  firom  my  father,  and  my  nearest  friends ; 
tfl  I  see  how  time  will  bring  to  pass 
)  deroerate  course  of  Master  Flowerdale. 
>02.  O,  he  is  worse  than  bad ;  I  pr'ythee  leave  him ; 
d  let  not  once  thy  heart  to  think  on  him. 
Mee.  Do  not  persuade  me  once  to  such  a  thought, 
igine  yet  that  he  is  worse  than  naught ; 
s  one  hour's  time  may  all  that  ill  undo 
it  ill  his  former  life  did  run  into, 
srefore,  kind  sister,  do  not  disclose  my  estate 
fvt  lus  heart  doth  turn,  'tis  ne'er  too  late. 
'H.  Well,  seeing  no  counsel  can  remove  your  mind, 
net  disclose  you  that  are  wilful  blind. 
^.  Delia,  I  thank  you.    I  now  must  please  her  eyes, 
'  sister  Frances'  neither  fair  nor  wise.  [Exeumt, 


1 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  T.—A  Slreel  before  CrvKT*a  Some. 

Sntsr  M.  PtOWEHDiLB. 

If.  FloK,  On  goes  he  that  knows  no  end  of  hia  joon 

-tthe  Tarj  utmost  bouods  of  Ehifling ;  Ihvreoa 

bang  myself.    1  hiive  lived  since  yesterdai  two  ( 


h&ve  iiiused  the  ver;  utioost  bouods  of  ebihing ;  Ihvreoa 
DOW  butUi  bang  myself.  Ihuve  lived  since  yesterda;' — 
a  apioe-oake  I  bnd  at  a  burial ;  *  and  for  dnnk,  1 1 


ale-houBS  aropng^  rortecSi  sucb  as  will  bear  out  a 
iaKJieret"tfaat  won  idl  my  money  of  me.    I'll  Ug  if  tbe)^ 


aiOEg  pOL. — ,  __. 

D  money  indewl;  I  mean— out  of  their  pomwmie*,  Ibr  tl 
o  of  good  carrincB.     Who  comes  here  ?   Um  — 


Enlrr  DiCK  axil  BiLPH. 


angel  oetneea  you  both?    Ton 

ahundred  of  me  the  other  day.  i 

Salph.  How!  an  angel?    God  damn  us  if  we  lortni 


penny  within  an  hour  lUtcr  thou  wert  gone. 

M.  Flcm\  I  pr'ythee  lend  me  so  muoh  tm  will  pay 
per  ;  111  pay  you  agun,  as  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Ralph.  V  faitK  we  have  not  a  telhing,  not  i 
I  wonder  at  it.  Master  Plowerdale, 
Tou  will  BO  caTelesaly  undo  yourself. 
"Wby  you  will  lose  more  money  in  an  hour, 
Thim  an;  honest  man  speoda  ia  a  year. 
Por  shame  1  betake  you  to  »)me  honeitt  trade, 
And  lice  not  thus  eo  like  a  vagabond. 

[Eieani  DiCK 

M.  FUiK.  A  vagabond,  indeed !  more  villainB  you 
They  give  me  counsel  that  first  cozon'd  me. 
Those  devib  Urst  brougbt  me  to  this  I  am. 
And  being  thus,  the  fireti  that  do  me  wrong. 
Well,  yet  I  have  one  friend  left  me  in  atore.        . 
Not  far  from  hence  there  dwells  a  eookatrice,!  \ 
One  that  I  first  put  in  a  satin  gown; 
And  not  a  tooth  that  dwells  witbin  Iter  head. 
But  stands  me  atljie  lea^in  twenty  pound: 
Her  will  I  visit  now  my  coin  is  gone : 
And  BS I  take  it  here  dw«lla  the  ^ntlewomui,  | 
"What  ho,  is  Mistress  Aprioock  within  F 
Enter  EuFEliB. 

S.t^.  "What  ssucy  rascal 's  that  which  knocks  K 
O,  is  it  you,  old  spendthrift  ?    Are  you  hi —  " 
One  that  is  turu'd  oozeuer  "bout  the  towi 


1 


Vnoany  su 
m  for  I  ha 
nw  noted  yi 


, asaanr  you,  and  sends  this  word  by  me; 

ft  be  pauking;  quiokly  from  the  duur, 

W  ibiil  have  BUDh  a  greeting;  sent  yoii  straight 

lu  will  little  like  on :  you  had  he^t  be  gone.  lUxii, 

"loiB.  Why  so,  this  is  as  it  should  be ;  being  poor, 
rt  Uiou  served  by  a,  vile  punted  whore. 

.  ince  thy  da.mDed  orew  do  so  sbiise  thee, 
tj  ol  boneat  men,  haw  the;  will  use  me. 

EaUr  an  atieUni  Cittzen. 
. Jk  I  beseech  you  to  take  compassion  of  a  maji ;  or 
tmies  huve  been  better  than  at  this  insfant  they 
Iml  iT  I  might  crave  of  you  so  muoli  little  portiou  bg  .  _ . . 

liDta  my  friendd,  I  would  rest  thimkful  until  I  had  requited 
•wtacoartesy. 
Cil.  Fie,  fie,  young  man  !  this  course  is  very  bad. 

' such  have  we  about  this  city  i 

have  not  seen  you  in  this  sort^ 
---  i,»,_J  jou  to  be  a  common  beggar, 
Hdd;  there's  un  angel  to  bear  your  cha,reee  down, 
flu  to  your  fnends ;  do  not  on  this  depend : 
Siuh  bad  beginoings  oft  hate  worser  end.  [Exil  Citizbu. 

M.  Flow.  Worser  end  !  nay,  if  it  fall  out  no  worse  than  in  old 
K^di,  1  care  uot.  Niiy,  now  I  have  had  auoh  a  fortunuta  be- 
'^ing,  111  not  let  a  ^penny  putse  escape  me : — By  the  mass, 
»  another. 


HbleBs  you,  fair  miatreEs.  Now  would  it  please  you,  gentle- 
~i,  to  look  into  the  wants  of  a  poor  gentleman,  a  younger 
r,  1  doubt  not  but  God  will  treble  restore  it  baok  again; 
H  never  before  this  time  demanded  penny,  half^uny,  nor 

K,  Wtfk.  Stay,  Alexander.  Now,  by  my  troth,  a  very  proper 

Ct  pity.     Hold,  my  friend ;  there's  all  the 
i  me,  a.  cuuple  of  shillings ;  and  Qod  bless 

-J.  Now,  God  thank  you,  sweet  lady.    If  you  have  any 

IT  garden-house  where  you  may  employ  a  poor  gentleman 

_fr  fneiu^  I  am  youra  to  commaiid  in  all  secret  service. 

■  Wife,  I  thank  you,  good  friend ;  I  pr'ythee  let  me  see 

tiun  I  gave  thee  ;  there  is  one  of  them  a  braes  shilling ; 

p_e  them,  and  here  is  half  a  crown  in  gold.  [Se  givsa  the 

B  ta  her,}     Now,  out  upon  thee,  rascal:  secret  service! 

lost  thou  make  of  me  ?    It  were  a  good  deed  to  base  thea 

.id :  Now  I  have  my  money  again,  I'll  see  thee  hanged 

-~J   X   give    thee   a,   penny.     Secret   service  !— On,    good 

gander.  lExeuid  ClTIZBU'a  WlFB  and  Servant 

Jt  FloK.  This  ia  villanous  luck ;  I  perceive  dishonesty  will 

■•  'Itrivo.    Here  comes  more.    God  forgive  me,  Sir  Aittmr  ani 

tr  Oliver.    Afore  God,  I'll  apeak  to  them. 


MB  tOtCDON   PBODiaiL, 

fnlBT  Bib.  Abthdu  and  Olives. 
God  Gave  you,  Sir  Arthur ;  God  save  you,  Muster  Olivor. 

Uli.  B(%n  you  there,  mrruli?  come,  will  you  ylakea  ]>» 
to  jour  toola,  eoyatrel  P 

M.  Flow.  Noj,  Maflter  Oliver,  I'll  not  fight  with  you. 
Alai!,  Sir,  you  Itnow  it  won  not  my  doings ; 
It  vm  ontr  B,  plot  to  get  9ir  Lniicololi'B  daughter ; 
lly  (iod,  I  never  meant  you  harm. 

OIL  And  where  is  tlie  geutlewom&n  thy  wlTe,  mesEel: 
IB  she,  sirrah,  ho  ? 

3f.  MoiB.  By  my  troth ,  MnatBr  OUrar,  siok,  ybit  ^ 
Ood  19  my  judge,  I  know  not  what  means  1«  muke  bt  b 
genUenomnn. 

OH.  Tell  me  true ;  is  she  siek  ?  tell  me  true,  ioh  'liEO  l__ 

]^.  Fioa.  Yea,  'faith,  I  tell  you  true.  Master  Oliver;  1 
would  do  me  the  small  kirjdneea  but  to  lend  me  forty  sfaiui 
God  help  me,  I  will  pay  you  so  soon  as  my  ability  ehaU  ~ 
able ;— as  I  am  a  gantlemEm. 

Oli.  Well,  thou  zsist  thy  wife  is  ziok ;  hold,  there^  7 
lings;  giTe  it  to  thy  wife.  Look  thou^  inve  it  her,  or 
\feze  thee,  thou  wert  not  zo  veezed  thiii  zeven  year  j  lo< 

SirArli.  ITaith,  Maeter  Oliver, 'tis  in  ™n 
To  Rivn  to  h'T"  tbut  never  tiiinkE  of  her. 

Oli.  "Well,  would  ohe  could  yvind  it 

M.  Flrmt,  I  tell  you  truB,  Sir  Arthur,  as  I  am  a  geoUai 

on.  Wi'll,  farewell  zirraL :  oome.  Sir  Arthur.  ^ 

[Sxeiiat  SiK  Abthdb 

M.  Floa,  By  the  Lord,  this  is  aioellent ; 
Pivo  golden  aneels  compass'd  in  an  hour: 
If  this  trade  hold,  I'U  never  seek  a  new. 
Welcome,  sweet  gold,  and  beggary  adieu. 

Enter  FLOWSfiDAtE  Junior  and  FiowEBDiLK  Skhi 

Flovi.  Jua.  See,  Kester^  if  you  ram  find  the  house. 

M.  Flow.  Who's  here  P  My  unole  and  my  man  Keste 
the  uiitss,  'tis  they.  Ho"  "io  you,  uncle  ?  how  doat  tbou, 
Ity  my  troth,  unule,  you  must  nt*ds  lend  me  some  niDne 
Iioi>r  ieutlenoman  my  wife,  so  God  help  me,  is  very  asA 
robbed  of  Ibe  hundred,  aiigels  you  cnve  me  :  they  are  gon 

J'Voip.  Jim.  Ay,  they  are  gone  indeed.    Come,  Keater,  i 

M.  JVoiD.  Nay,  unole ;  do  you  hear,  Rood  unele  ? 

ZVow.  Jbh,  Out,  hypoorile,  I  will  not  hear  thee  spud 
leiLvehim,  Kest«r. 

Jf.  FIbk.  Kester,  honest  Kester. 

I'lovj.  Sen.  Sir,  1  have  nought  to  say  (o  you.  Open  ' , 
to  me.  'Kin  :*  ttiou  hodst  best  lock  il  fast,  for  th^ifa 
knave  without. 

[Flowebdalb  Sentob  and  Fi.owebdalb  Jchio 

Jf.  Flme.  You  are  ao  old  lyinji  rascal,  so  you  — 
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Enter,  from  ClVET*8  house,  LucE. 

ICC.  Vat  is  de  matter  ?    Vat  be  yon,  yonker  ? 
Flow,  By  this  light,  a  Dutch  frow;  they  say  they  are 
d  kind,    fiy  this  light,  I'll  try  her. 
tee.  Vat  bin  you,  yonker?  why  do  you  not  speak  ? 
.Flow.  By  my  troth,  sweetheart,  a  poor  gentleman,  Hi  at 
Id  desire  of  you,  if  it  stand  with  your  liking,  the  bounty  of 
rporse. 

JRe-etUer  Elowebdale  Senior. 

M».  O  hear,  God !  so  young  an  armin !  * 

-  Flow.  Armin,  sweetheart  ?    I  know  not  what  you  mean 

bt;  but  I  am  almo^  a  beggar. 

■«.  Are  you  not  a  married  man  ?  vere  bin  your  vife  ?  Here 

i  I  have  itake  dis. 

l^ow.  What,  gold,  young  frow  ?  this  is  brave. 

b«.  Sen.  If  he  have  any  grace,  he'll  now  repent. 

■BB.  Why  speak  you  not  ?  vere  be  your  vii'e  ? 

l-Flow.  i>ead,  dead;  she's  dead,  'tis  she  hath  undone  me. 

it  me  ill  I  had,  and  kept  rascals  under  my  nose  to  brave  me. 

tee.  Bid  you  use  her  veil  ? 

'.  Flow.,  Use  her !  there's  never  a  gentlewoman  in  England 

d  be  better  used  thsm  I  did  her.    I  could  but  coach  her ;  her 

stood  me  in  forty  pound  a  month :  but  she  is  dead ;  and  in 

^▼e  my  cares  are  Duried. 

lee.  Indeed,  dat  vas  not  shoen.f 

on.  Sen.  He  is  turned  more  devil  than  he  was  before. 

'.  How.  Thou  dost  belong  to  Master  Civet  here,  dost  thou 

tee.  Tes^e  do. 

.  Flow.  Why,  there's  it !  there's  not  a  handful  of  plate  but 
m  to  me.  God's  m^  judge,  if  I  had  such  a  wench  as  thou 
aen^B  never  a  man  in  England  would  make  more  of  her 
I  would  do — so  she  had  any  stock.  [  Within,  Tanikin. 

100.  Stay ;  one  doth  call :  I  shall  come  by-and-by  a^^ain. 

[Exit. 

Fhw.  By  this  hand,  this  Dutch  wench  is  in  love  with  nie. 

B  it  not  admirable  to  make  her  steal  all  Civet's  plate,  and 

w.  Sen.  It  were  beastly.    O  Master  Elowerdale, 

I  you  no  fear  of  God,  nor  conscience  ? 

t  do  you  mean  by  this  vile  course  you  take  ? 

Flow.  What  do  I  mean  P  why,  to  hve ;  that  I  mean. 

MP.  Sen,  To  live  in  this  sort  ?    Fie  upon  the  course : 

•  life  doth  show  you  are  a  very  coward. 


Flaw,  A  coward !  I  pray,  in  what  P 

ly,  you  will " 
Flow,  'Snails,  is  there  such  cowardice  in  thatP    I  dare 


m.  Sen,  Why,  you  will  iJorrow  sixpence  of  a  boy. 


fv  it  of  s  man,  ay,  and  of  the  tallest  man  in  England, — if  he 
end  it  me:  let  me  borrow  it  how  I  can,  and  let  them  come 

/.  c.  a  begcar.  t  Schfin,  German,  good,  pretty. 

B  2 


by  it  bow  thef  dare.    Ajid  it  i%  well  kaown,  I  mil 
out*  n  hundred  times  If  I  would,  bo  I  migliL, 

FlotB.  8tit.  It  was  nut  mutt  of  irill,  but  uawardiob 
There  ia  oone  th*t  lands  1*  you,  but  know  tUej  bum; 
And  wbu  IB  thiit  but  oulj  stealth  iu  you  ? 
Delia  might  bang  lou  now,  did  not  her  heart 
Take  pity  at  you  for  her  aster's  sake. 
Go,  get  you  hBD<»,  lest  ling'riDg  here  your  etaj. 
You  fall  into  tbair  hands  you  look  not  fur. 

M.  FlotB.  I'll  tarry  here,  till  the  Dutch  tnyi  tma 
devilii  ia  bell  ware  here. 

[FLOWBB.DALB  SBKIOB  gof  ID  io  CJTH^ 

ErUff  Sis  Lancelot,  Mastes  Weatoescoix, 


8W  Lane.  Where  ia  the  door  ?  are  we  not  past  it;  ArM 

Art.  By  the  mass,  hecB'B  one ;  I'll  aiik  Lim.   Do  yqr"  ' — 
What,  are  yuu  bo  proud  F    Do  you  bear?    Whiohu 
Master  Civet's  bouse  ?    What,  will  jou  not  speak  ? 
is  Qlching  I'lowerdale. 

iStr  LaiK.  O  wonderrul  1  is  this  lewd  villain  here  ? 
O  you  cheating  rague,  jau  cut-purse,  coney -caloherl 
What  ditch,  you  vilhtiu,  is  my  daughter's  grave  f 
A  cozening  mscaJ,  that  must  make  a  will. 
Take  on  hioi  a  strict  habit,')'  feigning  thai, 
Wheo  be  ghouid  turn  to  aiiEel,  dying  giaoe. 
Ill  father-in-law  you.  Sir,  PU  make  a  will ; 
Sneak,  viUain,  where'a  my  daughter? 
FoisoD'd,  I  warrant  you,  or  koock'd  o'  the  headi 
And  to  abuse  good  Master  Weathercock, 
With  bis  forged  will;  make 
To  shake  my  grounded  resolution. 
Then  to  abu?e  the  Ue'Dshire  geutlenum; 
Go;  away  with  him  to  prison. 

M.  Flow.  W  hcrefore  to  priioa  ?  Sir,  I  will 
Enter  CiTBT  and  hit  W-'^e,  Olitbb,  Sib  Abtbux  KW 
DAIE  Semiob,  Flowbbdalb  JuNiOEi,  and  BblU 

Sir  Laic.  O  here's  his  uncle;  weloome,  tientlemen,  i 
all    Such  a  oozeoer,  gentlemen,  a  murderer  too,  for  MJy 

know  1    My  daughter  is  missing;  b"''"  ' '  "'"   '  '" 

be  found.    A  vildl  upon  thee ! 

FlotB.  Jtm.  He  ia  my  k'insman,  though  his  life  be  vQe: 
Therefore,  in  God's  name,  do  with  him  what  you  will. 

Sir  Lane.  Marry,  to  prison. 

M,  FioiB.  W  herefore    to    prison  ?   snick-up,  §      Id 
nothing. 

Sir  Lan.  itring  forth  my  daughter,  then  :  Away  with  t 

Jf.iYow.CIoseekyourdaUKhter.Whiit  doyou  In^tomfi 

Sir  Lane.  ()usjiiciou  of  murder.    Go ;  away  wiUi  him. 


kicneri 

B? 

I 
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low.  Murder  your  dogs !     I  murder  your  daughter  ? 

uncle,  I  know  you'll  bau  me. 

K  Jun,  Not  I,  were  there  no  more  than  I  the  gaoler,  thou 

soner. 

Sane.  Qo ;  away  with  him. 

Snter  LuCE. 

.  0*  my  life,  hear :  where  will  you  ha'  de  man  ? 

*  de  yonker  done  ? 

ih.  Woman,  he  hath  killed  his  wife. 

.  His  wife  !  dat  is  not  ^ood ;  dat  is  not  shoen.* 

xme.  Hang  not  upon  hun,  huswife ;  if  you  do.  Til  lay  you 

• 

'.  Hsve  me  no  oder  way  dan  you  have  him : 

:  me  dat  he  love  me  heartily. 

i.  Lead  away  my  maid  to  prison !  why,  Tom,  will  you 

hatP 

No,  by  your  leave,  father,  she  is  no  vagrant ;  she  is  mv 

ihamber-maid,  and  as  true  as  the  skin  between  any  man  s 

lere. 

Lame.  Go  to,  you're  both  fools. 

m^  of  my  life,  this  is  a  plot ; 

lnigg;ling  counterfeit  preferrd  to  you,     . 

ibt  TO  rob  you  of  your  plate  and  jewels : — 

^  you  led  away  to  prison,  truU. 

.  I  am  no  trull,  neither  outlandish  firow : 

nor  I  shall  to  the  prison  go. 

fovL  me  now  P  nay,  never  stand  amazed. 

[Throws  off  her  Dutch  dress. 
,  I  know  I  have  offended  you ; 
ough  that  duty  wills  me  bend  my  knees 
in  duty  and  obedience, 
B  way  do  I  turn,  and  to  him  yield 
e,  my  duty,  and  my  humbleness. 
'jome.  Bastard  in  nature!  yield  to  such  a  slave ? 
O  Muter  Flowerdale,  if  too  much  grief 
0t  sbcfp^d  up  the  organs  of  your  voice, 
peak  to  her  that  is  thy  faithful  wife ; 
1  contempt  of  me  thus  tie  thy  tongue  ? 
ot  sway ;  I  am  no  ^thiop, 
iton  Cressid,  nor  a  changmg  Helen ; 
lier  one  made  wretched  by  thy  loss. 
tom'st  thou  still  from  me  P    O  then 
tiiee  woefull'st  amon^  hapless  men. 
low.  I  am,  indeed,  wife,  wonder  among  wives ! 
vBAty  and  virtue  hath  infused 
r  soul  in  me,  red  with  defame, 
my  blushing  cheeks  is  seen  my  shame. 
lome.  Out,  hypocrite !  I  charge  thee,  trust  him  not. 
Not  trust  mm  P    By  the  hopes  of  after  bliss, 
no  scnrrow  can  be  comi^ared  to  his. 

•  SchOn,  Oerman,  pretty,  good. 
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Sir  Lane.  Well,  since  thou  wert  ordain'd  to  beggary, 
Follow  thy  fortune :  I  defy  thee,  1.* 

Oil.  I  wood  che  were  so  well  ydoussed  as  was  ever  white  dotii 
in  a  tocking  mill,t  an  che  ha'  not  made  me  weep. 

Flow.  Sen.  If  he  hath  any  grace,  he'll  now  rei)6nt. 

Sir  Arth.  It  moves  my  heart. 

Weath.  By  my  troth,  I  must  weep,  I  cannot  choose. 

Floio.  Jun.  None  but  a  beast  would  such  a  maid  misuse: 

M.  Flow.  Content  thyself,  I  hope  to  win  his  favour, 
And  to  redeem  my  reputation  lost : 
And,  gentlemen,  believe  me,  I  beseech  you ; 
I  hope  vour  eyes  shall  behold  such  a  change 
As  shall  deceive  vour  expectation. 

Oli.  I  would  che  were  ysplit  now,  but  che  believe  him. 

Sir  Lane.  How !  believe  him ! 

Weath.  By  the  mackins,  I  do. 

Sir  Lane.  What^  do  you  think  that  e'er  he  will  have  grioe? 

Weath.  By  my  faith,  it  will  go  hard. 

01%.  Well,  che  vore  ye,  he  is  changed.  And,  Master  Bow- 
dale,  in  hope  you  been  so,  hold,  there's  vorty  pound  tow» 
your  zctting  up.  What !  be  not  ashamed ;  vangt  i1^  man,  wfC 
it :  be  a  good  husband,  loven  to  your  wife ;  and  you  shul  ■*• 
want  for  vorty  more,  I  che  vore  thee. 

Sir  Arth.  My  means  are  little,  but,  if  you'll  follow  mfi^ 
I  will  instruct  you  in  my  ablest  jwwer ; 
But  to  your  wife  I  give  this  diamond, 
And  prove  true  diamond-fair  in  all  your  life. 

M.  Flow.  Thanks,  good  Sir  Arthur :  Master  Oliver, 
You  being  my  enemy,  and  grown  so  kind. 
Binds  me  in  all  endeavour  to  restore — 

Oli.  What !  restore  me  no  restorings,  man ;  I  have  Tori^ 
pound  more  for  Luce  here;  vang  it:  zooth  ohil  devyLMto 
else.  What,  do  you  think  me  a  messel  or  a  scoundrel,  to  thw^ 
away  my  money  ?  Che  have  an  hundred  pound  more  to  ?•*•} 
any  good  spotation.  I  hope  your  under  §  and  your  uncle  *■* 
vollow  my  zamples. 

Flow.  Jun.  You  have  euess'd  right  of  me ;  if  he 
Leave  off  this  course  of  life,  he  shall  be  mine  heir. 

Sir  Lane.  But  he  shall  never  get  a  groat  of  me. 
A  cozener,  a  deceiver,  one  that  kill'd 
His  painful  father,  honest  gentleman. 
That  pass'd  the  fearful  danger  of  the  sea, 
To  get  him  living,  and  maintain  him  brave.|| 

Weath.  What,  hath  he  kill'd  his  father  ? 

Sir  Lane.  Ajr,  Sir,  with  conceit  of  his  vile  courses. 

Flow.  Sen.  Sir,  you  are  misinform'd. 

Sir  Lane.  Why,  thou  old  knave,  thou  told'st  me  so  thyiett^ 

Flow.  Sen.  I  wrong'd  him,  then :  and  towards  my  iDiiV* ' 
stock 
There's  twenty  nobles  for  to  make  amends. 

*  I  refuse  to  receive  thee.  t  /.  e.  ducking  mill.  %  "■*% 

^  /.  e.  your  servant  *,  oVdYYo'wet^'BJic,  >n\vc^  «^te\\d<ed  on  his  son  in  ■»'  i 
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KHow,  No,  Kester,  I  have  troubled  thee,  and  wrong'd  thco 
more  J 
Whit  thou  in  love  ^v'st,  I  in  love  resrtore. 

Fran.  Ha,  ha^  sister !  there  you  plav'd  bo-peep  with  Tom. 
What  shall  I  give  her  toward  household  ?  sister  Delia,  shall  I 
give  her  my  fan  ? 
Del.  You  were  best  ask  your  husband. 
Fran.  ShaU  I.  Tom  ? 

Cw.  Ay,  do,  franke ;  Til  buy  thee  a  new  one  with  a  longer 
handle. 
fnm.  A  russet  one,  Tom. 
Ck.  Ay,  with  russet  feathers. 

F^(».  Here,  sister ;  there's  my  fan  toward  household,  to  keep 
loawarm. 
iMce.  I  thank  you,  sister. 
:.     l^eo^A.  Whj^.  tms  is  well :  and  toward  Mr  Luce's  stock, 
\  Hen>i  forty  shillings :  and  forty  good  shillings  more, 
^  rngiTe  her,  marry.    Come,  Sir  Lancelot, 
-  I  most  have  you  friends. 

i     SkrLane.  Not  I:  all  this  is  counterfeit;  he  will  consume  it, 
[  vne  it  a  million. 

tlm.  Sen.  Sir,  what  is  your  daughter's  dower  worth  ? 
SirLane,  Had  she  been  married  to  an  honest  man, 
It  hid  been  better  than  a  thousand  pound. 

Flow.  Sen.  Pay  it  to  him,  and  I'll  give  you  my  bond 
To  make  herjointure  better  worth  than  three. 
,     SrLanc.  Your  bond.  Sir !  whjr.  wliat  are  you  ? 
I     jRo».  Sen.  One  whose  word  in  London,  though  I  say  it, 
WiU  pass  there  for  as  much  as  yours. 
SirLane.  Wert  not  thou  late  that  unthrifb's  serving-man  ? 
.  .^Flew.  Sen.  Look  on  me  better,  now  my  scar  is  off: 
wtr  muse,  man,  at  this  metamorphosis. 
SkLanc.  Master  Flowerdale ! 
iCi%no.  My  fother !  O,  I  shame  to  look  on  him. 
nnkn,  dear  father,  the  follies  that  are  past. 

JfUm.  Sen.  Son,  son,  I  do ;  and  joy  at  this  thy  change, 
And  applaud  thy  fortune  in  this  virtuous  maid, 
!  Vhom  heaven  hath  sent  to  thee  to  save  thy  soul. 
I    Znee.  This  addeth  joy  to  joy ;  high  heaven  be  praised. 

Weaik.  Master  Flowerdale,  welcome  from  death,  good  Mas- 
ter Flowerdale.  'Twas  said  so  here,  'twas  said  so  here,  good 
tuOL 

flow.  Sen.  I  caused  that  rumour  to  be  spread  myself, 
Beeaiise  I'd  see  the  humours  of  my  son, 
Which  to  relate  the  circumstance  is  needless. 
And,  siirah,  see 

Toa  run  no  more  into  that  same  disease : 
for  he  that^B  once  cured  of  that  malady. 
Of  riotk  swearing  drunkenness,  and  pride. 
And  fiub  asain  mto  the  like  distress, 
Ifait  fever  ^8  deadly,  doth  till  death  endure : 
Hbch  men  die  mad,  as  of  a  calenture.* 

*  Burning  fever. 


3f.  Flaie.  HeaYEn  helping  me,  I'll  hate  the 
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Sir .    „ , ,        .   __. 

I  take  you  to  my  rarour.    Brother  Flonerdale, 
Welcoms  with  all  my  heart :  I  see  four  core 
Hath  brought  these  aote  to  thie  ooncluaioiij 
And  I  am  glad  of  it.    Come,  lef  a  ia,  and  least. 
I  Oli.  Nay,  ioft  you  a  while.  Tou  promised  to  make  Si 

I  and  mp  amends :  here  ia  your  wisest  dauehtei: ;  eee  whi 

ahe^l  have. 

Sir  Zone,  A  God's  Dame,  ynu  have  my  good  will ;  gel 

OH.  Horr  Bay  you,  then,  damsel? 

Hii  I,  Sir,  am  yours. 

Oli.  Why,  then  send  for  a  vicar,  and  ohil  have  it  desp 
a  trice ;  bo  cbil. 

J}eL  Pardon  me,  Sir  :  I  mean  that  I  am  yours 
In  love,  in  duty,  and  aUeotioQ; 
But  not  to  love  as  wire :  it  shaJl  ne'er  be  stud, 
Delia  was  buried  married,  but  a  maid. 
.  SirArti,  Do  not  nonderau  yourself  for  ever,  virtu 

you  were  bom  to  love. 

Oti.  Why  you  say  true,  Sir  Arthur ;  ahe  was  ybore 
well  as  her  mother  -. — but,  I  pray  you,  show  us  sume  zi 
reasons  why  you  will  not  marry  P 

Del.  Not  that  I  do  condemn  a  married  life 
(For  IIb,  do  doubt,  a  saQotimouious  thiug), 
But  for  tlieeareandowKseaof  awife; 
The  trouble  in  this  world  that  children  bring. 
My  vow's  in  heaven,  on  earth  to  live  alone; 
Husbande,  howsoever  good.  I  will  have  none. 

OH.  Why,  then,  che  will  live  a  bachelor  too.  Che 
vig  by  a  wile,  if  a  wife  zet  not  a  vig  by  me.—Come,  sha 
dinner  P 

J7DW.  Sen.  To-morrow  I  crave  your  oompamea  in  Ml 
To-night  we'll  frolic  in  Master  Civet's  house, 
And  to  each  health  drink  down  a  full  carouse.     
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OB, 

THE  WIDOW  OF  WATLING  STREET. 


THE   PURITAN. 


"  A  BOOKB  called  The  Comedie  of  the  Puritan  Wydov 
entered  at  Stationers'  Hall  by  G.  Eld,  August  6,  1607 ; 
play  was  published  by  him  in  the  same  year,  with  the  f< 
title :  "  The  Puritaine,  or  the  Widdow  of  Watling  Streets 
by  the  Children  of  Paules.    Written  by  W.  S."    This 
stance  alone  might  lead  us  to  suspect  that  it  was  not  the 
sition  of  Shakspeare ;  for  it  does  not  appear  that  any  on 
pieces  was  acted  by  the  children  of  St.  Paul's.    But 
having  recourse  to  any  argument  of  that  kind,  it  may 
cient  to  say  that  there  is  no  authority  whatsoever  for  att 
this  comedy  to  him.    The  colour  of  the  style  is  entirely ' 
from  that  of  his  plays,  and  it  was,  as  we  see,  not  printc 
his  name  in  his  lifetime :  it  is  not  mentioned  as  his  prt 
by  any.  contemporary  writer,  nor  was  it,  I  believe,  ev 
buted  to  him  till  Kirkman,  a  bookseller,  in  one  of  1 
logues,  chose  to  interpret  the  letters  W.  S.  to  mean 
Shakspeare. 

I  suppose  this  piece  to  have  been  written  by  Williana 
whose  name  has  been  already  mentioned  in  the  pre] 
observations  on  "  Locrine,"  and  who  was  likewise  the  a 
two  other  plays,  "  The  Palsgrave,  or  the  Hector  of  Gc 
printed  in  the  year  1615,  and  the  "  Freeman's  Honour, 
formanoe  that  was,  I  believe,  never  published. 


THE  PURITAN: 


OB, 


THE  WIDOW  OF  WATLING  STREET. 


PERSONS  EEPBESENTED. 


in  GODFREY  PLUS,  Brother-in- 

luUike  Widow  Pha. 
BMfOND,  Son  to  the  Widow. 
m  OLIVER  MUCKHILL,  a  rich 

Gtf  Knight,  and  Suitor  to   the 

WUtw. 
niX)HN  PENNYDUB,  a  Country 

Knigkt,  and  Suitor  to  Mory. 
HK  ANDREW  TIPSTAFF,  a  Cour- 

tkt,  ond  StMor  to  Franuset. 
GB0B6I  FYEBOARD,  a  Scholar. 
no  IHERIFF  OF  LONDON. 
^WAIN  IDLE.  aHighuH^man. 

SbShaW.  }  SheriPsSefjeant,. 
D0Q8ON,  •  Catehpole. 
OOtfORAL  OATH,  a  vaingloriouB 
A0IV, 


NICHOLAS  ST.  ANT.^  5^^^,  ,, 

SIMON    ST.    MARY.  I  ^^.f'"* 

OVERIES.  I    r^IZ 

FRAILTY.  J    G<>''A«^- 

PETER  SKIRMISH,  an  Old  Soldier. 
A  NOBLEMAN. 
A  GENTLEMAN  CITIZEN. 


LADY  PLUS,  a  Citizen*M  Widow. 
MARY^*^^* }  *«•  ftw  Daughtere. 


Shbrivv*8  Opptcbrs,  Kbbpbr  of 
THB  Marshalsba  Prisov,  Mu- 
sicians, and  Attbndants. 


Scene. — ^London. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.— A  Garden  behind  the  Widow's  Rouse. 

^^  the  Widow  Plus,  Frances,  Mary,  Sir  Godfrey,  and 
^MOITD,  eUl  in  mourning;  the  latter  in  a  Cyprus  hat:  the 
WtDow  wringing  her  hands,  and  bursting  out  into  passion,  as 
*nB^  eome  ffom  the  burial  of  her  husband. 

Jii.  0,  that  ever  I  was  bom,  that  ever  I  was  bom ! 

w  Qod.  Nay,  good  sister,  dear  sister,  sweet  sister,  be  of  good 
*^jMt;  show  yourself  a  woman  now  or  never. 

'^  0,  I  have  lost  the  dearest  man,  I  have  buried  the 
""J^test  husband,  that  ever  lay  by  woman. 

.^Ood.  Nay,  give  him  his  due,  he  was  indeed  an  honest,. 
S^wtt,  discreet^  wise  man.    He  was  my  brother,  aa  fi^\»  \s& 


{ 
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Kid.  O,  I  shall  never  foj^ot  him,  never  forget  him ;  he 
man  >o  well  eiVBn  to  a  woiniin.    Oil ! 

Sir  God.  Nay,  bati  kind  sister,  I  oould  weep  as  much  «.  _, 
woman;  but,  ala&  our  tears  cannot  oall  him  a^n.    Mettainta 

jou  are  well  read,  eisler,  and  know  that  death  la  aa  ooir "^ 

AoiRo,  a  common  name  tA  all  men.  A  man  shall  be  take 
he's  making  water.  Nay,  did  not  the  learned  parsmi, 
Pigmon,  teft  us  even  now,— that  all  flesh  is  frail— We  - 
to  die—Man  baa  but  a  time — witli  such  like  deep  and 
perauBtiona  P  as  he  is  a  rare  fellow,  you  know,  and  oji 
reader.  And  for  exomnle  (oa  there  are  examples  oliundwiea), 
did  not  Sir  Humphrey  Bubble  die  t'other  day  ?  There's  a  Ina^ 
nidaw !  why,  she  uried  not  above  baJf  an  hour,  For  abam^  Da 
^hame !— ^Then  followed  liim  old  Master  Fulsome,  the  usum: 
there's  H  wise  widow ;  whj;,  she  cried  ne'er  a  whit  at  aiL 

Wid.  O,  rank  not  me  with  those  wicked  women ;  I  had  ■  hiai 
band  out-sbined  'em  all. 

Sir  Oad.  Ay,  that  he  did,  i'  faith ;  he  out-ahined  'cm  alL 


Mdm.  Troth,  mother,  I  shonld  not  weep.  I'm  sure.  I  am  p 
a  ohild,  I  hope,  Xo  make  all  my  old  schoolfellows  laugh  ^  E 
I  should  be  mocked,  bo  I  should.    Pray,  let  r--     ' '■^■ 


p  for  me ;  I'll  laugh  as  much  for  her  another  tame. 
P~id.  0,  tuoH  past-grace,  Ihon !    Out  of  mv  sight,  then  bb9* 
less  imp  [  thou  grieveat  me  more  than  the  death  of  thy  atlw)!- 


"K 


O,  thou  stubborn  only  son  !    Hadst  thou  such  an  honest  m 

thy  father — that  would  deceive  all  the  world  to  get  ricbis  br 
the^  and  canst  thou  not  afford  a  little  salt  water?  HettntM 
wisely  did  quite  overthrow  the  right  heir  of  those  laod^  alM 
now  you  respect  not :  up  every  rooming  betwist  four  and  !«) 
so  duly  at  Weslminster-hall  every  term-tmie,  with  all  hb  ohirtt*' 
and  writinaB,  for  thee,  thou  wicked  Absalon :  O,  dear  husbiirij 
Edm.  Weep,  quoth-aP  I  protest  1  am  glad  he's  chnrdudi, 
for  now  he's  gone,  I  shall  spend  in  quiet  ^ 

Fran.  Dear  mother,  pray  cease ;  naif  your  tears  suffice ; 
'Tia  time  for  you  to  take  truce  with  your  eyes : 
Let  me  weep  now. 

Wid,  O,  such  adear  knight,  such  a  sweet  husband  hnvelm 
iBve  1  lost  I    If  blessed  be  Iha  corse  the  rain  rains  upon,  be<M 
'  ig  down. 

',  be  of  good  cheer.     "Wo  are  all  mortal 

r___i.,_.  i__i ok  without  flf- 

A  left  youwi 


H-Ool  8 


Sir  Ood.  Go  to,  you're  fair;  you  cannot  smother  it;  bwO' 
will  come  to  light.    Nor  are  your  years  so  far  eal^^  mUl]™^ 
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but  that  you  will  be  sought  after,  and  may  very  well  answer 
another  husband.  The  world  is  full  of  tine  gallants;  clioice 
enough,  sister ;  for,  what  should  we  do  with  all  our  knights,  I 
pray,  but  to  marry  rich  widows,  wealthy  citizens'  widows,  lusty 
nir-browed  ladies?  Go  to,  be  of  good  comfort,  I  say;  leave 
mobbing  *  and  weeping.  Yet.  my  brother  was  a  kind-hearted 
num, — ^1  would  not  nave  the  elf  see  me  now. — Come,  pluck  up  a 
woman's  heart.  Here  stand  your  daughters,  who  be  well  estated, 
and  at  maturity  will  also  be  inquired  after  with  good  husbands ; 
•0  all  these  tears  shall  be  soon  dried  up,  and  a  better  world  than 
ever.  What^  woman !  you  must  not  weep  still ;  he's  dead,  he's 
baried :— yet  I  cannot  choose  but  weep  for  him. 

Wid.  Marry  again  !  no,  let  me  be  buried  quick  then ! 
And  that  same  part  o'  the  choir  whereon  I  tread 
lb  such  intent,  O,  may  it  be  m^r  grave ! 
And  that  the  priest  may  turn  ms  wedding  prayers, 
Even  with  a  breath,  to  funeral  dust  and  ashes ! 
0,  out  of  a  million  of  millions,  I  should  ne'er  find  such  a  hus- 
band; he  was  unmatchable,  unmatchable.     Nothing  was  too 
hot^  nor  too  dear  for  me.    I  could  not  speak  of  that  one  thing 
that  I  had  not.    Beside,  I  had  keys  of  all,  kept  all,  received  all, 
had  money  in  my  purse,  spent  what  I  would,  went  abroad  when 
I  would,  came  home  when  I  would,  and  did  all  what  I  would. 
0,  my  sweet  husband !  I  shall  never  have  the  like. 

Sir  Qod.  Sister,  ne'er  say  so.  He  was  an  honest  brother  of 
mine,  and  so ;  and  you  may  light  upon  one  as  honest  again,  or 
one  as  honest  again  may  light  upon  you:  that's  the  properer 
Iihraae  indeed 

Wid.  Never  •  O,  if  you  love  me,  urge  it  not. 

0  may  I  be  the  by-word  of  the  world,  [Kneels. 
The  common  talk  at  table  in  the  mouth 

Of  every  groom  and  waiter,  if  e'er  more 

1  entertain  the  carnal  suit  of  man. 

Mary.  I  must  kneel  down  for  fashion  too. 
Fran.  And  I,  whom  never  man  as  yet  hath  scaled. 
Even  in  this  depth  of  general  sorrow,  vow 
l)ever  to  marry,  to  sustain  such  loss 
As  a  dear  husband  seems  to  be.  once  dead. 

Mary.  I  loved  my  father  well,  too  ;  but  to  say, 
l^ay,  vow,  I  would  not  marry  for  his  death. 
Sure  I  should  speak  false  Latin,  should  1  not  ? 
I'd  as  soon  vow  never  to  come  in  bed. 
Tut !  women  must  live  by  the  quick,  and  not  by  the  dead. 
J^IW.  Dear  copy  of  my  husband,  O  let  me  kiss  thee  ! 

\_K'ifis&s  her  husband's  picture, 
flow  like  him  is  this  model !    This  brief  picture 
Quickens  my  tears :  my  sorrows  are  renew "d 
At  this  fresh  sight. 
Sir  Ood.  Sister— 
.  I^^d.  Away ! 

^11  honesty  with  him  is  tum'd  to  clay. 
^  "ly  sweet  hui^baiid .'  Oh. 

*  Sobbing, 


■liend  one  tear  me  a  dm^  flither,  I  could  give  tw^X/M 
quiiikS  husbtind. 

Sir  Qod,  Well,  go  thy  wa^s,  uid  Sir  Godfref ,  and  tfa 
be  proud  on't ;  lliou  hast  a  litnd.  biini;  siBter-ia-lnw.  1 
Btsnt !  lion  pa&BionntH !  hovr  full  of  April  tbc  poor  h 
are!  Well,  I  would  my  brother  knew  on't;  Tib  -^ 
know  -wlmt  a  kind  wifti  he  hud  left  behind  hitn. 
'tn-ere  noC  fur  elLime  that  the  neighbour?  at  the 
Ehould  hear  me,  between  joj'  and  grier  I  should 

Edm.  So:  a  flu.r  riddaiiM  1  My  fethar'a  laid 
coffin  and  he  is  like  a  whole  meat-pie,  nnd  the  w 
him  up  shortly.  Farewell,  old  dad,  farewell  I  I'll  . 
no  more.  I  mrceive  a  i<on  and  heir  may  be  quicklir\. 
an  he  will  be  one;  but  I'll  l4ike  another  orderrij 
would  have  me  ne(^  Ibr  him,  forsooth;  and  wh^f '„ 
Obxened  tbe  right  heir,  being  a  foot,  and  bestowed  tfaon 
me,  his  eldeit  win  t  and  therefore  I  must  weep  for  him 
Why,  all  the  world  know^  as  loDg  as  'twaa  biE  pleasu 
ms,  'twiiB  Lis  duly  to  get  for  me :  I  know  the  law  in  th 
no  attorney  can  gull  me.  Wdl,  my  uncle  is  an  old  aat 
admirable  ooioonnb,  I'll  rule  the  roa^  myself;  111 
under  no  more;  I  know  what  I  may  do  well  enough  bym 
liupy ;  the  law  "b  in  mine  own  hands  now  ^' 
strength,  I'll  be  ebrong  enough  far  my  m 


r,  iw 


SCENE  II.-A  Streel. 
Etiler  FvEBOABD  and  SsXB-Xlss. 
Fpe.  What's  to  he  done  now,  old  lad  of  ws 
wuni  to  be  B«  ho-t  iia  it  tumapiti  ss  nimbli 

Ioub;  tis  a.  Bohi»1~ma'^t«r,  now  thou  art  put 

taiy.    War  aits  now  like  a  justice  of  peace,  aud 
Where  be  your  muBkele,  caliver^.lf  and  hot-shote  ' 


i 

m 
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Well,  I  cannot  telL  but  I  am  sure  it  goes  wrong  with 
r  since  the  ceasure*  of  the  wars  I  have  spent  above  a 
d  crowns  out  of  purse.  I  have  been  a  solaier  any  time 
ij  years ;  and  now  I  perceive  an  old  soldier  and  an  old 
r  nave  both  one  destiny,  and  in  the  end  turn  both  into 
lis. 

Pretty  mystery  for  a  beggar ;  for  indeed  a  hob-nail  is  the 
nblem  of  a  beggar's  shoe-soal. 

I  will  not  say  but  that  war  is  a  blood-sucker,  and  so ;  but, 
x>n8cience  (as  there  is  no  soldier  but  has  a  piece  of  one. 

it  be  full  of  holes,  Uke  a  shot  ancient  ;t  no  matter, — ^'twill 
3  swear  by),  in  my  conscience,  I  think  some  kind  of  peace 
)re  hidden  oppressions,  and  violent  heady  sins  (though 
\  of  a  gentle  nature),  tlmn  a  professed  war. 

Troth,  and  for  mine  own  part,  I  am  a  poor  gentleman, 
cholar;  I  have  been  matriculated  in  the  university,  wore 
}90wns  there,  seen  some  fools,  and  some  scholars,  some  of 
ft  and  some  of  the  country,  kept  order,  went  bare-headed 
le  quadrangle,  ate  my  commons  with  a  good  stomach,  and 

with  discretion  ;X  &t  last,  having  done  many  sleights  and 
»  maintain  my  wit  in  use  (as  my  brain  would  never  en- 
le  to  be  idle),  I  was  expelled  the  university,  only  for  steal- 
beese  out  of  Jesus  College. 
.  Is't  possible  ? 

O!  therewasone"Welshman((Tod  forgive  him!)  pursued 
,  and  never  left,  till  I  turn'd  my  staff  toward  London ; 
when  I  came,  all  my  friends  were  pit-holed,  gone  to  graves ; 
ed  there  was  but  a  few  left  before.  Then  was  I  tum*d  to 
s,  to  shift  in  the  world,  to  tower  §  among  sons  and  heirs, 
*l8,  and  gulls,  and  ladies'  eldest  sons ;  to  work  upon  nothing, 
out  of  flint :  and  ever  since  has  my  belly  been  much  be- 
to  my  brain.  But  now  to  return  to  you,  old  Skirmish : — 
9  you  sajr,  and  for  my  part  wish  a  turbulency  in  the  world ; 
ive  nothing  to  lose  but  my  wits,  and  I  think  they  are  as 
they  will  Be :  and  to  strengthen  your  argument  the  more, 
Q  honest  war  is  better  than  a  bawdy  peace.  As  touching 
fession :  the  multiplicity  of  scholars,  hatched  and  nourish'd 
idle  calms  of  peace,  makes  them,  like  fishes,  one  devour 
r;  and  the  community  of  learning  has  so  played  upon 
ns^  that  thereby  almost  religion  is  come  about  to  phantasy. 
credited  by  heme  too  much  spoken  of,  in  so  many  ana 
Qonths.  I  myself  being  a  scholar  and  a  graduate,  have  no 
x>mfort  by  my  learning  but  the  affection  ||  of  my  words. 
w  how,  Bcholar-Uke,  to  name  what  I  want ;  and  can  call 
a  beg^  both  in  Greek  and  Latin.    And  therefore,  not  to 

rfnr.  t  Flag:. 

m  the  use  of  the  latter  expression.  Dr.  Fanner  supposes  the  author 

been  bared  at  Oxford,  battling  being  the  term  ased  there  to  express 

called  Mixing  at  Cambridgre.    Quadrangle  is  likewise,  if  I  am  not 

B,  an  Oxford,  and  not  a  Cambridge,  phrase.    Battles  (at  Oxford — 

It  Gambridge)  are  certain  portions  of  bread,  beer,  &c.,  got  from 

ife  iHittery,  on  credit. 

.  liM  like  a  hawk  to  descend  on  my  pref.  |  J. «.  afifectatiou. 


r       oDg*  wuti  pMM,  r 

I  ■  tfWB  Miiiriihtr 

B1.L,     Wsll    mnl 


^ , m  ■-*  I-  .ft.i.1  to  »f^  Hi. » 

bama  Mtorukec ;  aprat  eetterofckildteo,  wtdehniaA 
>  IhievcB  or  lioh  aok  koAPea  or  bec^an. 
5Ur.  Wen,  waald  I  bwl  been  born  •  knxvs  then, 
bcfBT !  be  if  the  tratb  ms  known,  I  tjiitik 
myaibBt  had  naTcr  a  veanj  in  lu&  purse. 
Pnh '.  biat  no^  old  Skiniuflt ;  let  Uiii  wanant  I 


dnrntuM  Anenu—^tis  ui_  «■«;  looroer  to  K  bone ; 


■■}il  be  a  knava  when  thou  wilt :  and  Peace  ia  a  good  n 
to  all  oUkv  iffofagioiu^  «ad  u  errsot  drab  lo  as.  Let  at 
bcr  aooordinglr,  and  bf  our  vita  timve  in  de«iite  of  be 
•iiK«  the  bmliies  b;  qaarrels,  the  ooartier  Of  smootl 
morrowH,  and  everjr  profBiBuni  makes  it*eU'  gretLter  by  im 
tioiu.  >D7  not  we  then  by  thifta,  wile^  aod  fbr^cDieai 
teaag  our  Iwaim  are  our  only  pstnioonieB,  let's  q>ea^_ 
judgment ;  not  like  a  desperate  son  and  heir,  but  like  a  Mb 
dUnreet  TempUr ;  one  ttuU  will  nerer  march  beyond  Uie  b 
of  his  aUowanne.  And  tai  our  tbiiiing  meani^  thus :— 1 1 
wilt  out  on  thedeceit  of  a  fortune-lellor. 

rSHr.  A  forUine-teller  ?  Veir  proper. 

Arc.  And  jdu  a  ^uren^aster,  or  a  conjurer. 

Stir.  AcoigurecP 

Pl/e.  Let  me  alone ;  Fll  instruct  you,  and  teach  you  to  i 
all  eyes,  but  the  devil's. 

Stir.  O  tf,  for  I  would  not  deceiTe  him,  an  I  could  dii 
all  others. 

Fve,  Fear  not,  I  warraut  );ou-  ^^  ^  by  those  nu 
shall  help  one  another  to  patients;  as  the  condiljani^  I 
alTurds  creatures  enough  lor  cuoniDg  to  work  upon. 

SHr.  O  wondrouE  !  new  fix>1s  and  fresh  asseo. 

J'^B.  Ojfit,  fit ;  excellent. 

Skir.  What,  in  the  name  of  conjuring  ? 

Pge.  My  memory  greets  me  buppily  with  an  admirable  ( 
to  graze  upon.  The  lady  widow,  whom  of  lat«  I  saw  wees 
her  garden  for  the  death  of  her  husband,  sure  she  bw 
waMrish  soul,  and  half  oft  by  tbia  tome  is  dropped  outt 
eyes:  device  well  mauBeed  may  do  good  upon  bar:  il  I 
tUrm ;  my  Brst  practice  snail  be  there.  * 

A'tir.  You  have  my  voice,  George. 

PV-  She  has  a  grey  gull  to  her  brother,  a  fool  to  her  anl 
and  an  ape  to  her  youngest  dftughter,  1  overheard  them  sevi 
and  from  their  words  1^1  derive  my  device ;  and  thou,  old 


Skirmish.  shaJt  be  my  second  ia  all  slei^hte. 

'■  ■   '  doubt  me,   George  Pyoboard; — only  j 


r.  Ne'er 


!  whafal 

,. B,  plHioaed.  and  atleadud  by  a  jpuflrrf  nfSi 

rtffltert,  jiasiei  ocer  the  stage. 
Skir,  O  George !  this  sight  kills  me.    'Tis  mj 


'ge.  CupUun  Idle ! 
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'.  Apprehended  for  some  felonious  act  or  other.  He  has 
L  out — has  made  a  night  on't^ — lack'd  silver.  I  cannot  but 
and  nifl  resolution ;  he  would  not  pawn  his  buff  jerkin  *   I 

either  some  of  us  were  employed,  or  might  pitch  our 
at  usurers'  doors,  to  kill  the  slaves  as  they  peep  out  at  the 
J* 

.  Indeed,  those  are  our  ancient  enemies ;  they  keep  our 
r  in  their  hands,  and  make  us  to  be  hang'd  for  robbing  of 

But  oomeii  lers  follow  after  to  the  prison,  and  know  the 
)  of  his  offence ;  and  what  w&  can  stead  him  in,  he  shall  be 
it  it :  and  I'D  uphold  it  still,  that  a  charitable  knave  is 

Hmsx  a  soothing  ruritan.  I2i!xeunt. 

SCENS  IIL—A  street 

'  Nicholas  St,  Antlingsyf  Simon  St  Mary-Overies,  and 
LTLTY,  in  Mack  scurvy  mourning  coats,  with  books  at  their 
Ues,  as  coming  from  Church.    To  them  Corporal  Oath. 

ft.  What,  Corporal  Oath !  I  am  sorry  we  have  met  with  you, 

)nr  hearts ;  you  are  the  man  that  we  are  forbidden  to  keep 

my  withaL    We  must  not  swear,  I  can  tell  you,  and  you 

the  name  for  swearin^^ 

I.  Ay,  Corporal  Oath,  I  would  you  would  do  so  much  as  for- 

is.  Sir :  we  cannot  abide  you ;  we  must  not  be  seen  in  your 

my. 

tU.  There  is  none  of  us,  I  can  tell  you,  but  shall  be  soundly 

I'd  for  swearing. 

%.  Why  how  now,  we  three  IX  Puritanical  scrapeshoes, 

i  Good-Pridays,  a  hand.  [^Shakes  them  hy  the  hand, 

.  Oh! 

%.  Why,  Nich(das  St  Antlings,  Simon  St.  Mary-Overies, 

le  devil  poraessed  you,  that  you  swear  no  better  ?  you  half- 

len'd  catamites,  you  ungodmother'd  varlets.§    Does  the  first 

I  teaeh  you  to  be  proud,  and  the  second  to  be  coxcombs, 

I  coxcombs,  not  once  to  do  duty  to  a  man  of  mark  ?  |j 

tU.  A  man  of  mark,  quoth-a  !  I  do  not  think  he  can  sho^v 

par's  nobla^ 

ih.  A  corporal,  a  commander,  one  of  spirit,  that  is  able  to 

jrou  up  all  three,  with  your  books  at  your  girdles. 

I.  We  are  not  taught  to  behove  that.  Sir ;  for  we  know  the 

b  of  man  is  weak.  [Oath  breathes  on  Pbailtv. 

mL  Foh!  you  he,  Nicholas;  tor  here's  one  strong  enough. 

Bitlicm  iq»per-ooat. 

lift  name  d  a  chorch  near  Lombard-street.    Antling^s  is  a  corrup- 

iA»ikoUa*9, 

eommon  sign  in  the  time  of  Shakspeare,  &c.,  consisting:  of  two 

afool^  ooa^.    Tlie  spectator  or  inquirer  concerning  its  meaning:, 

■ppotedto  make  the  third. 

he  Poritans  objected  to  the  practice  of  having-  godfathers  and  god- 

IB. 

c<tf  distinction. 

. «.  a  furthing.    A  quibble  between  mar/r,  an  ancient  coin,  value 

••  and  mark,  eminence. 

LY.  S 


Blow  iu  up,  quoth-n  I  be  ms7  mil  blov  me  above  twelve  wi 
off  oil  him :  r  warrant,  if  the  wind  stood  Tight,  a  man  Qiijllt  i 
bim  from  the  lop  of  tiengale  to  the  ltad«  of  Ludgatct 

Uaik.  StrToh,  thou  hallov  book  of  wnx-uandlel— 

JKuA.  Ay,  you  may  say  what  you  will,  so  you  swear  not 

OalA.  I  swear  by  the — 

JVJci.  Hold,  hold,  good  Corporal  Oatb  ;  for  if  you  ei 
we  shnlt  all  fall  down  in  a  swoon  presently, 

Oalli.  I  must  and  will  swear,  you  quiverii 
ottptaia  isimpriBOu'd;  and  by  Vulcan'a  leather 

Niei.  O  Simon,  what  an  oath  waa  there ! 

Prait.  irbe  should  chanoo  tobrsak  it,  the  poor  man'tbrwid 
would  fall  down  about  bis  beelsi  for  Venus  allows  him  but  ( 
point  to  his  hose. 

Oath.  With  these  my  bully  feet  I  will  tbuuip  ope  the  piil 
doors,  and  brain  the  keeper  with  the  beggiuf-box,  but  111  afti 
honefit  sweet  Captain  Idle  at  liberty. 

2fif*.  How,  Captain  Idle  P  my  old  aunf 9  son,  my  dear  Id 
man,  in  cappadocliio  ?  || 

Oath,  Aj,  tbou  ohuroh-peeling,  thou  holy  paring,  relipi 
outside,  thou.  If  thou  hadat  any  grace  in  thee,  tbou  inm 
yiait  him,  relieve  him,  swear  to  got  ton  out. 

Nieh,  Assure  you,  corporal,  indeed-la,  'tis  the  first  taB 

Oalh,  Why,  do't  now  then,  marmozet.  Bring  forth  thyTtH 
wv;e8  ;  let  not  a  commander  perLth. 

Siia.  But  if  he  bo  one  of  the  wicked,  he  shall  perish. 

Nich.  Well,  corporal,  I'll  e'en  along  with  you,  to  visit  mf  U 
man ;  ir  I  can  do  him  any  good,  I  will ;  but  I  have  nothiirg 
him.  Simon  St.  Morj-Overies  and  Frailty,  pray  make  ■  m 
me  to  the  knight  my  master,  old  Sic  GodA-ey. 

Oath.  A  lie  1  may  you  be  then  P 

Frail.  0  ay,  we  may  lie,  but  we  must  not  swear. 

Sin.  True,  we  may  lie  with  our  neighbour's  wife^biitiraaDI 
not  swear  wo  did  so. 

Oath.  O,  an  eiceilent  tag  of  religion  ! 

jVic*.  0  Simon,  I  have  thought  upon  a  sound  eionsejitw 
go  current :  say  that  I  am  gone  to  a  fast. 

Sim.  To  a  fast  P  veTy  good. 

Kich.  Ay,  to  a  fast,  Bay,  with  master  Full-belly  the  mJOBtor. 

Sim.  Master  PuU-beUy  ?  an  honest  man :  he  feeds  the  sW* 
weU,  fbr  he's  an  exoellent  feeder. 

[SxeuTit  Oath  and  NicHoU* 

Frail.  O  ay :  I  have  seen  him  eat  a  whole  pig,  and  annrw" 
full  to  the  pettitoes,  [Exeuat  SiHoK  and  PnaW. 

•  7.  (.  ysnts.  *  The  old  sat"  h^^ ' 

I  A  nut  leriD  used  uiiaDe  tuIeut  JoIumb  for  captiiitg. 
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SUJSJSJS  IV.^-A  Boom  in  the  Marsfialsea  Prison. 
tier  Idle  ;  to  Um  <tfterwardt  PrEBOARD  and  Skibmish. 

fe.  [wUkin'],  Pray  turn  the  key. 
rir.  \wthin\.  Turn  the  key.  1  pray. 

&.  Who  should  those  be  r     1  ahnost  know  their  voices. 
EBOABD  and  SKIBHI8H  enter.']     O  mv  friends !  you  are 
ome  to  a  smelling-room  here.    You  newly  took  leave  of  the 
has  it  not  a  strange  savour  ? 

^9.  As  all  prisons  have^  smells  of  sundry  wretches,  who, 
i^  depiurted,  leave  their  scents  behind  them.  By  gold, 
ain,  I  am  sincerely  sorry  for  thee. 

Ue.  By  my  troth,  Greorge,  I  thank  thee;  but,  pish — what 
the,  most  be. 
Hr.  Captain,  what  do  you  lie  in  for  ?  is't  great  ?  what's  your 

108? 

Ue,  I\uth,  my  offence  is  ordinary,  common ;  a  highway :  and 
•r  me  my  penalty  will  be  ordmary  and  common  too ; — a 
er. 

hw.  Nay,  prophesy  not  so  ill ;  it  shall  go  hard,  but  I'll  shifb 
khylifa 

Ue.  Whether  I  live  or  die,  thou'rt  an  honest  George.  Ill 
you.  Silver  flowed  not  with  me,  as  it  had  done ;  for  now  the 
nms  to  bawds  and  flatterers.  I  had  a  start  out,  and  by 
Doe  set  upon  a  fat  steward,  thinking  his  purse  had  been  as 
V  as  his  body ;  and  the  slave  had  about  nim  but  the  poor 
Boase*  of  ten  groats.  Notwithstanding,  being  descried,  pur- 
1,  and  taken,  I  know  the  law  is  so  grim,  in  respect  of  many 
wrate,  unsettled  soldiers,  that  I  fear  me  I  shall  dance  after 
T  pipe  foi^tf 

mr.  I  am  twice  sorry  for  you,  captain ;  first,  that  your  pur- 
K  was  so  small,  and  now  that  your  dan^r  is  so  great. 
Ue.  Pish ;  the  worst  is  but   death.    Have  yuu  a  pipe  of 
looo  about  you  ? 

hr.  I  think  I  have  thereabouts  about  me. 
Ue,  Here's  a  clean  gentleman  |  too,  to  receive. 

[Idle  smokes  a  pipe. 
^  Well,  I  must  cast  about  some  happv  sleight : 
rii  brain,  that  ever  didst  thy  master  right. 

[Oath  arid  Nicholas  knock  within. 
hth  Twithin'].  Keeper,  let  the  key  be  turn'd. 
KoL  Iwiihin].  Ay,  I  pray,  master  keeper,  give  us  a  cast  of 
voffioeu 

JEnter  Oath  and  Nicholas. 

Ut.  How  now  ?    More  visitants  ?    What,  Corporal  Oath  ? 

^  jCoiporal. 

^^  In  prison,  honest  captain  ?  this  must  not  be. 
'idk  How  do  you,  captain  kinsman  ? 

*  AtUBf  got  by  plnnder.        t  L  e.  be  hangred.         %  I.  e.  a  clean  ^Vqa. 
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Idle.  Good  oozcomb,  what  makes  that  pure,  starched  fool 
here? 

Nich.  You  see,  kinsman,  I  am  somewhat  bold  to  call  in,  md 
see  how  you  do.  1  heard  you  were  safe  enough ;  and  I  was  veq 
glad  on't,  that  it  was  no  worse. 

Idle,  This  is  a  double  torture  now.  This  fool,  by  the  book 
doth  vex  me  more  than  my  imprisonment.  What  meuit  yoo 
corporal,  to  hook  him  hither  ? 

Oath.  Who,  he?  he  shall  relieve  thee,  and  supply  thM;  V\ 
make  him  do't. 

Idle.  Fie,  what  vain  breath  you  spend.  He  supply!  Fl 
sooner  expect  mercy  from  an  usurer  when  my  bond^  forftifted 
sooner  kindness  from  a  lawyer  when  my  money's  spent^iun 
sooner  charity  from  the  devil,  than  good  from  a  Puntan.  fl 
look  for  relief  from  him  when  Lucifer  is  restored  to  his  Ubod; 
and  in  heaven  again. 

Nich.  I  warrant  my  kinsman 's  talking  of  me,  for  my  left  ec 
burns  most  tyrannically. 

Fi/e.  Captain  Idle,  what's  he  there  ?  he  looks  like  a  monhg 
upward,  and  a  crane  downward. 

Idle.  Fsha !  a  foolish  cousin  of  mine,  I  must  thank  Gk)d  fix 
him. 

Pye.  Why,  the  better  subject  to  work  a  scape  upon;  tiwi 
shalt  e'en  change  clothes  with  him,  and  leave  mm  hera^  inc 
so 

Idle.  Pish  !  I  published  him  e'en  now  to  my  corporal:  he  viK 
be  damned  ere  he  do  me  so  much  good.  Whv,  1  know  a  nuR 
proper,  a  more  handsome  device  than  that,  if  the  slave  would  b( 
sociable.    Now,  goodman  Fleerface  ? 

Nich.  O.  my  cousin  begins  to  speak  to  me  now;  1  shaDIx 
acquaintea  with  him  a^n,  I  hope. 

Skir.  ]jook,  what  ridiculous  raptures  take  hold  of  his  wrinldflt 

Fpe.  Then,  what  say  you  to  this  device?  a  happy  ou^ 
captain  ? 

Idle.  Speak  low,  George ;  prison  rats  have  wider  ears  tfan 
those  in  malt-lofts. 

Nich.  Cousin,  if  it  lay  in  my  power,  as  they  say,  to  do 

Idle.  'Twoula  do  me  an  exceeding  pleasure  indeed,  that:  bot 
ne'er  talk  further  on't;  the  fool  will  be  hanged  e'er  he  do't 

ITo  the  Coryord. 

Oath.  Pox,  I'll  thump  him  to't. 

Fye.  Why,  do  but  try  the  fopster,  and  break  it  to  him  Uanflf. 

Idle.  And  so  my  disgrace  will  dwell  in  his  jaws,  and  the  dive 
slaver  out  our  purpose  to  his  master;  for,  would  I  were  bat  ii 
sure  on't,  as  I  am  sure  he  will  deny  to  do't. 

Nich.  1  would  be  heartily  glad,  cousin,  if  any  of  my  friend- 
ships, as  they  say,  might — stand,  ha — 

Pr/e.  Why,  you  see  he  offers  his  friendship  foolishly  tojod 
already. 

Idle.  Ay,  that* s  the  hell  on't ;  I  would  he  would  oflter » 
wisely. 
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Sidk,  Verily  and  indeed  la,  cousin — 

Ule.  I  have  took  note  of  thy  fleers  a  good  while.  If  thou  art 
nnded  to  do  me  good  (as  thou  ^p'st  upon  me  comfortahly,  and 
ffit  me  charitable  faces, — ^which  indeed  is  but  a  fashion  in 
wall  that  are  Puritans),  wilt  soon  at  night  steal  my  thy 
nsber's  chain  ? 
Stek  Oh,  I  shall  swoon. 
iVtf.  Corporal^  he  starts  already. 

lile.  I  know  it  to  be  worth  three  hundred  crowns ;  and  with 
behalf  of  that  I  can  buy  my  life  at  a  broker's,  at  second-hand, 
lueh  now  lies  in  pawn  to  the  law.  If  this  thou  refuse  to  do. 
ta^  easy  and  nothmg  dangerous,  in  that  thou  art  held  in  gooa 
liiuon  of  thy  master,  why,^tis  a  palpable  argument  thou  hold'st 
U  lUb  tA  no  prioe :  and  these  thy  hroken  and  unjointed  offers 
re  bat  only  created  in  thy  lip ;  now  born,  and  now  buried ; 
ioiiflh  broatn  only.  What,  wilt  do't  ?  shall  I  look  for  happiness 
1  thy  answer  ? 

Ifiek.  Steal  mv  master's  chain,  quoth-a  ?    No,  it  shall  ne'er  be 
lid,  that  Nicholas  St.  AntUngs  committed  bird-lime. 
lue.  Nay,  I  told  you  as  much,  did  I  not  ?    Though  he  be  a 
"taritan,  yet  he  will  be  a  true  man.* 
SiA.  Why,  cousin,  you  know  'tis  written.  Thou  shall  not 

JiU,  Why,  and  fool,  Thou  shalt  love  thy  neighbour^  and  help 
anin  extremities. 

AfidL  Mass,  I  think  it  be  indeed ;  in  what  chapter 's  that, 
main? 

Ule,  Why,  in  the  first  of  Charity,  the  second  verse. 
JRokw  The   first  of  Charity,  quoth-a?     That's  a  good  jest; 
Mie's  no  such  chapter  in  my  book. 

JiUs.  No,  I  knew  'twas  torn  out  of  thy  book,  and  that  makes 
10  fittla  in  thy  heart 

JVff.  \taJce9  Nicholas  aMe].  Come,  let  me  tell  you,  you're 
)o  unkind  a  kinsman,  i'  faith ;  the  captam  loving  you  so  dearly, 
r,  like  the  pomewater  of  his  eye,t  and  you  to  be  so  uncomfort- 
Me:  fie,fie. 

ISuA.  Pray,  do  not  wish  me  to  be  hanged.  Anything  else  that 
can  do,  had  it  been  to  rob,  I  would  have  done't ;  but  I  must 
lit  steal :  That's  the  word,  the  literal.  Thou  shalt  not  steal ;  and 
ould  you  wish  me  to  steal  then  ? 

Fife,  Na  fiuth,  that  were  too  much,  to  speak  truth :  why,  wilt 
Km  nymx  it  from  him  ? 
Jicftw  That  I  will. 

ftr«.  Why,  enough,  bully ;  he  will  be  content  with  that,  or  he 
knU  have  none :  let  me  alone  with  him  now.  Captain,  I  have 
ealt  with  your  kinsman  in  a  corner ;  a  good,  kind-natured  fel- 
oiv,  methinks :  go  to ;  you  shall  not  have  all  your  own  asking, 
fmdiall  bate  somewhat  on't :  he  is  not  contented  absolutely,  as 
Rnvould  sa^.  to  steal  the  chain  from  him,  but  to  do  you  a 
pMore,  he  will  nym  it  from  him. 

•  '■«.  an  honest  man.  f  The  apple  of  the  eye. 

t  Tt^/M/  jiTobfMy  ftom  the  German  nehmen,  to  take,  to  approvxiaJWi. 


ifprl 

tun, 


SU  1 

Ifiek.  Ay,  Ihftt  1  will,  0         . 

/iJfB.  Wull,  Eeelnc  he  will  do  no  more,  as  for  u  1  lee,  1 
be  Dontenleil  with  Inat. 

Uath.  Here's  no  ooWble  guUory ! 

Pfa.  N  ay,  111  oonie  nearer  to  yoii,  gentleman.  BecuiM 
hive  on);  but  a.  help  and  a  mirtL  od^  the  knight  shall  luii 
his  Dhnjn  neither,  but  it  shull  be  onl;  hud  out  of  Uie  nf> 

2fiA  AjliaaXt  would  be  good  indeed,  Idnsman. 

Pf/e.  For  I  have  n  Tarther  reac'b,  to  profit  lu  bettefbr 
nuBBing  ore  only. than  if  vie  had  it  outright;  asmyji — ' 
iholl  make  it  known  to  ;ou.    When  thou  hait  the  ofaain, 
oonve;  it  out  at  a  back-door  into  the  garden,  and  tliera 
close  m  tbe  rosenwry-bank,  but  for  a  Email  Beaxon ;  imd 
harroleas  device  1  know  how  to  wind  Cmtain  Iiileouto(; 

....  ..-,_!..  ., . — i._n  __.  i.jg  pardon,  and  release h: 

a  chain,  and  wondront' 

re  indeed,  la.    Pray,  let  me  know  bow. 

_    ._.,   neor-  —  "-    -    -I -----  ■     --    ■-- 

thou  mu?t  be  employed  ss 

a^^uBt  players  mightily,  J   con  tell  you,  heoause , 

him  drunk  upon  the  stake  once ;— as  he  wiU  be  horriblj  i 

Oaih.  Mass,  1  cannot  Dlame  him  then,  poor  chuiofa-HpoUli 

Pge.  "Why,  as  an  intermedlor,  then. 

Nidt.  Ay,  that,  that. 

J'S/e.  Give  me  audience,  theo.  "When  the  old  kni^  . 
muter,  has  ni^ed  his  till  far  the  loss  of  tbe  chitia,  lell  bin ' 
hist  a  kinsman  in  prison,  of  buoU  exquisite  art  tllattta 
himself  n  Ftenuh  lackey  bo  him,  and  runs  barehendedif 
horse-belly,  when  be  has  one;  whom  be  will  causa,  wiA 
Irish  dexterity,  to  fetch  his  chain,  though  'twere  iiAW 
mine  of  seopcoal,  and  ne'er  make  spade  or  pick-ftxe  hto  id 
nients:  tell  him  but  this,  ^th  farther  iustructiona  AoU 
receive  from  me,  and  thou  s-howest  thyself  a  kinsman  iudM 

Oath.  A  dainty  bully, 

SHr.  An  honest  book-keeper. 

Idle.  And  my  tbree-tames-th rice-honey  cousin, 

NicA,  Nay,  grace  of  Uod,  I'll  rob  him  on't  suddenly,  ind 
it  in  tbe  rosemary  bank ;  but  I  bear  that  mind,  cousm,  1  • 
not  steal  anything,  methinks.  for  mine  own  father. 

SHr.  He  bears  a  good  mind  in  that,  captaiu. 

J'S'.  Why,  well  said;  be  tegins  to  be  an  honeEl  fellow, 'B 

Oxih.  In  troth  he  does. 

yick,  You  see,  oou^n,  I  am  willing  to  do  yon  any  kindl 
always  eaving  myself  barmlosij. 

IdU.  Why,  I  thank  Ihoc.    Vare  theo  well ;  I  shall  requitt 


[Exil  Nieflo 
It  tin     " 


Oath,  'Twill  be  good  for  thee,  captain,  that  thou  hnst  nxA 
egregious  aaa  to  thy  Doudn, 
JdU.  Ay,  is  ha  not  a  Una  tool,  i)oci«f  li^l  ? 


binl 
ttni 
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*     Bat,  George,  thou  talk^st  of  art  and  conjuring ; 
a    How  shall  that  be? 

JV«.  Puh !  be't  not  in  your  care : 
Leave  that  to  me  and  my  directions. 
"■-    Well,  oaptain,  doubt  not  thy  delivery  now, 
^    Bven  with  the  vantage,  man,  to  gain  by  prison, 
F    Ai  my  thoughts  prompt  me.    Hold  on,  brain  and  plot ! 
s    I  aim  at  many  cunning  far  events, 
^-.    All  which  I  doubt  not  out  to  hit  at  length. 
^-    FU  to  the  widow  with  a  quaint  assault : 
^    Ouftainjbe merry. 

Idle.  Who,  I  ?  Kerry,  merry  buflf-jerkin. 
JP^e.  Oh,  I  am  happy  in  more  sleights;  and  one  will  knit 
gtnmg  in  another.    Corporal  Oath. 
Oath,  Ho !  bully ! 

JP^e,  And  thou,  old  Peter  Skirmish,  I  have  a  necessa^r  task 
lor  you  both. 
aJkir,  Lay  it  upon  us,  Greorge  Pyeboard. 
Oatk,  Whate*er  it  be,  we'll  manage  it. 

JP^e.  I  would  have  you  to  maintain  a  quarrel  before  the  lady- 
widow^B  door,  and  draw  your  swords  i'  the  edge  of  the  evening : 
dash  a  little,  clash,  clash. 

Oaih,  Fuh! 
Let  U8  alone  to  make  our  blades  ring  noon. 
Though  it  be  after  supper. 

Pye.  I  know  you  can :  and  out  of  that  false  fire,  I  doubt  not 

Init  to  raise  strange  belief.    And,  captain,  to  countenance  my 

device  the  better,  and  grace  my  words  to  the  widow,  I  have  a 

good  plain  satin  suit,  that  I  had  of  a  young  reveller  t'other 

Bight;  for  words  pass  not  regarded  now-a-days,  unless  they 

come  from  a  good  suit  of  clothes ;  which  the  Fates  and  my  wits 

liafe  bestowed  upon  me.    Well,  Captain  Idle,  if  I  did  not  highly 

Vne  thee,  I  would  ne'er  be  seen  within  twelve  score*  of  a  prison  • 

for  I  protest,  at  this  instant,  I  walk  in  great  danger  of  small 

deibls.   I  owe  money  to  several  hostesses,  and  you  know  such  jills 

irill  Quickly  be  upon  a  man's  jack.t 

IdU.  True,  George. 

Pye.  Fare  thee  well,  captain.    Come,  corporal  and  ancient. 
Thou  shalt  hear  more  news  next  time  we  greet  thee. 

Oath.  More  news  ? — Ay,  by  yon  bear  at  Bridge-foot,t  in  even, 
ihslt  thou.  [Exeunt  Pyeboabd,  Skirmish,  and  Oath. 


Idle.  Enough :  my  friends,  farewell ! 
TbU  prison  shows  as  ghosts  did  part  in  hell. 


[Exit. 


•  1. 9.  yards.  1 1,  e.  jacket. 

{ I.e.  Qie  sign  of  a  well-known  tavern  at  the  foot  of  London  Bridge. 


II  ACT  ^^H 

I        SCEXE  I.— A  Boom  in  tit  WlDOv'S^^^^ 
■  Eater  lIiBT.  ^^^H 

Mary.  Notmarrf!  forawcar nurna^ I  Why.BUiMMH 
%i  ax  honourable  a  ttime  as  to  lie  with  a  man ;  and  L  U 
my  sister^  vow  the  more,  have  eDiertaincd  a  suilor  ^ni 
fioe  gallaot  kniebt  of  the  laat  feather*  He  says  be  nQlj 
tnts  hx),  and  weH  appoint  me;  allow  me  moae;  to  diceiq 
and  nuny  such  pleasins;  prot^UtioQs  he  sticlcs  upon  iq 
Indeed,  his  Ebm^winded  fatber  i'  the  coun^  u  tram 
irealthy,  a  most  abominahlet  brmer,  and  tberefore  beid 
it  iri  time.  Troth,  I'll  venture  npan  him.  Women  are  not' 
ways  enough  ta  heln  themBelvea;  if  he  prove  wis^  aoj 

:.. a  _L_  T_i..iri___  t:_.   —-■--- "um  lundly ;  Mid 

Dur'a  wsmini  ] 
ay  raliaT^un. 

I.  ^ 

Htj:  nimeM 

cm.   ^^^H 

°°« 

must-HR9H 
th,  andTnOl 


a«  bis  iTord.  nby  I  Hall  love  hiiu,  and  uRe 
prove  BQ  sag,  irh;,  ia  a   quarter  of  on   1i 
transform  iiim  into  an  ox  ; — there  comes  in 
Enter  Frajltt. 

Frail.  O,  Mistress  Mary,  Mistress  Mary! 

Mary.  How  now?  whiUfs  the  news ?  . 

lYaiL  The  knight  your  suitor,  Sir  John  Fenal 

Sfarv.  Sir  John  Pennydiib  F  where  ?  where  Kt 

.PVofi.  He's  walkinRin  tbe  gallery. 

Marv.  Hu  my  moloer  seen  him  yet  ? 

lyixU.  O  no;  she's  setting ]:  in  tbekitoben. 

Mari/.  Direct  him  hither  softly,  good  Fnulty :  ni  m 
half  wi^- 

Frail.  Tbat's  jost  like  running  a  tilt;  but  I  h<qi»M 
nothing  this  Ume.  '" 

Eater  Si  B  John  PEBMrDtm.    I 


:  tie  the  fashioit  ever/whare,  i' 


a  Fates   forfend   that  I  should  i 


Mar//.   Nay, 
fasbioD  1 

Sir  John.  Then,  not  forgetting  the  sweetg  of  new  cerenn 
I  first  fill  back ;  thou  recnvering  mysolf,  make  my  hODl^ 
your  lip  thus;  and  then  acoost  it.  [£uM 

Mary.  Trust  me,  very  pretty  and  moving;  you'rawMl 
it,  Sir. — O,  my  mother,  my  mother  I  now  aba's  hera,  wrfHj 
into  the  gallery.  [ExeajU  SiB  Joas  and  a 

Eater  "WIDOW  and  Stn  Gocfbht. 

Sir  Qod.  Nay,  surter,  let  reason  rule  you;  do  not  tf 
fool;  stand  not  in  your  own  light.    You  have  «     '" 
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Se  tenderings;  do  not  withstand  your  cood  fortune.  Wlio 
aes  a-wooin^  to  you,  I  pray  ?  No  small  rool ;  a  rich  knight  o' 
I  dty.  Sir  Oliver  Muclchill ;  no  small  fool,  I  can  tell  you.  And 
fhennore,  as  I  heard  late  by  ^our  maid-servants  (as  your 
id-servants  will  say  to  me  anything,  I  thank  them),  both  your 
liters  are  not  without  suitors,  ay,  and  worthy  ones,  too ; 
iabriflk  oourtier,  Sir  Andrew  Tipstaff,  suitor  afar  off  to  your 
eat  daughter ;  and  the  third  a  huge  wealthy  farmer's  son,  a 
h  young  oonnlry  knieht ;  they  call  nim  Sir  John  Pennydub : 
9Dod  name,  marry;— he  may  have  it  coined  when  he  lacks 
«6j.  What  blessings  are  these,  sister  ? 
IFitf.  Tempt  me  not,  Satan. 

Sr  Ood,  «itan !  do  I  look  like  Satan  ?    I  hope  the  devil 's  not 
old  as  I,  I  trow. 

WId.  You  wound  my  senses,  brother,  when  you  name 
nitofr  to  me.    O,  I  cannot  abide  it ; 
•ke  in  poison  when  I  hear  one  named. 

Enter  SiMOX. 

m  now,  Simon  ?  where*s  my  son  Edmond  ? 

SiM.  Yerily,  madam,  he  is  at  vain  exercise,  dripping  in  the 

fmis-oourt. 

Wid.  At  Tennis-court  ?  O,  now  his  father 's  f^one,  I  shall  have 

rule  with  him.    Oh,  wicked  Edmond !    I  might  well  compare 

ifl  with  the  prophecy  in  the  Chronicle,  thouj^h  far  inferior :  As 

iny  of  Monmouth  won  all,  and  Hany  of  Windsor  lost  all ;  so 

linond  of  Bristow,  that  was  the  father,  got  all,  and  Edmond  of 

ndon,  that's  his  son,  now  will  spend  all. 

Sr  Ood.  Peace,  sister,  we'll  have  him  reformed ;  there's  hope 

Inm  yet,  though  it  be  but  a  little. 

Snter  Fbailty. 

J\raU.  Porsooth,  madam,  there  are  two  or  three  archers  at 

or  would  very  gladly  speak  with  your  ladyship. 

Wid.  Aichersf 

Sit  Chd,  Tour  husband's  fletcher,*  I  warrant. 

WiO, 

ittiem  oome  near,  they  bring  home  things  of  his ; 

vUl  I  should  have  forgot  them.    How  now,  villain ! 

liicn  be  those  archers  r 

fkr  Sib  Andbew  Tipstaff,  Sib  Oltyeb  Muckhill,  and 

Sib  John  Pennydub. 

JVwL  Why,  do  you  not  see  them  before  you  ?    Are  not  these 

dun  ?— what  do  you  call  'em — shooters  ?— -Shooters  and  archers 

eiUone,  I  hope.!  - 

Wid.  OutL  ignorant  slave ! 

Bit  OUo.  Nay,  pray  be  patient,  lady ; 

h  oome  in  way  of  honourable  love — 

f  A  confusion  between  nti£ors  and  sUootert. 
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Sir  Oiio.  To  you. 

HTd.  O,  why  will  you  offer  roe  this,  geotlemen  (Indflrf,!  w 
not  look  upon  Jou),  uhen  tlie  toura  sre  Bcarce  out  of  hum  qajb 
Dot  yet  wuhed  off  from  my  clieeke;  and  mf  deu  bnmlU 
body  Eoarce  so  oold  aa  tlie  ooOin  F  What  reason  have  ynu  to  oft 
~*  °  I  un  Dot  like  some  of  your  widone,  thai  will  THOf  mtiD 
evening,  and  be  sure  to  have  another  ere  morning  ^> 
^,.^y:  pmy,  take  your  answere,  good  knights.  An  you  ntoPt 
knighta,  I  have  vowed  never  to  marry ;  and  so  Lave  my  dwiiJ- 
■     itoo.  , 

_i>  John.    Ay,  two  of  yon  have,  but  the  Ihird'a  »  B« 

Sir  Oliv.  Lady,  a  shrewd  answer,  marry.  The  beBtia,'ti»W 
the  flnt ',  and  lie's  a  blunt  wooer,  that  will  teuvo  for  une  >lir 

Sir  And.  Where  he  your  daughters,  lady  ?  I  ho{ie  thsyll  e 
DG  better  encouragement. 

Wid.  Indeed,  they'll  answer  you  bo;  lake  it  on  toy  m 
^iey*ll  give  you  the  very  same  answer  rtrhatinit  trulj'  la. 

Sir  John.  Mum;  Mary's  a  good  wench  alill;  I  know  wl 
she'll  do.  ,  _— 

Sir  Olic.  Well,  lady,  Ibr  this  time  we'll  take  our  leavea,liqM 
for  better  comfort. 

Wid.  0,  never,  never,  an  I  live  these  thousand  yeii«L  iM 
you  be  good  knignk,  do  not  hope;  'twill  be  all  vain,  vain,.  Im 
you  put  olf  all  your  suite,  an  you  come  to  me  again. 

[SzoiiHf  Sib  Johi)  ruui  SlQ  A 

FVail.  Put  olT  all  their  suits,  quoth'S?   ay,   thti'i  u 

Sof  a  widow,  indeed,  when  a  man  's  non-siuted ;  i 
b'b  a-bed  with  her. 

Sir  Olio.  Sir  Godfrey,  here's  twenty  angols  more.  WoifcW 
for  me;  thoro'E  life  in't  yet. 

Sir  God.  Fear  not,  Sir  Oliver  MncthiU;  I'll  (tick  el 
yoa :  leave  all  with  me.  [  h'jrii  8lB  Oufl^ 

Enier  Pybboahd. 

Pt/e.  By  your  leave,  lady  widow. 

Wid.  What,  another  euifor  oow  ? 

Pne.  Asuitor!  No:  Ijirotcst,  lady,  if  you'd  give  me  y«i: 
self,  I'd  not  be  troubled  vnth  you. 

Wid.  Say  you  ao.  Sir?  then  you're  the  better  welcome  Si. 

iVe.  Nay,  hcuven  blese  me  from  a  widow,  unless  1  wen' 
to  bury  her  spoodily ! 

Jf'id.  Good  bluntness.    Well,  your  business.  Sir  ? 

File.  Very  needful ;  if  you  were  in  private  once. 

Wid.  Needful  F    Brother,  pray  leave  ue ;  and  you.  Sir. 

lEril  SiKOoDtm 

li-ail.  I  should  laugh,  now  if  this  blunt  fellow  should  Jt 
them  all  beside  the  «Cirrup,  and  vault  into  the  saddle  himnu 
have  seen  as  mad  a  trick.  [SMI  PsjUtH 

ff^id.  Now.  Sir,  here's  r — ^■•' — 
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SiUer  Maby  and  Fbanczs. 

[iters,  forbear  * 

r.  O,  na  pray  let  them  stay ;  for  what  I  have  to  speaJc  im- 

ih  equally  to  them  as  to  you. 

el.  Then  you  may  stay. 

r.  I  pray  oestow  on  me  a  serious  ear, 

fliat  I  speak  is  fUU  of  weight  and  fear. 

liFear? 

9.  Ay,  if  it  pass  unregarded,  and  unaffected ;  else  peace  and 

E  pray  attention.    Widow,  I  have  been  a  mere  stranger  in 

parts  that  you  live  in.  nor  did  I  ever  know  the  husband  of 

md  feUbher  of  them ;  out  I  truly  know,  by  certain  spiritual 

isence,  that  he  is  in  purgatory. 

a.  Purgatory !  tuh ;  that  word  deserves  to  be  spit  upon.    I 

er  that  a  man  of  sober  tongue,  as  you  seem  to  be,  should 

the  folly  to  believe  there's  such  a  place. 

8.  W^  lady,  in  cold  blood  I  speak  it ;  I  assure  you  that 
n  a  purgatory,  in  which  place  I  know  your  husband  to 

\  and  wherein  ne  is  like  to  remain,  till  the  dissolution  of 
orld,  till  the  last  general  bonfire ;  when  all  the  earth  shidl 
into  nothing,  and  the  seas  scald  their  finny  labourers :  so 
a  his  abidance,  unless  you  alter  the  property  of  your  pur-> 
together  with  each  of  your  daughters  theirs :  that  is,  the 
Me  of  single  life  in  yourself  and  your  eldest  daughter,  and 
)eedydetermination  of  marriage  in  your  youngest. 
ry.  How  Imows  he  that  ?  what,  has  some  devil  told  him  ? 
(i.  Strange,  he  should  know  our  thoughts. — Why,  but 
itei\  have  you  purposed  speedy  marriage  ? 

9.  You  see  she  tells  you,  ay,  for  she  says  nothing.  Nay, 
me  credit  as  you  please ;  I  am  a  stranger  to  you,  and  yet 
iee  I  know  your  determinations,  which  must  come  to  me 
)l^(»lly,t  and  by  a  supernatural  intelligence. 

d.  This  puts  amazement  on  me. 

M.  Know  our  secrets  ? 

vy.  I  had  thought  to  steal  a  marriage.    Would  his  tongue 

ropped  out  when  he  blabbed  it ! 

d.  But,  Sir,  my  husband  was  too  honest  a  dealing  man  to 

w  in  any  purgatories. 

f.  O  do  not  load  your  conscience  with  untrutns; 

ut  mere  folly  now  to  gild  him  o'er, 

bis  pass'd  but  for  copper.    Praises  here 

ot  unbind  him  there.    Confess  but  truth ; 

w  he  got  his  wealth  with  a  hard  gripe : 

rdly,  hardly. 

d.  Tb3B  is  most  strange  of  all :  how  knows  he  that  ? 

I.  He  would  eat  fools  and  ignorant  heirs  clean  up ; 

had  his  drink  from  many  a  poor  man's  brow 

as  their  labour  brew'd  it.    He  would  scrape 

v  to  Mm  uKMst  unjustly :  the  very  dirt 

een  his  nails  was  ul  got,  and  not  his  own. 

*  /.  e.  leave  um,  j,  e,  spiritually . 


SBfl 

O,  I  EToon  to  spBok  oit't ;  tbe  thought  makes  n: 
S&uMer.BliuilJerl 

Wid.  It  quakes  me*  loo,  now  Ithinkon't.  [Jwdn.]  Sic.T 
much  grieved  that  you,  a  iltauger,  ifhtnild  so  deepl}  wr — 
dead  huabSind  I 

Pge.  Oh ! 

Wid,  A  miLii  that  would  Veeii  church  bo  duly;  m 
betbra  his  servants,  nnd  evon  for  reUgioiis  hasle,  jw 
tuied,  unbuttoned,  n»y  (sir  reyerencet),  untrussed,  toi 

A«.  O.  uHl 

ini  JJino  quickly  upon  high  days ;  and  when  I  h>d  g 
gatats,  would  evcQ  shiuno  me,  and  rise  from  tbe  (able,  U  " 
'    '  m  aflBi-noon  u 


r.  There's  the  devil,  there's  the  devil!    True:  he  Iboa 
ctity  enouRh,  if  be  hnd  killed  a  man,  so  it  hadbeend 
LindoTie  hifl  neighbou 


to  tbe  preacher.  O,  a  Bemion  's  a,  fine  fhort  oloak  of  an  b 
loDV,  and  will  hide  the  upper  part  of  a  dissembler. — Clmn 
ay,  ne  seemed  all  uhuroh,  end  hi^  oonscieuce  waa  aa  hard  u' 

Wid.  I  can  no  more  endure  this. 

JV«-  Nor  I,  widow,  endure  to  flatter. 

Wid.  Is  this  all  jrour  busLne^s  with  me  ? 

iV-  No,  lady,  'lia  but  the  inductioni  to  it. 
Toumay  believe  my  strains-;  I  strike  uj  true;§ 
And  if  your  coosdeoce  would  leap  up  bo  your  tn&gue,  yotm 
would  smrm  it  And  that  you  shall  perceive  I  know  ol  lU 
to  come,  la  well  as  I  do  of  what  is  present,  a  brother  of  )| 
husband  sbalt  shortly  have  a  loss. 

Wid.  A  k>s9  ?  mnrry,  beaveu  forfend !    Sir  Godfrey,  myl 
tber! 

.Pre.  Nay,  keep  in  your  wonders,  till  I  have  tojd  you  &B 

tunes  of  you  all;  which  are  more  feuful,  if  not  happily  i 

For  your  part  and  your  daughters',  if  there  be  not  ono. 

some  blood  ihed  before  your  dour,  whereof  the  hmutui  crMl 
dies,  the  two  elder  of  you  shall  run  mad  ;— 

Wid.  lUid  Fraa.  Oh! 

JUiuy.  That's  not  1  yet 

fye.  And,  with  most  impudent  proBtitution,  show  joai 
bodies  to  the  view  of  nil  beholders. 

Wid.  Our  naked  bodies  ?  Se  tor  shame. 

Pl/e.  Attend  me — and  your  younger  daughter  ba  si 

Mary.  Dumb?   out,  alas!  'tis  the  worst  pwn  of  «11  ft 

woman.    I'd  rather  be  mad,  or  run  naked,  or  anything.  Du 

J'j'e.  Give  ear :  Kre  the  evening  fall  upon  hill,  boft  m  '~^ 

1  A  phrase  apimrEnUy  equiv»l«nllo,  BnrtperhRpEorislniilly»«m] 
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bw,  this  my  speeoh  sliall  ha^e  past  probation,  and  then  shall  I 
>e  believed  accordingly. 

Wid.  U  this  be  true,  we  are  all  shamed,  all  undone. 

Jfofy.  Dumb !  Til  speak  as  much  as  ever  I  can  possibly  be- 
on  evening. 

Pw,  But  if  it  so  come  to  pass  (as  for  your  fair  sakes  I  wish  it 
■7)  that  this  presage  of  your  strange  fortunes  be  prevented  by 
m  accident  of  deaw  and  blood-shedding  (which  I  before  told 
oa  oOi  take  heed,  upon  your  lives,  that  two  of  you  which  have 
wed  never  to  marry,  seek  out  husbands  with  all  present  speed ; 
sd  you,  the  third,  that  have  such  a  desire  to  outstrip  chie^tity, 
3ok  you  meddle  not  with  a  husband. 

Marf.  A  double  torment.* 

iV«.  The  breach  of  this  keeps  your  father  in  purgatory ;  and 
be  punishments  that  shall  follow  you  in  this  world,  would  with 
MMrror  kill  the  ear  should  hear  them  related. 

WkL  Marry !   Why,  I  vowed  never  to  marry. 

JWmw  And  so  did  L 

Mtuy.  And  I  vowed  never  to  be  such  an  ass,  but  to  marry. 
I?hat  a  cross  fortune 's  this  ? 

?lfe.  Idtdies,  though  I  be  a  fortune-teller,  I  cannot  better  for- 
noes ;  you  have  them  from  me  as  they  are  revealed  to  mo :  £ 
nmldf  tney  were  to  your  tempers,  and  fellows  with  your  bloods ; 
hat's  all  the  bitterness  I  womd  you. 

Wid,  O !  'tis  a  just  vengeance  for  my  husband's  hard  pur- 
huea. 

Jhf«.  I  wish  you  to  bethink  yourselves,  and  leave  them. 

Wid,  111  to  Sir  Godfrey,  my  brother,  and  acquaint  him  with 
heie  fearful  presages. 

Fran.  For,  mother,  they  i)ortend  losses  to  him. 
.  Wid.  O,  ayj^  they  do,  they  do. 
Tnur  happy  issue  crown  thy  words, 

will  reward  thy  cunning. 

1V«.  Tis  enough,  lady ;  I  wish  no  higher. 

[Exeunt  AViDOW  and  Fhances. 
^Uor^f.  Bumb  ?  and  not  marry  ?  worse : 
father  to  speak,  nor  kiss ;  a  double  curse.  [Sxit. 

ffe.  So,  ful  this  comes  well  about  yet.  I  play  the  fortuno- 
m  sa  well  as  if  I  had  had  a  witch  to  my  graimam :  for  by  good 
upinesB,  being  in  my  hostess's  garden,  which  neighbours  the 
fwuA  of  the  widow,  I  laid  the  hole  of  mine  ear  to  a  hole  in  the 
4  and  heard  them  make  these  vows,  and  speak  those  words, 
pen  which  I  wrought  these  advantages ;  and  to  encourage  my 
ffgery  the  more,  I  may  now  perceive  in  them  a  natural  simpli- 
ity  which  will  easily  swallow  an  abuse,  if  any  covering  be  ovor 
<:  and  to  confirm  my  former  presage  to  the  widow,  I  have 
Ivised  old  Peter  Skirmish,  the  soldier,  to  hurt  Corporal  Oath 
poD  the  leg ;  and  in  that  hurry  I'll  rush  amongst  them,  and 
Htead  of  g[iving  the  corporal  some  cordial  to  comi'ort  him,  I'll 
our  into  his  mouth  a  potion  of  a  sleepy  nature,  to  make  liim 
Ma  as  dead;  for  the  which  the  old  soldier  being  apprcUcuded^ 

*  /.  #.  the  being:  deprived  both  of  speech  ai\d  a  husVmxvOL. 
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ttnd  read;  to  be  boms  to  execution,  Til  step  in,  itnil  take  , 
me  the  cure  or  tte  deud  man,  upoD  pun  or  dying  the 
demncd's  ileatb.  The  oorporo]  will  wake  ftt  bU  niiaule, 
thesie«pr  force  h&th  wrought  itself;  and  bo  shall  I  get  . 
inbi  a  niiuc  admired  opinion,  and,  under  the  rreteil  ql  .  . 

' AndlrthatfooliBhHicbiilB 

"      ■   ■  rflU 

[Eml. 

SCENE  II.— A  Ganhn. 
Enter  NICHOLAS. 
StBh.  O,  I  have  Tound  an  exoelleat  advantage  to  takenngflb 
ohuiL  My  mnBter  put  it  aS  e'en  now,  U>  'say  on*  a  Dew  iiai- 
let ;  and  I  sneak'd  it  away  b;  little  and  little,  most  puribuml- 
cally.  We  shall  have  good  aport  nnon,  when  he  hoa  mianitli 
about  my  cousin  the  conjurer.  The  world  ehall  see  I'm  u 
honest  roan  or  my  word;  for  non  I'm  Eoing  (o  hang  it  betvsi 
heaven  luid  earth,  among  the  rosemary  branL'hes.  [Etil- 


ACT  ni. 

SCENE  I.— The  Street  b^ore  Ihe  WiDOW'fl  BoHU. 
Enter  StMON  and  FbjJLTT. 
li-ail.  Sirrah,  Simon  St.  Mary-OtEries,   my  mistress  »n4 
away  all  her  suitors,  and  puts  fleas  in  their  ears. 

Sim.  Frailly,  she  doea  like  an  boneaL  uhaste,  and  ilrtnn* 
woman ;   [or  widows  ought  not  to  nallow  in  the  puddit  W 

ly-aii.  Tet,  Simon,  many  widows  will  do't,  whatso  comwm'i 

Sim.  TruejPmllyi  their  athii  flesh  desires  a  oonjunflM 
OQpulative.    What  strangers  are  within,  Frailty  f 

Frail.  There's  none,  Simon,  but  Master  Filfer,  the  tailor;W 
above  with  Sir  Godfrey,  'praisingt  or  a  doublet:  uidinn 
trudge  anon  to  fetch  Master  Suds,  the  barber.  ^^ 

Bivt.  Master  Suds : — a  good  inan ;  he  washes  the  ana 
beard  dean. 

Enter  SEiltMlSH. 

SIdr.  How  now,  creatures?  what's  o'cloolc  F 

Frail.  Mliy,  do  you  take  u?  lo  be  Jocks  o' the  clocdtlwaKft' 

Skir.  I  say  again  to  you,  what  is't  o'clock  ? 

Sim.  Truly  la,  wa  go  by  the  clock  of  our  oooiciencs.  J 
worldly  clocks  we  know  go  raise,  and  are  set  by  drunkeD  sMkt 
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8kir.  Then  what  in^  (/olook  in  vour  oonsoienoe  P— O,  I  must 
Mk  off;  here  comes  &e  oorporal. 

Enter  Oath. 

[nm,  hum :  what  is't  o'clock  ? 

(kik.  O'dook  P  why  past  seventeen. 

JWn'^  Past  seventeen '   Nay,  he  has  met  with  his  match  now ; 

lorporal  Oath  will  fit  him. 

aUr.  Thou  dost  not  balk  or  baffle  me,  dost  thou  ?  I  am  a  sol- 
ier.   Fast  seventeen ! 

Oaih.  Ay,  thou  art  not  angry  with  the  figures,  art  thou  ?  I 
rOl  prove  it  unto  thee :  twelve  and  one  is  thirteen,  I  hope ;  two 
Durteen,  three  fifteen,  four  sixteen,  and  five  seventeen ;  then 
nt  leventeen :  I  will  take  the  dial's  part  in  a  just  cause. 

8iir,  1 9ur  'tis  but  past  five  then. 

(kik.  111  swear  'tis  past  seventeen  then.  Dost  thou  not 
DMnr  numbers  ?    Canst  thou  not  cast  ? 

8kir,  Cast?  dost  Ihou  speak  of  my  casting  i'  the  street  ?  * 

\_They  draw  and  fight, 

Oaik,  Ay,  and  in  the  market-place. 

8m.  Clubs,  clubs,  clubs.t  [Simon  rtins  amay. 

FnUL  Ay,  I  knew  by  their  shufliing,  clubs  would  be  trump. 
Kin,  here's  the  knave,  an  he  can  do  any  good  upon  them :  Clutw, 
iabB^olubs.  IJSxit. 

Enter  Pyeboahd. 

Oaik,  O  villain,  thou  hast  open'd  a  vein  in  my  leg. 
IV0.  How  now  ?  for  shame,  for  shame ;  put  up,  put  up. 
Oiuh,  By  yon  blue  welkin,  t  'twas  out  of  my  part,  George,  to 
lulmrtontheleg. 

Unter  Officers. 

flfi.  0,  peace  now :  I  have  a  cordial  here  to  comfort  thee. 

(ft  Down  with  'em,  down  with  'em ;  lay  hands  upon  the  vil- 
ab. 

8kir,  Lay  hands  on  me  ? 

fife.  Ill  not  be  seen  among  them  now.         [Sxit  Pteboabd. 

Mrfi.  Pm  hurt,  and  had  more  need  have  surgeons  lay  hands 
i|oii  me.  than  rou^h  officers. 

Qj/L  Gfo,  carry  hun  to  be  dress'd  then :  this  mutinous  soldier 
Ul  along  with  me  to  prison. 

[Exeuni  eome  cf  the  Sheriff's  Officers  with  Corporal  Oath. 

Sot.  To  prison  ?    Where's  George  ? 

0§i.  Away  with  him.  [Exeunt  Officers  with  SKIRMISH. 

SCENE  II.— The  same. 
Re-enter  Pteboabd. 

^  ui^ts  as  I  would  wish.    The  amazed  widow 
Will  plant  me  strongly  now  in  her  beUef, 

*  Apbf  on  esff,  to  Tomit,  and  ctut,  to  reckon. 

t  A  ay  <tf  ii»  parked,  eqaivaieut  to  our  police  I  XI.  t.  »\:y 


And  wonder  st  the  virtne  oT  my  words : 
For  Lbe  eiimt  turn*  thu^  pnungoG  bota 
Of  being  null  &od  dumb,  aai  begeUjo; 
Hin^Hu  wilta  adiuirUiuo.  Ttu«c  emptf  i 
Soldier  BDd  corponil,  were  but  ordaia  d 
As  instruments  for  m^  to  vork  upon. 
Now  to  lay  putieul :  here's  his  potion. 

SCEXE  in.— An  Apartnteni  in  Ma  "^ 

£Hler  TViDOW,  Fsancbs,  and  MiSj'J 

JCid.  O  wondrous  haimtnese,  b^nd  our  tbou^tel 
O  luuky  hir  event !    1  Ibink  our  fortiuies 
Were  blesl  even  in  our  crndjea.    We  are  quitted 
Of  all  Chote  ahameful  violant  presag^ 
Bf  ibit  Toab  Ueediu;  ehuice.    Go,  FrailV,  run,  and  know 
Wbether  he  be  yet  living,  or  yet  dead. 
That  here  before  my  door  recdved  his  hurt 

^«7.  Madun,  he  wus  mrried  to  the  Burgeon;  batiflu 
no  money  when  he  came  Ibere,  I  muraut  he's  dW  If 
lime.  lEntVm 

JVon.  Sure  that  man  is  a  nire  fortune-teller;  never  H 
upon  our  band*,  nor  upon  any  mark  about  us :  a  wr^^ — 
low,  surely ! 

Marf.  I  um  gliul  I  have  the  use  of  my  tongue  3 
nothing  else.    I  shall  find  tlie  war  to  marrjj  loo,  I 

H'id,  O  where'B  my  brcrther.  Sir  Godfrey  ?  I  wouia  ni 
here,  that  1  might  rda(«  t«  him  how  prophetically  the  ca 
gGQllemBn  spoke  in  all  ibingg. 

Enter  8u  GocPHBT. 

Sir  Ood.  O  my  chain,  my  ohaln !  I  have  lost  my  1 
Where  be  these  vutaioa^  VEirlela  ? 

Jt'id.  O.  he  has  lost  his  chain. 

.I^V  Ood.  My  chain,  mj  ohuin  1 

Hid.   Brother,  be  patient;  hear  me  speak.    You  know 

Iau  that  a  cunning  man  tuld  me  that  you  should  have  alca 
e  hasprophosied  so  true — 

Sir  Qod.  Out !  he's  a  villain  to  prophesy  of  the  loM  1 
chain,   'Twaa  worth  above  three  hundred  crowns.  Ba^dc^ 

fMher's: 

^out  it.    0  my  uhuu,  my  chojn ! 

Wid.   O  brother,  who  can  be  guarded  of 
"Ttb  bi^y  'twDA  no  more. 

Sir  Gad.  No  more  I  O  goodly  godly  sister,  would  JM 
me  IdbIi  moTB  ?  ray  best  gown  too,  with  the  cloth  of  gJldl 
my  huiiday  gaskino,*  and  nny  jerkin  set  willi  pearl  f    No  O 


Btmngors  have  been  here  f    Tou 
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chpoles.    How  comes  it  gone  P    There  was  none  above  with 
)  but  my  tailor ;  and  my  tailor  will  not  steal,  I  hope. 
IforyrKo ;  he's  afraid  of  a  chain. 

MUer  Frailty. 

Wid.  How  now,  drrah  P  the  news  P 

J\raU.  O  mistresB,  he  may  well  be  call'd  a  corporal  now,  for 
■eorpse  is  as  dead  as  a  cold  capon's. 
Wid.  More  happiness. 

SrOod.  Sirnm,  what's  this  to  my  chain?  Where's  my 
bun,  knave? 

fraiL  Tour  chain.  Sir  ? 
Sir  God.  My  chain  is  lost,  villain. 

t^raU.  I  would  he  were  hang'd  in  chains  that  has  it  then  for 
M.  Alas,  Sir,  I  saw  none  oiyour  chain,  since  you  were  hung 
fith  it  yourself. 

iSir  Cfod.  OvL%,  varlet !  it  had  full  three  thousand  links ; 
hne  oft  told  it  over  at  my  prayers ; 
hfK  and  over :  ftill  three  thousand  links. 

HL  Had  it  so.  Sir !    Sure  it  cannot  be  lost  then ; 


Unit  you  in  that  comfort 

flb-flW.  Wh7?  why?  • 

JML  Why,  if  your  chain  had  so  many  links,  it  cannot  choose 
otoometohght.* 

JEnter  NICHOLAS. 

fir  Ood.  Delusion !   Now,  long  Nicholas,  where  is  my  chain  ? 
2Rei  Wh3^  about  your  neck,  is't  not.  Sir  ? 
SrQod,  About  my  neck,  varlet?     My  chain  is  lost;  'tis 
bdenaway;  rmrobo'd. 
Wid.  Nay,  brother,  show  yourself  a  man. 
ilicA.  Ay,  if  it  be  lost  or  stole,  if  he  would  be  patient,  mistress. 
ooald  byig  him  to  a  cunning  kinsman  of  mine  thieit  would 
iteh  it  again  with  a  sesarara.t 

Sr  Ood.  Canst  thou  ?  I  will  be  patient :  say,  where  dwells  he  ? 
JRdL  Marry,  he  dwells  now.  Sir,  where  he  would  not  dwell  an 
0  oonld  dioose ;  in  the  Marshalsea,  Sir.    Bui  he's  an  excellent 
Anrif  he  were  out:  has  travelled  all  the  world  over  he,  and 
Ml  in  the  seven-and-twenty  provinces :%  why,  he  would  make 
ibe  fatdi'd.  Sir,  if  it  were  rid  a  thousand  mile  out  of  town. 
Air  Ood.  An  admirable  fellow !    What  lies  he  for  ? 
,fidk  Why,  he  did  but  rob  a  steward  of  ten  groats  f  other 
iAX,  18  any  man  would  ha'  done,  and  there  he  lies  for't 
or  GocC  111  make  his  peace.    A  trifle!  I'll  get  his  pardon, 
Mm  a  bountiful  reward.    I'll  about  it. 
}A  fln  the  clerks,  the  Justice  will  do  much, 
i  viU  about  it  steaight.    Good  sister,  pardon  me ; 
Uvill  be  well,  I  hope,  and  turn  to  good: 
D»  name  of  conjurer  has  laid  my  blood.  [ExeurU. 

*  A  pitj  i^on  Unk,  a  torch.  t  Certiorari. 

X  A  BiuMHner  for  the  seventeen  provinces  of  the  Low  Co\mti\ea« 
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SCSIf:E  IV.— A  Strtet. 
fitter  PoTTOCB,*  RiymaHiw.t  and  DOQWH, 

FmI.  His  bost«ffi  where  h«  lies  will  trust  him  no  longa 
hatb  feed  me  to  arrest  him ;  Sind  IT  3^u  will  s 

cauBO  I  know  not  of  what  nature  the  scholar  _,   ^_ 

rate  or  awitt,  you  jthall  share  with  me,  Sergeant  B&remibM 
have  thegixw  aneell  to  anest  him. 

Bar.  Troth  I'll  l&ke  part  with  tbee  then,  sergeant ;  Hal 

sake ortbe none^so  much,  ae  for  the  hatelbear  tea  — 

Why,  sergeant,  tja  BBtural  in  u^  jrou  know,  to  hat*  whols 

/"        ."■""' "™7drLiH« 

butkin'd  with  newter. 

Sav.    ' 
fellowB,  .     . 
with  his  ofBoeri. 


natural,  iKCSuse  thej  will  publish  our  imperreotione,  knan 
iTayances,  upon  aoaubld"   ~  ^   ' 

Ay,  and  spitefully  too.    .. 

ould  see  into  our  breiutE  so  much,  when 


and  conTfljances,  upon  aoaUbldB  and  st9«es. 
Pat.  Ay,  and  spitefully  too.    Troth  1  have  wondered  ho« 


^M 


JNifl  Is  he  in  the  'pothecar/s  chop  still  ? 

Dog.  kj,  vs. 

Put.  HaTe  an  eje,  have  an  eye. 

Sat.  The  beat  ia,  sergeant,  ii  he  be  a  true  scholar, 
weapon,  I  think. 

Ftit.  No,  no,  he  wears  no  weapon. 

Rav.  'Msas,  lamgladof  t]i:it;  it  hes  put  mc  inbettul 
Kay,  ifl  clutch  him  once,  let  me  alone  to  draehira,'"-'- 
neuted.  I  haTo  been  one  of  the  six  myseir,  that  hu  — -__ 
W\^  menartheirhandB,when  their  weapons  bare  beaiiEjoi 
ever  bastinadoed  a  sergeant.    I  have  done,  I  can  lell  JQU. 

Dog.  Sergeant  Fattock,  Sergeant  PultocL  • 

Put.  Eo. 

Dog.  He's  coming  out  Bingle. 

Put.  Peace,  peace,  be  not  loo  greedy  ;  let  him  phy  a  UI-- 
him  play  a  UtUe ;  we'll  jerk  bim  np  of  a  sudden:  I  ba'  Sal 

Rav.  Ay,  and  caught  many  a  Tool,  KTgennt 
Enter  PtebolBS, 


Py«.  I  parted  now  from.  Nicholas :  the  chain '» 


And  the  old  knight  hns  spent  his  rage  upon't. 
The  widow  holds  me  in  great  ndmiration 
For  cunning  art ;  'mongst  joys,  I'm  even  lost, 
Pot  my  device  can  no  wap  now  be  cross'd : 
And  now  I  must  to  prison  to  the  captain. 
And  there — 
All.  I  arrest  yon,  Sir. 


"°»*^ 
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V».  Oh— I  tpoke  truer  than  I  was  aware;  I  must  to  prison 

Bed. 

\tL  They  aay  your're  a  scholar. — ^Naj,  Sir— Yeoman  Dogson, 

e  care  to  his  arms. — Youll  rail  a^iamst  sergeants,  and  sta^o 

P   TouOl  tickle  theur  vices  P 

Vc  Nay,  use  me  hke  a  gentleman ;  I'm  little  less. 

w.  Tou  a  gentleman !  thaf  sa  good  jest  i'faith.  Can  a  scholar 

I  gentlemsn,  when  a  gentleman  will  not  be  a  scholar  ?    Look 

A  your  wealthy  oitisens*  sons,  whether  they  be  scholars  or  no, 

t  ire  gentlemen  by  their  fathers'  trades.    A  scholar  a  gentle- 

a! 

Vi-  Nay,  let  Fortune  drive  all  her  stings  into  me,  she  cannot 

1  that  in  me.    A  gentleman  is  accident  inseparahUe  to  my 

od. 

Itm.  A  rablement  !*  nay,  you  shall  have  a  bloody  rablement 

m  yira,  I  warrant  you. 

IW.  Go^  Yeoman  Dogson,  before,  and  enter  the  action  i'  the 

mter.  [Exit  Dogson. 

!V».  Pray  do  not  handle  me  cruelly ;  I'll  go  whither  you  please 

Bttfeme: 

M.  Ob,  he's  tame ;  let  him  loose,  sergeant 

IV0.  Pray  at  whose  suit  is  this  ? 

fUL  Why.  at  your  hostess's  suit  where  you  lie,  Mistress  Cony- 

Tow,  for  oed  and  board ;  the  sum  four  pound  five  shillings 

1  fife  pence. 

!V».  I  know  the  sum  too  true ;  yet  I  presumed 

OD  a  fiurther  day.    Well,  tis  my  stars, 

d  I  must  bear  it  now,  though  never  harder. 

)tf  now  my  device  is  cross'd  indeed : 

ptiin  must  lie  by't :  this  is  deceit's  seed. 

ML  Come,  come  away. 

fy^.  Pray  give  me  so  much  time  as  to  knit  my  garter,  and  I'll 

qr  with  you. 

nrf;  Well,  we  must  be  paid  for  this  waiting  upon  you ;  this  is 

g'ns  to  aPttend  thus.  fPYEBOABD  pretends  to  tie  his  garter. 
.  I  am  now  wretched  and  miserable :  I  shall  no'er  recover 
I  disease.  Hot  iron  gnaw  their  fists !  They  have  struck  a 
«r  into  my  shoulder,  which  I  shall  ne'er  shake  out  again,  I 
r  me^  till  with  a  true  haheas  corpus  the  sexton  remove  me. 
if  I  take  prison  once.  I  shall  be  press'd  to  death  with  actions ; 
k  not  so  nappy  as  speedily :  perhaps  I  may  be  forty  years  a 
BKing,  till  I  be  a  tnin  old  man:  that  looking  through  the 
ites,  men  may  look  through  me.  All  my  means  is  confounded. 
kit  dudl  I  do  P  Have  my  wits  served  me  so  long,  and  now  give 
ethesUp  (like  a  train'd  servant)  when  I  have  most  need  of 
cm?  No  device  to  keep  my  poor  carcase  from  these  puttocks  ? 
■Tes,  happiness:  have  I  a  paper  about  me  now  ?  Yes,  two :  I'll 
7  it,  it  may  hit ;  Sxtretnitv  is  the  touchstone  unto  wit.  Ay,  ay. 
iVi  "Sfoot^  how  may  yards  are  in  thy  garters,  that  thou  art  so 
MR  a  tjnng  of  them  ?  Come  away,  Sir. 
h*'  Troth,  sergeant,  I  protest  you  could  never  have  took  ma 

*  An  igoonatpUjr  upon  ra&i'e,  ia  the  preceding  speech. 

T  2 


at  a  wane  time ;  for  now  al  thU  inataat  I  have  no  lawful  tidaa 

Ptt.  'Sbd,  how  Bbdl  we  oome  b;  our  fees  then  ? 

Jiav.  We  must  have  fees,  airrah. 

Pge-  I  oould  have  wlah'd,  i'  faith,  that  you  had  t«ok  me  hill 
hour  benos  for  your  own  suk*; ;  for  I  protest,  if  yoa  hwl 
oroeE'd  me,  I  was  goine  in  great  joy  to  receive  five  ponndt 
irantlemui,  Ibr  the  device  of  a  mask  here,  drawn  in  this  m 
Butuow,  come,  I  must  becoutentedi  'tis  but  so  mDclilM>i 
aOBwecahle  to  the  rest  of  mj  fortunes. 

PHf.  Why,  how  fEir  hence  dwells  tbat  gentleman  7 

Sav.  Ay,  weUBaid.sergesnl;  'tis  good  to  cast  about  ftsmol 

J^t.  Sprak ;  if  it  be  not  fiu— 

Pi/e.  We  are  hilt  a  little  past  it ;  the  next  street  behind  dk 

iii.  'Slid,  we  httve  waited  upon  you  grieroualy  already. 
you'llBsy  you'll  be  liberal  when  yoii  have  it,  eiveusdouKeft 
and  spend  upon  ua,  wby  we'll  Bhnw  you  thai  kinilnees;  and 
along  with  you  to  the  gentleman. 

San.  Ay,  well  raid;  still,  sei^eant,  urge  tbat. 

Fgr.  "Troth  if  it  will  suffice,  it  shall  be  all  amonR  you '  for  I 
part  I'll  not  pooket  a  penay :  my  hostes  Hliatl  bave  her  R 
pound  five  BhiUiuga,  and  bale  me  the  fiveponce :  and  th^  of' 
fifteen  shillings  111  spend  upon  you. 

.Sao.  Wby,  now  thou  art »  jood  scholar. 

Put  An  eicellent  echolao- 1'  faith;  hast  p 
a-late.    Come,  we'll  along  w  " 


SCENE  v.— A  BitlUrii  in  a  GeatUmati'a  Smut. 

Ser.  Who  knoeke  ?  Who's  at  door  ?  We  had  need  of  > 
lOvenxti 
Fse.  [mtUn}.   A  few  friends  here.    Fray  is  tbs 
your  master  within  ? 
Ser.  Yes;  is  your  bii^ineijd  to  him  ?     [Sercani  openi  tie  i 
Enter  Fxxboasc,  PrTTOCS,  Bivenshaw,  and  DooBoa. 
Pye.  Ay,  he  knowa  it,  when  he  sees  me ;  I  piay  you,  hxe 
forgot  me  P 

Ser.  Ay,  by  my  troth.  Sir;  prayoorao  near;  Pll  in  lad 

h'"i  of  you.   rleose  you  to  walk  here  iatbe  gallery  till  beoo] 

[Sxit&txii 

Pge.  We  will  attend  his  worship.    Worsbip,  I  think,  * 


much  the  posU  at  his  door  should  ^gnif^,t  and  the  fur  oalB| 
in,  and  the  wicket ;  else  I  neither  koew  bim  nor  his  worslUp ;  < 
'tis  happiness  he  is  within  doora,  whatsoe'er  he  be.  IT  •  -'--'^ 
too  much  a  formal  citi^ten,  he  may  do  me  good.  [Aaide.'\ 


king'a  pieturt  (coin) . 
ts  placed  Iwiure  th 
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id  yeoman,  how  do  you  like  this  house  ?  Is^  not  most  whole- 
aely  plotted  P* 

Mao.  TTroth,  prisoner,  an  exceeding  fine  house. 
JV».  Yet  I  wonder  how  hef  should  forget  me, — for  he  never 
Mw  me.  [Atide.']  No  matter ;  what  is  forgot  in  him  will  be  re- 
nabered  in  his  master.    A  pretty  comfortable  room  this,  me- 
hfadn :  you  have  no  such  rooms  in  prison  now  ? 
ML  O,  dM-holes  to't 

iVo-  Dbff-noles,  indeed.  I  can  tell  you,  I  have  great  hope  to 
un  my  cnamber  here  shortly,  nay,  and  diet  too ;  for  he's  the 
Mifc  free-hearted'st  gentleman,  where  he  takes :  you  would  little 
Idnk  it  And  what  a  fine  gallery  were  here  for  me  to  walk  and 
tody  and  make  verses ! 
ML  O,  it  stands  very  pleasantly  for  a  scholar. 

Swter  Gentlehan. 

Am;.  Look  what  maps,  and  pictures,  and  devices,  and  things 
nUy,  delioatelv,— Mass,  here  ne  comes ;  he  should  be  a  gentle- 
m;  I  like  his  beard  well. — All  happiness  to  your  worship. 
mL  You're  kindly  welcome.  Sir. 
Arf.  A  simple  salutation. 

Am.  Mass,  it  seems  the  gentleman  makes  great  account  of 
im. 

JPW.  I  hove  the  thing  here  for  you.  Sir— [Takes  the  gentleman 
PsWL]  I  beseech  you  conceal  me,  Sir ;  I'm  undone  else.  [Ande.] 
me  the  mask  here  for  you.  Sir ;  look  you,  Sir.  I  beseech  your 
onhipL  fimt  pardon  my  rudeness,  for  my  extremes  make  me 
oUer  than  I  would  be.  I  am  a  poor  gentleman,  and  a  scholar. 
id  now  most  unfortunately  fallen  into  the  fangs  of  unmerciful 
Boers ;  arrested  for  debt,  which  though  small,  I  am  not  able  to 
IBOUB,  by  reason  I  am  destitute  of  lands,  money,  and  friends ; 
ttoat  if  I  fall  into  the  hungry  swallow  of  the  prison,  I  am  like 
KMy  to  perish,  and  with  fees  and  extortions  be  pinch'd  clean 
ttiiebon&  Now,  if  ever  pity  had  interest  in  the  blood  of  a 
Btteman,  I  beseech  you  vouchsafe  but  to  favour  that  means  of 
jmmpe,  which  I  have  already  thought  upon. 
0ml.  do  forward. 
ArfL  I  warrant  he  likes  it  rarely. 

iVi>  In  the  plunge  of  my  extremities,  being  giddy,  and  doubt- 
1  what  to  do,  at  last  it  was  put  into  my  labouring  thoughts,  to 
■ke  a  haxypy  use  of  this  paper ;  and  to  blear  their  unietter'd 
«t  I  told  tnem  there  was  a  device  for  a  mask  drawn  in't,  and 
rt  (bat  for  their  interception)  I  was  goin^  to  a  gentleman  to 
um  my  reward  for't.  They,  greedy  at  this  word,  and  hoping 
Mke  purchase  of  me,t  offer'd  their  attendance  to  go  along 
Ui  ma  "Mj  hap  was  to  make  bold  with  your  door,  Sir,  which 
f  tfaonghti  shoVd  me  the  most  fairest  and  comfortable^ 
temoe ;  and  I  hope  I  have  happened  right  upon  understanding 
d  pH^.  Ma/  it  please  your  good  worship,  tnen,  but  to  uphold 
f  aevioe,  which  is  to  let  one  of  your  men  put  me  out  at  a  oack- 
or,  md  1  ahall  be  bound  to  your  worship  for  ever. 

*  /.  ff.  in  a  mort  wlwiestmie  Bttuation,  f  I.  e.  the  wrvttat. 

/  /.  e.  plunder  me. 
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Grnl.  Bj  my  troth,  an  eiaellent  device. 

Fat.  An  excellent  device,  be  flajs ;  be  likes  it  wondechiUf. 

Otnt.  O'  my  fiith,  I  never  heaid  a  better, 

Sm.  Hark,  he  swears  he  aerer  beard  a  better,  wicesjit 

Put.  O,  there's  no  lolk  aa't,-,*  he's  an  eiceUent  »holu,>> 
«Bpedally  Tor  >  mMk-t 

Qeni.  Give  me  yoor  paper,  yonr  device;  I  nasnerefUM 
pleased  in  all  my  life :  goud  vrit,  brave  wit,  find;  wrouu 
Come  in.  Sir,  and  reueive  your  money.  Sir.  [JQ 

F^e.  I'll  follow  your  good  worship. — You  heard  bow  ha  HJi 

Put.  Fuh,  ire  know  he  could  not  choose  but  like  it. 
ways ;  Ihou  art  a  witty  fine  fellow  i'  Akith  i  tbou  shslt  disooultt 
to  us  at  the  taiom  anon ;  wilt  thou  ? 

Pj/e.  Ay,  ay,  that  I  will.  Loot,  sergeant,  here  are  m_,., 
pretty  toys ;  ba  doing  in  the  mean  time  ;  I  shall  i^uickly  hi*e  t 
out  the  money,  you  know. 

Put.  Go,  go,  little  villdn ;  fetch  thy  chink;  I  begin  tal 
thee :  111  be  drunk  to-nisht  lu  thy  company. 

Pse.  This  gentleman  I  well  may  coll  a  part 
Of  my  salvation  in  these  earthly  evils, 
For  bebflfl  saved  me  from  three  hungry  devils.  fErif  PsnoH 

Put.  Sirrah  aergeant,  these  maps  are  pretty  puDt«d  thlnnl 
I  could  ne'er  fancy  tnem  yet:  methinks  they're  too  bu^.l 
full  of  i:ircles  and  conjurations.  They  say  all  the  worid'sMl 
of  them  -  but  1  could  ne'er  find  the  Counter^  in  the  FoulbT' 

Rav.  I  think  so:  how  could  you  find  it?  for  you  k — 
stands  behind  the  house& 

Dag,  Masa,  that's  true  ;  then  we  mnst  look  o'er  tioa  \iilk-t 
for't.    'Sfoat  here's  nothing ;  all's  bore. 

Roe.  I  wanant  thee,  t^t  stands  for  the  Counts ;  fbc ; 
know  there's  a  company  of  bare  feUows  there. 

Put.  'Paith,  like  enough,  sergeant ;  I  never  mark'd  M  BP 

berore.    Sirrah  sergeant,  aad  yeoman,  I  ehould  lovethcHlB 
iiiit.  o'  i™y  now,|  if  we  could  see  men  peep  out  of  donria^ 
ight  have  'em  in  a  morning  to  our  breokAst  M  fin 
r  knock  our  heels  to  the  ground  a  whole  day  for  '(b. 

Rav.  Ay,  marry,Sir;  I'd  buy  one  then  rovBelf.  But  Ihi"'' 
by  the  way. — Where  shall  us  sup  to-night  F  ^vepoundm 

lef  s  talk  of  that.    I  have  a  tnck  wortli  all.    You  two  sli ^— 

him  to  the  tavern,  whilst  1  go  close  with  his  liostei^  and  • 
out  of  her.  I  know  she  would  be  glad  of  the  sum,  U  it 
money,  because  she  knons  'tis  but  a  desperate  debt,  and  lUl 
bazaro.  What  will  you  say,  if  I  bring  it  to  pa^s  thU  the  hoM 
shall  bo  contented  with  one  half  fur  all,  and  we  lit  ihikre  t'od 
fifty  sbillinga.  billies  P 

Pvt.  Wiyr,  I  would  call  thee  king  of  sergeants,  nd  U 
flhouldst  be  dironided  in  the  Oounter-book  for  ever. 


e  might 


","M 


/. ..  No  dooM  on't 

A  b]«-baBrd  fi,  t.  a  board  on  whlcb  ba^m  cut* 
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WelL  nut  it  to  me ;  we'll  make  a  night  on't,  i'  faith. 
'Sfootyltiiink  he  receives  more  money,  he  stays  so  long. 
He  tarries  long  indeed.    May  he  I  can  tell  you,  unon  the 
ing  on\  the  gentleman  may  prove  more  hountiful 
TuaA  would  be  rare ;  well  search  him. 
Nay,  be  sore  of  it,  we'll  search  him,  and  make  him  Ught 

t 

JEnter  Gentlemak. 

O,  here  comes  the  gentleman.    By  your  leave,  Sir. 

God  you  good  den,*  Sirs.  Would  you  speak  with  me  ? 
NcL  not  with  your  worship.  Sir ;  only  we  are  bold  to  stay 
end  of  ours  that  went  in  with  your  worship. 

Who  ?  not  the  scholar  ? 
Yes,  e'en  he,  an  it  please  your  worship. 

Bid  he  make  you  stay  for  him  ?    He  did  you  wrong, 
v]^,  I  can  assure  you  he  s  gone  above  ah  hour  ago. 


Bid  he  make  you  stay  for  h 
vhy,  I  can  assure  you  he  s  gone 
How,  Sir. 


I  paid  him  his  money,  and  my  man  told  me  he  went 
«ck-door. 
Back-door? 

Why,  what* s  the  matter  ? 
He  was  our  prisoner.  Sir ;  we  did  arrest  him. 

What !  he  was  not !    You,  the  sheriff's  officers !    You 
t  blame,  then.    Why  did  not  you  make  known  to  me  as 

I  could  have  kept  him  for  you.    I  protest,  he  received 
e  in  Britain  gold  of  the  last  coining. 
Vengeance  oog  him  witht ! 
'Sfoot,  has  he  gulled  us  so  P 
Where  shall  we  sup  now,  sergeants? 
Sup,  Simon,  now  !f  eat  porridge  for  a  month.— WelLwe 
impute  it  to  any  lack  of  goodwill  in  your  worship.    You 
<  as  another  would  have  done.    'Twas  our  hard  fortunes 

tibe  purchase;— but  if  e'er  we  clutch  him  again,  the 
r  shall  charm  him. 
The  Hole  shall  rot  him.t 
Amen.  iJExewU  Sergeants, 

So; 

t  your  lungs  without  doors.    I  am  proud 
ny  hsp  to  help  him.    It  fell  fit; 
it  not  emplT.  neither  for  his  wit. 
Kir  wretch,  I  could  not  blame  his  brain, 
or  his  delivery,  to  be  free 
beir  unpitying  fimgs.    I'm  glad  it  stood 

my  power  to  do  a  scholar  good.  iJExit. 


1 

•nodes  to  the  character  of  "  Simon  of  Soathampton,  alias  Sap. 

In  ThtmoB  of  Reading. 

Hale  was  one  of  the  meanest  apartments  in  the  Counter  prison. 


SCSSE  VI.— A  Eoom  in  tAa  Marihaliea  Prixm. 
Enter  JmX;  to  Mm  PTBaomo. 

Idle.  How,  now  I    Who's  l.hut  ?    Whut  me  you  ? 

Pye.  The  amne  that  r -'""'■■'■-  — -^- 

hllf.  George  Pyebonr 
.    half-fiiced,  muffled  at  . 

Pge,  O   captoiu,   I  Ihouglit  we   should   ne'er  haia  Ih 
again,  Dever  spent  lh>lio  hour  tmia. 

Idle.  Why  F    Why  ? 

Pyt.  1  ooming  to  prepara  thee,  and  with  cows 
Afl  uappy  as  tby  quick  delivery, 
Wos  traced  out  by  the  scent ;  arrested,  captain. 

Idle.  ArrestBd,  George  P 

Pyt.  Arrested.  GuesB,  guess,— how  many  dogs  do  yon  fliini 
had  upon  ma? 

Idle.  Dop?  I  gay,  I  know  nc.. 

Fge,  Almost  as  many  as  George  Stone,  the  bew;»  thfMI 
once,  three  at  oniu). 

Idlf.  How  didst  thou  abalie  thetn  08",  thon  ? 

fye.  The  time  is  busy,  and  ailla  upon  our  wits. 
Latitsaffioa 

Ilere  I  sUJid  safe,  and  scaped  by  miracle : 
Some  other  hour  shall  ielf  thee,  when  we'll  sleep 
Ow  ejea  in  laughter.    Captajn,  my  dfiTice 
Leans  to  thy  happine^ ;  for  ere  the  di^ 
Bospent  to  thegird]e,+ thou  sbalt  he  iW. 
The  corporal 's  ui's  first  sleep;  the  chain  iaraiss'd: 
Thy  kinsman  has  expresa'd  thee  ;I  nnd  the  old  knight 
"With  palsy  hams,  now  bbours  thy  releose. 
"What  rests,  is  all  in  Iheo ; — to  conjure,  csplajn. 

Idle.  Conjure?  'Sfooli  George,  you  know,  the  devil  i  001 
ing  I  can  couiure. 

Fye.  The  devil  a  conjuring?    Nay,  by  my  fhy  I'dnoli-^ 
thee  do  so  much,  captain,  as  the  devil  a  conjuring.  Look  iatir 
have  brought  thee  a  circle  ready  charaoiered  and  alL 

Idle.  'Sfoot,  George,  art  in  thy  ri^ht  wite?  Dost  know  *tj 
thousayest?  Why  dost  talk  to  a  captoic  of  conjuring  I*  TM 
thou  ever  hear  of  a  Captain.  Conjure  in  thv  life  ?  Dost  nin 
cirolfl?  'Tis  too  wide  a  thing,  methinks;  had  it  been  alM 
circle,  then  I  knew  what  to  have  done. 

Pge.  Why,  every  fool  knows  that,  captain.  Nay,  then  111  b 
cog  with  you,  capt^n :  if  you'll  stay  and  hinp  the  next  somoT 
you  may. 

Idle.  No,  by  my  faith,  George.  Come,  oome ;  lei's  to  « 
jurmg. 

Pye.  But  if  you  look  to  be  released  (aa  my  wits  have  too*  P« 
to  work  it,  and  all  means  wrought  to  further  it),  betides  lap 

•  Qcorge  SCnue  was  a  noted  bear  eihlWted  at  Parij  Oiinln. 
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ywns  in  your  purse,  to  make  ^ou  a  man  of  better  hopes ;  and 
lereas,  before  you  were  a  captam  of  poor  soldiers,  to  make  you 
w  a  commander  of  rich  fools,  which  is  truly  the  only  best 
rohase  peace  can  allow  you,  safer  than  highways,  heath,  or 
oy-groves,  and  yet  a  tax  better  booty ;  for  your  greatest  thieves 
)  never  hangea,  never  hanged :  for  why  ?  they're  wise,  and 
Bifc  within  doors ;  and  we  geld  fools  of  more  money  in  one 
l^tL  than  your  false-tailed  gelding*  will  purchase  in  twelve- 
muw*  running;  which  confirms  the  old  beldam's  saying, 
i*  wi»eH,  ihatleeeps  himself  warmest ;  that  is,  he  that  robs  by 
nod  fire. 

idle.  Well  opened  i'  faith,  George;  thou  hast  pulled  that 
fiz^  out  of  the  husk. 
1V«-  .Captain  Idle,  'tis  no  time  now  to  deludef  or  delay.    The 

I  Imight  will  be  nere  suddenly ;  I'll  perfect  you,  direct  you, 

II  you  tiie  trick  out:  'tis  nothing. 

lilB.  'Sfoot,  OeorgB,  I  know  not  what  to  say  to't.  Coujure  ?  I 
nil  be  hanged  ere  I  conjure. 

iVtf.  Nay,  tell  not  me  of  that,  captain ;  you'll  ne'er  conjure 
Kor  youTe  hansed.  I  warrant  you.  Look  you,  Sir ;  a  parlous 
ntter,  sure !  Firsts  to  spread  your  circle  upon  the  ground, 
rith  a  little  ooiguring  ceremony  (as  I'll  have  an  hackney-man's 
nnd  nlvered  o'er  o' purpose  for  you) ;  then  arriving  in  the 
ude,  with  a  huge  word,  and  a  great  Ijrample— as  for  instance — 
we  you  never  seen  a  stalking,  stamping^  player,  that  will  raise  a 
nmest  with  his  tongue,  and  thunder  witn  his  neels  ? 

me,  Oyes.  yes,  yes;  often,  often. 

Aw.  Wny  be  like  such  a  one.  For  anything  will  blear  the 
w  kiiig[hf  8  eyes ;  for  you  must  note,  that  he'll  ne'er  dare  to 
jwture  mto  we  room ;  only  perhaps  peep  fearfully  through  the 
mole,  to  see  how  the  play  goes  forward. 

UU,  W  elL  I  may  go  about  it  when  I  will ;  but  mark  the  end 
B^;  I  shall  but  aluune  mvself  i'  faith,  George.  Speak  big  words, 
■d  fltemp  and  stare,  and  he  look  in  at  keyhole !  why  the  verv 
M^M  of  ttiat  would  make  me  laugh  outright^  and  spoil  all. 
Wf  rU  tell  tiiee,  G^rge;  when  I  apprehend  a  thing  once,  I  am 
I  luh  a  laxative  laughter,  that  if  the  devil  himself  stood  by,  I 
■odd  laugh  in  his  finoe. 

Af*  ^P^  •  thaf s  but  the  babe  of  a  man^i  and  mav  easily  be 
■v*d|— as  to  think  upon  some  disaster,  some  sad  misfortune ; — 
s  ihs  death  of  thy  &ther  i'  the  country . 

AZt.  'Sfodt^  that  would  be  the  more  likely  to  drive  me  into 
■eh  aa  ecstasy,  that  I  should  ne'er  lin§  laughing. 

iW  Why  then  think  upon  going  to  hangms. 

ok.  Mass  that* s  well  remembered :  Now  V\\  do  well,  I  war- 
gt  thee ;  ne'er  fear  me  now.    But  how  shall  I  do,  George,  for 
words  and  horrible  names? 


*  !•  t.  &  hone  ftnr  a  highwaymui,  with  a  false  tail  to  take  on  aiid  off. 

t  Ute  time  in  talking. 

1 1,  e.  the  devil  ia  bat  the  creature  of  man*8  imagination. 

w.f.  leave  off. 


r 


Pge.  Fuh  !  BDr  fuBtiiin  invocations,  oaptam,  willn 
u  Uie  best,  so  you  rant  t1i(im  out  well:  or  you  ma;  gu 
'potliecair'E  shop,  and  laJce  all  the  urorda  from  tbe  hoita. 

Idle.  Trotb,  and  you  my  true,  George;  there's  stnmni-^ 
enouKb  to  raise  a  hundred  quack-Bolvra^  thouKh  they  be  b 
M  poor  nken  they  begin.    "But  here  lies  the  fear  on'l  -,  bair,  i 
Uiia  Gtbe  coQjuratioD  a  true  devil  sbouldpop  up  iodeed' 

Pgi,  A  true  devil,  capUiln  i'  why  there  nas  ne'er  auuh  •  i 
Nay,  Taith  be  that  has  this  place,  a  as  false  a  knave  as  mn 
ohuich- warden. 

Idle,  Then  he's  false  enough  o"  coDsoieDce.  i'  faith,  QBotge. 

lYimnera  ery  tuithin].  Good  gentlemen  over  tbe  n^  seudj 
rehef:  Good  gentlemen  over  the  waj, — good  8ir  Ghidlrey ! 

jPjie.  He's  coma,  he's  ooma. 

Enler  SiB  GoDFBBr,  Edhokd,  md  NicnoLtS. 

ffie*.  Master,  that's  my  kinsman,  yonder,  in  the  buff  jet 
Kinxman,  that's  my  tmial«r,  yonder,  i'  tbe  CaSety  bit.   I^ 
aalule  bim  entirely. 

[Sib  GouFitBT  and  Idle  taluU,  and  Ptkboabd  cd 
Eduons. 

Sir  God.  Now  my  friend ,  [SiB  Godfugy  and  loLs  (alia 

fye.  May  I  partaJte  your  name,  Bit  ? 

Edm.  My  name  is  Mnister  Edmond. 

Pub.  Master Edmond P    Are  jou  not  aTV"eMinan,8irf 

Edm.  A  Welsbmaa  ?  why  P 

Pl/e.  Because  Muster  is  your  Cbrtstisn  name,  and  Sda 

Edm.  O  no :  I  have  more  names  at  home :  Uaster  Edl 
Plus  is  my  ^11  name  at  leu  ^h. 

P)/e.  0,  cry  you  mercy,  Sir, 

Idle  [oiiife  to  6llt  GkiDFBEY].  I  undenitAnd  that  rouffi 
kinsman's  good  master ;  and  in  regard  of  tihat,  the  best  d 
skill  is  at  your  service.  Btit  had  you  fortuned  ft  merertm_ 
and  made  no  means  to  me  by  acquuintaDce,  I  should bateuH 
denied  to  have  been  the mnn;  both  by  reaaon  of  the  act  <^ : 
liamentagunaC  conjurers  and  witches,  as  also,  b«amse  Iwi 
not  have  my  art  vulgar,  trite,  and  comn: 

Sir  Qod.  I  much  commend  your  c ,  „_„,  „,^ 

Doujurer ;  and  that  I  will  be  sure  to  have  it  private  enoujdt, 
shall  do't  in  my  aister's  house ;  mine  atrn  house  1  may  imil  it 
both  our  cbargoa  therein  are  proporlion'd* 

Idle.  Vary  good,  Sir.    What  may  I  call  your  loss.  Sir  F 

Sir  Qod.  O  you  may  call  it  a  great  loas,  a  grievous  loss.  Si: 
goodly  a  chain  of  gold.  Chough  I  say  it,  that  wore  it— Eo«r  a 
thou,  Nicholas  P 

Nich,  U  'twas  as  delicious  a  ohaiti  of  gold,  Hti«iniiB, 


■  We^v^  wv^ftv^v 
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is,  because  my  art  is  such,  that  by  it  I  may  gather  a 
sofallthinga 
{.  Ay,  venr  true. 

pox  of  au  foob !  The  excuse  stuck  upon  mj  toni^e 
ntoh  upoa  a  mariner's  gown,  not  to  come  off  in  haste. 
}3ifT  istty,  knic^t,  to  k>se  such  a  fair  chain  of  gold,  were 
.  Well,  I  can  put  you  in  this  good  comfort  ont :  if  it 
n  bfittven  and  earth,  knight,  I'll  nave  it  for  you. 
i.  A  wonderM  conjurer !  O  ay,  ^  between  heaven 
,  I  warrant  you ;  it  cannot  go  out  of  the  realm :  I  know 
rhere  above  the  earth ; — 

F,  nigher  the  earth  than  thou  wofst  on.  [Aside, 

i.  "Bot  fint,  my  chain  was  rich,  and  no  rich  thing  shall 
)  heaven,  you  know. 

Old  as  for  the  devil,  master,  he  has  no  need  on't ;  for 
he  has  a  grmt  chain  of  his  own. 
i.  Thou  sa/st  true,  Nicholas,  but  he  has  put  off  that 
biles  by  him. 

Vdth,  knight,  in  few  words,  I  presume  so  much  upon  the 
my  art^  tnat  I  could  warrant  your  chain  again. 
I  O  damty  captain ! 

[arry,  it  will  cost  me  much  sweat;  I  were  better  go  to 
»t-houses.* 

i.  Ay,  good  man,  I  warrant  thee, 
eside  sreat  vexation  of  kidney  and  liver. 
>,  'twill  tickle  you  hereabouts,  cousin ;  because  you  have 
usedto't. 

1  No,  have  you  not  been  used  to't,  captain  ? 
lague  of  all  fools  still !  [AsideJ]  Indeed,  knight,  I  have 
it  a  good  while,  and  therefore  twill  strain  me  so  much 
you  know, 
i  O,  it  will,  it  will 

Hiat  plunges  he  i^uts  me  to !  Were  not  this  knight  a 
1  been  twice  spoil'd  now.  That  captain 's  worse  than 
that  has  an  ass  to  his  kinsman.  'SToot,  I  fear  he  will 
Alt,  before  I  come  to't. — Now,  Sir,  to  come  to  the  point 
fou  see  I  stick  here  in  the  jaw  of  the  Marshalsea,  and 

i.  Tut,  tut,  I  know  thy  meaning:  thou  wouldst  say 
prisoner :  I  tell  thee  thou'rt  none, 
.owjione  ?  why,  is  not  this  the  Marshalsea? 
i.  Wilt  hear  me  speak  ?  I  heard  of  thy  rare  conjuring ; 
was  lost ;  I  sweat  for  thy  release,  * 
halt  do  the  like  at  home  for  me : — 

Unter  Eeepeb. 
fir. 

1  Speak,  is  not  this  man  firee? 
Tea,  at  his  pleasure,  Sir,  the  fees  discharged. 
1  Go,  go;  111  discharge  them,  L 

*  I.  e,  Imothels. 
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Step.  I  thank  your  woi 

W(«.  Now,  trurt  me,  yt  ,^    .     __ 

nected !    O,  there's  naitiing  to  a  free  gentleiaui.    1  will  conjure 
lurirou.  Sir,  till  fh>th  oome  through  my  huff  jerkin. 

Sir  Ood.  Nb^,  thee  Ihou  sbaiti  not  pnas  with  bo  little  a  boanlf  f 
for  Bl  the  Srgt  sight  of  my  chain  ognia,  forty  fine  aageb  sfanll  ^ 
pear  unto  thoe. 

Idle.  'Twill  be  a  glorious  show,  i' faith,  knight;  a  Terylhw 
Bhow.  But  are  all  iSeae  of  your  own  house  i"  Areyousu — ' 
tbnl^Sir? 

Sir  Ood.  Ay,  ay  ;- 
my  wild  nephew?    P_._, ^ „ 

Idle.  Who,  hep  He's  a  rare  friend  ot  mine,  aj 

kniijlit^  the  finext  fortune<t«llar. 

Sir  God.  O !  'tia  he  indeed,  that  rame  to  aijr  lady  m: 
forelold  tlie  lose  of  my  chain :  I  am  not  uiery  with  mm  ■—  ,  — 
1  see  'twas  my  fortune  to  lose  it.  By  your  leave,  maner  fortunt- 
teller,  I  had  a  elimpse  of  you  at  home,at  myaiBter's  thewWortl 
there  you  prophesied  of  the  loss  of  a  obain :  simple  *  tboaiii  I 
stand  here,  I  wu  he  that  loat  it. 

fue-  Was  it  you,  Sir? 

EdiH.  iy  raj  troth, nund^he's  tbe  rarest  fellow;  haitotdU 
my  fartiine  so  right ',  I  find  it  so  right  to  my  nature. 

Sir  Ood.  Whatis'tV  Godsend  it  a  good  one. 

Edm.  O.'tis  a  passing  good  ooe,  nunole;  for  he  af$  IM 
prove  such  on  excellent  guneeter  in  mj  time,  thai  I  sbill  qinl 
all  faster  than  my  father  got  it 

Sir  God.  There's  a  fortune  indeed. 

.£1^.  Nay,  it  hita  my  humour  eo  pat. 

SirGod.  Ay,  that  Will  he  the  end  on't.  WiU  the  cunanCto 
beggar  prevail  eo  much,  that  the  son  shall  cansume  thatfuolilUr 
whioh  the  father  got  craftily  ?  Ay,  ay,  ay ;  'tirili,  'twill,  twOL 

fl/e.  Slay,  stay,  stay. 

\Opent  an  Almanack,  and  taka  IDLX  uiAt 

Idle.  Turn  over,  Goorgo. 

Pfe,  June— July— Here,  July;  thal^a  thia  month;  8und>r 
thirteen,  yesterday  fourteen,  to-day  fifteen. 

Idle.  Look  quickly  for  the  flfl«enth  day.  If  within  the  rot»- 
paas  of  these  two  days  there  -would  be  some  tmisleroua  Blonn  « 
other,  it  would  be  the  best;  I'd  defer  him  ofi'  till  thai.  Sost 
tempest,  au  it  be  thy  will 

I^e.  Here's  the  fifteenth  day.    [Iteadi]  Sot  and  fair. 

Idle.  Puh  !  would  it  had  been  hoi  and  foul. 

Pge.  The  ^tceoth  da^ ;  that's  to-morrow :  [Seadt]  Tht  \ 
ins  for  the  moit  pari  fair  and  pleatant — 

Idle.  No  luck. 

P^e.  But  t^otit  hiffA-noon,  lightning  and  fhttndf*. 

Idle.  Lightning  and  thunder?  admirable!  best  of  lilt  Ht 
ooniure  to-morrow  just  at  high-noon,  Groo^^. 

£s'.  Happen  but  true  to-morrow,  almanack,  and  111  ginthM 
leave  to  lie  all  the  year  after. 
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Ar,  I  must  crave  your  patience,  to  bestow  this  day  upon 
1  majr  Aimish  myself  strongly.    I  sent  a  spirit  into 
le  f  otioer  day,  to  fetch  back  a  Knave  drover,  and  I  look 
•etum  this  evening.    To-morrow  morning  my  ftiend 
I  will  come  and  break&st  with  you. 
m2L  O,  you  shall  be  most  welcome. 
\xtii  wont  noon,  without  fiul,  I  purpose  to  coigure. 
od,  liid-noon  mil  be  a  fine  time  for  you. 
Conjuring  ?    Do  you  mean  to  conjure  at  our  house  to« 
Sir? 

liarry  do  L  Sir ;  'tis  my  intent,  voung  gentleman. 
By  my  troth,  HI  love  you  while  I  Eve  for't.    O  rare ! 
Lwe  ihall  have  colouring  to-morrow. 
ruh !  ay,  I  could  ha'  told  you  of  that. 
Us  he  could  have  told  him  of  that !  fool,  coxcomb,  could 

lAside. 
DojovL  hear  me.  Sir?  I  desire  more  acauaintance  on 
oa  shall  earn  some  money  of  me,  now  I  know  you  can 
^— but  can  you  fetch  any  that  is  lost  ? 
IXanything that's  lost. 

Why  look  you.  Sir,  I  tell  it  you  as  a  (Hend  and  a  con- 
[  should  marry  a  'pothecar/s  daughter,  and  'twas  told 
lost  her  maiden-h^  at  Stony-Stratford :  now  if  you'll 
0  much  as  conjure  for't,  and  make  all  whole  again — 
rhat  I  will.  Sir. 
By  my  troth  I  thank  you,  la. 
A.  little  merry  with  your  sister's  son,  Sir. 
od.  0,tL,  simple  young  man,  very  simple.  Come,  captain, 
,  Sir ;  we'll  ren  part  with  a  gallon  of  wine  till  to-morrow 
t. 


( 


Troth,  agreed.  Sir. 

Kinsman— scholar. 

Why  now  thou  art  a  good  knave ;  worth  a  hundred 

Its.* 

Am  I  indeed,  la?  I  thank  you  heartily,  la.        iSxeunt, 


ACT  IV. 

CSNS  J. — An  Apa/rtment  in  the  Widoto's  Soum, 
Snter  Maby  and  SiB  John  Penntdub. 

ohn.  But  I  hope  you  will  not  serve  a  knight  so,  gentle- 
will  you?  to  cashier  him,  and  cast  him  off  at  your 
3 !  What  do  you  think  I  was  dubb'd  for  nothing  ?    No, 
kith,  lady's  daughter. 

f.  P^,  Sir  John  Pennydub,  let  it  be  deferr'd  awhile.  I 
big  a  heart  to  marry  as  you  can  have ;  but  as  the  fortune- 
lid  me— 

*  Sectary,  bo  eaUed  ttom  Robert  Brown. 


i\o  oMt  his  water  ;t  is  that  any  matter  to  lis  f   I 

Wndor  our  Iotb  ?  Why  let  bira  be  hnnged,  now  I 
"Welt  have  I  rid  poflt  day  and  night,  to  bring  you  mei 
my  fatbor's  death,  and  now 

Mar».  Thy  fsllier's  death  P    Is  the  old  farmer  dead 

Sir  johi.  At  desd  as  bis  tnm-door.  Moll. 

Maty,  And  youll  keep  your  ward  with  me  x 
that  I  Bhull  have  my  coaoh  and  my  coachman  7 

~ir  Joltit, 

Sir  John.  Two. 

Maty.  A  guarded  lacliey  to 
oame  tnuhine  afler't  ? 

5<r  John.  Thou  ehalt,  Moll. 

Mary.  And  lo  let  me  have  money 
IwillF 

SirJoiit.  All  thifl. 

Mar;/,  Then,  come ;  whatioe'e 

together  hefore  the  maids  i'  the  lutchen. 


Enlfr  Wipow,  Feancbs,  and  Fbailtt 
Wid.  How,  now  ?    Where's  my  brother  Sir  God&l 
he  forth  this  morning  ? 
Frail,  0  no,  miulani ;  he's  above  at  breakraEt,  with 

Wid.  A  conjurer !    "What  m 

I'i-ait,  O,  a  wondrous   rare   ._  ._    . ._ 

upward,  fbr  Ite  goat  in  a  buffnrliiD.     He  ■ 


w  of  follow  is  he  ? 
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nm.  So  fiur,  and  yet  so  ouxming !  that* s  to  be  wondered  at, 
tier. 

ier  Sib  Oliyxb  Httckhill  and  Sib  Andbew  Tipstaff. 

r  Olio.  Bless  you,  sweet  lady. 

r  And,  And  you,  fiiir  mistreas.  [Exit  Frailty. 

^yL.  Goades !  what  do  you  mean,  gentlemen?  Tie,  did  I  not 

yoa  your  answers  ? 

wOlh.  Sweet  lady. 

^%d.  Well,  I  will  not  stick  with  you  for  a  kiss :  daughter,  kiss 

gefntleman  for  onoe. 

Vem,  Ye^  forsooth. 

irAnd.  rm  proud  of  such  a  favour. 

Tid.  Truly  la^  Sir  Oliver,  you're  much  to  blame,  to  come 

Lu  when  you  know  my  mind  so  well  delivered  as  a  widow 

Id  deliver  a  thing. 

Hr  OUv,  But  I  expect  a  further  comfort,  lady. 

VuL  Why  la  you  now !  did  I  not  desire  you  to  put  off  your 

i  quite  and  clean  when  you  came  to  me  again  P    How  say 

I?    Bid  I  not? 

fir  OUo,  But  the  a^cere  love  which  my  heart  bears  you— 

IFWL  Go  to,  m  cut  you  off :— And,  Sir  Oliver,  to  put  jrou  in 

nfort  afar  ofL  my  fortune  is  read  me ;  I  must  marry  again. 

Sir  OUo.  O  blest  fortune ! 

Wid.  But  not  as  long  as  I  can  choose :— nay.  111  hold  out 

0. 

Sr  OUo.  Yet  are  my  hopes  now  fairer. 

JSfUer  Fbailty. 

AviZ.  O  madam,  madam. 

WWb  Hoi^now  t  whafs  the  haste  ?  [Frailty  whispers  her, 
Skr  J%d,  'Faith,  Mistress  Frances,  I'll  maintain  you  gallantly. 
II  bring  you  to  court ;  wean  you  among  the  fair  society  of  ladies. 
lor  kinswomen  of  mine,  in  cloth  of  silver :  beside,  you  shall 
ne  your  monkey,  your  parrot,  and  your  musk-cat,  and  your 
■n,  Pisse,  Pisse. 
mm.  It  will  do  very  welL 

Wii.  What,  does  he  mean  to  conjure  here,  then  ?    How  shall 
do  to  be  rid  of  these  knights  ? — Please  you,  gentlemen,  to  walk 
ridle  in  the  garden,  to  gather  a  pink,  or  a  gillyflower  ? 
Xottw  With  all  our  hearts,  lady,  and  'count  us  favoured. 
\JBxeumt  SiB  Andrew,  Sir  Oliter,  and  Frailty.    The 
Widow  and  Frances  go  into  the  a4joining  room. 
BtrOod.  {wUhin'],    Step  in,   Nicholas;   look,   is  the  coast 
br? 

JUdk,  [wiihm].    O,  as  clear  as  a  caf  s  eye.  Sir. 
fir  Oad.  [within'].    Then  enter,  Gaptam  Conjurer. 

£Wfr  Sib  Godfrey,  Idle,  Pyeboabd,  Edmond,  and 

Nicholas. 

H«,W  like  yoa  TOOT  room.  Sir? 
^  0,  wonderfbl  convenient. 

*  Perbaja  be  means  a  lapdcg. 


B    PUKITiW. 


•U(<hil3l 


Edm.  I  can  teU  rou,  otplain,  EsmpV  t]ii>U(th  il  I 
thu  ^reat  room  in  my  mother's  house :  ae  daintf  a  muui 
jure  La,  metihmks — Why,  ;ou  may  bid,  1  cwuigt  li^  lioi 
devils  velcoms  in't ;  my  ather  has  hod  twenty  in'l  ttt  one 

iVft  What!  devils? 

EduL  Devils  1  no ;  deputies,— and  the  wisalthlcst  D 
oouldgeL 

Sir  Gad.  No; ,  put  b^  your  ohate  now :  bll  to  your  t 
roundly  r  the  resouet  of  tliB  dial  is  upon  Uie  ohrirt-" 
noon.  But  O,  hear  me,  capbuu;  a  quuliu  comes  c 
etomacb. 

IdU.  Why^  what's  the  matter.  Sir  ? 

Sir  Oed,  O,  bow  it  tke  devil  should  prove  a  knave,  i 


Ti~'d  too,  be  will  hnm  all  the  boards. 

IdU.  Mr  life  /or  yours.  Sir  Godf^. 

Sir  God.  My  sister  is  very  curious  and  dajat:);  of  tias  I 
can  tell  jou;  and  therefore  if  he  must  needs  spit^  Ipr^ 


up  with  so  Uttle  manners,  to  spit  and.  apawl  o'  the  floor, 
iHr  God.  Why,  I  thsrak  you,  giwd  captain ;  pnj  hns 


why,sssure  you.  Sir Godrrey, he  shall  notbel 
iBofittlemannerB.  tospit  andar'""'  -'"--  ■*-  — 
_.,  Jod.  Why,  I  thaok  you,  good  e.,„.. ,  ^.-,  _ 

floLE  and  FYRBOt.BD  retire  to  Ms  upper  end  of  the  rr. 
idl  U>  your  circle ;  we'll  not  trouble  you  I  warrant  you. 
we'll  into  the ne»t  room.;  and  because  we'll  be  sure  to k^ 
out  there,  we'll  bar  up  the  door  with  some  of  the  godly's 

Edm.  That  will  bs  a  fine  devi<:e,  nunde;  and  becaj 
ground  shall  be  as  holy  ss  the  door,  I'll  tear  two  or  l^ 
rieiX  in  pieces,  and  strew  the  pieces  about  the  ohunbet,  | 
nmg  and  l/niiider.'\    Oh  !  the  devil  already.  , 

[Sib  Gosfebt  ami  Eduoso  run  info  Iht  a^'oimH 
Pye.  'Sfoot,  captain,  speak  somewhat  tor  sbunei  it  I 
and  thunders  before  thou  wilt  begin.    Wliy,  when— 

Idle.  Pray,  peace,  George  i  thou'lt  make  me  laugh  an 
spoil  all,  [lAghltd'tg  atid  t 

Fi/e.  O,  now  it  begins  again ;  now,  now,  now,  captain. , 
Idle.  Skumboi  ragdauon  par  pyr  colvivndrum  hoiijilo 
SirGoA  lot  the  daorj.  O  admirable  conjurer  I  he  hie 
thunder  ilr^y. 


Fi/e.  Hark,  bark  !— aoin  captain. 
Tils.  .-"-■—■ -■-  '-    ' 


L. 


rdU.  ienjamiao  gatpoie  kay  gaegothotercm  umhroU, 

Sir  Ovd.  \_al  the  door}.    O,  I  would  the  devil  wont 

away  quick^ ;  he  has  no  VDUseience  to  put  a  man  to  tttal 

Idle,  FloitnU  kakoptartpoe  dragOHS  le/nomatoe  hodge  n 
Pge.  WeU  said,  oaptiuiL 


Ji 
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td,  [at  the  door].  So  long  a-ooming  ?  O,  would  I  had 
nn  it  now !  for  I  fear  me  these  roaring  tempests  will 
lU  the  fruits  of  the  earth,  and  tread  upon  my  corn— 

Lob— in  the  country. 
\gdegog  hobgobUn  hunJca  hounslow  hocJcleyte  coomb" 
park, 
ai  the  door].  O  hrother, brother,  what  a  tempest's  in 
sn !    Sure  there's  some  conjuration  abroad. 
>d.  ltd  the  door],  'Tis  at  home,  sister, 
(y-and-by  111  step  in,  captain. 
Yuno  mmc  rip-gaskins  ips  drip — dropite — 
>d.  lot  the  door].  He  drips  and  drops,  poor  man :  alas, 

Tow,  I  oome. 
y—eulphure  tooifaee. 

jTch-oonjurer,  what  wouldest  thou  with  me  ? 
d.  [atute  doorX  O,  the  devil,  sister,  in  the  dining- 
!  SmK»  sister ;  I  warrant  you  that  will  keep  him  out  :— 
o[uick^,  quickly. 

o,  80,  so;  I'll  release  thee.    Enough  captain,  enough : 
some  time  to  laugh  a  little :  They're  shuddering  ana 
)ry  this  time,  as  if  an  earthquake  were  in  their  kidneys. 
Inmh,  George,  how  was't,  how  was't  ?    Did  I  do't  well 

7'oult  belieye  me,  captain  ?  better  than  any  conjurer ; 
mm  no  harm  in  this,  and  yet  their  horrible  expectation 
welL  You  were  much  beholden  to  thunder  and  light- 
Ins  time ;  it  graced  you  well,  I  can  tell  jo\x. 
most  needs  say  so,  George.  Sirrah,  if  we  could  have 
.  hither  cleanly  a  cracker  or  a  fire-wheel,  it  had  been 
eu 

ftnrt,  blurt !  there's  nothing  remains  to  put  thee  to  pain 
tain. 

^dn?  I  protest,  George,  my  heels   are   sorer  than  a 
morris-dancer's. 

JTs  past  now;  onl^r  to  reveal  that  the  chain's  in  the 
^re  thou  know'st  it  has  lain  these  two  days. 
\\A  I  fear  that  fox  l^icholas  has  revealed  it  already. 
^  not,  captain ;  you  must  put  it  to  the  venture  now. 
time ;  <»U  upon  them,  take  pity  on  them ;  for  I  believe 
hem  are  in  a  pitiful  case  by  this  time, 
iir  Godfrey;  Nicholas,  kinsman.    'Sfoot  they're  fast  at  it 
rge.— Sir  Godfrey. 

d.  [ai  the  door].  O,  is  that  the  devil's  voice  ?    How 
to  know  my  name  P 
^ear  not,  Sir  Godfrey ;  all's  quieted. 

fiR  GoDFBEY,  the  Widow,  E&ances,  and  Nicholas. 

d.  WhaLishelaid? 

Mid. ;  and  has  newljr  dropped  your  chain  in  the  garden. 

d.  In  the  sporden  ?  in  our  garaea  ? 

r.  u 


{ 


r  BoGai 


IP7BBT,  FKAITCZS,  and  NlC) 

aCanjurer? 
Hjv  I  ««nie  in  nl^l;  i 
^>pi;  it  IB  oil  w  twae  at  fiisi,    Fearn 

£iif«r  Bduond. 

Ktmt.  O!  thii  room  *■  miafatil;  hot  i'  biUi.    >Slid,  a 

Am^  to  Bj  bell;  alreadj.    ubslBstcam  the  rogue  bw 

bind  him  I    Foh !  Uiii  room  must  be  air'd,  geatlemsn ;  )| 

homUr  of  bhnutone:  let's  opea  the  windowB.  ,; 

Pfe.  'Fiith,  Haiter  Edmond.  lis  but  four  ODDC«it      ' 

luim.  1  mxiM  jou  oould  make  me  believe  tiukt.  i'  fidlU 

do  jon  think  I  eauDot  ameil  bis  aaTour  from  another  I 

lake  it  kindlf  ^m  foa,  because  yon  would  not  put  me  i| 

i'  raiih.  On  my  troth,  I  ehall  love  you  ibr  this  the  hingeV 

'"'jdie.'  Puh,  'ti* 
Edm,  UxE,  D< 

lie  hanangs,  or  iiu. 

Pye.  C^jtain,  to  euterUin  a  little  ^rt  liU  tbef  00 
him  believe  you'll  abana  bim  invisible.     He*!  apt 
aDj'thmB,  ;ou  aee.    Let  me  alone  to  give  force  to  it. 
Jdle.  Go ;  retire  to  yonder  eni  then. 
Edm.  I  protest  fou  are  a  rare  fellow ;  ore  you  oatt 
Idle.  O  Master  Edmond,  you  know  but  the  least  p 
Why  now  at  tlus  instant  I  oould  but  floariafa 
»  o'er  your  head,  aod  charm  you  invisible. 


yet.    Why  a 

Ihriue  o'er  your  1      ,  ... 

Edni.^  yfiit'i  '■  joa  could  not  ?  make  me  walk  iUTisiblB 


Ml 


ihould  laugh  at  that  i'  Ihith.    Troth,  I'll  requite  yoii 

Ssu'll  do'l^  good  Captain  Conjurer. 
ay,  I  should  baroly  deny  you  eiich  a 
Edmond  Plus.     Why,  '-^-  —  -   "'-   - 


Idle,  You  see  the  fortune-taller  yonder,  at  hrthcF  «i| 
chaniber.  Go  toward  him  i  do  what  you  will  m1h  UbvI 
uv'er  lind  you.  h 

Edm,  Say  you  so  P    IT!  try  that  i'  faith.  [Jbrf 

J'jia.  Hownow,  oaptaiu?    Who's  that  jostled  me  F 

Idle.  Jostled  you  P    1  Ba«  nobody. 

Mdm,  HiL  hsi  ha  I    Say  'twtifi  a.  spirit. 

MU.  Shall  I  ?— May  be  eoine  spirit  that  hauntl 


LEW 


hat  hauntl  tttii 
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fe.  O  my  noee,  again  !    Pray  conjure  then,  captain. 

{Mk   Troth,  this  is  excellent ;  I  may  do  an^  knavery  now, 

nefver  he  seen.    And  now  I  rememher.  Sir  Godfrey,  my 

B  fhbii^ed  me  t'other  dav  and  told  tales  or  me  to  my  mother. 

h  now  I'm  inviaihleL  ril  hit  him  a  sound  wherret  on  the  ear, 

1  he  oomes  oat  o'  the  garden.    I  may  be  revenged  on  him 

finely. 


r  Ood*  I  have  my  chain  again ;  my  chain 's  found  again.    O 
ft  oaptain !   O  admirable  conjurer !    [£dmo 


Bnier  SiB  GoDFBET,  ihe  Widow,  and  Frances. 

found  aga 
ND  strikes  him.'] 
what  mean  you  by  that,  nephew  ? 

eIm.  Nephew  P    I  hope  you  do  not  know  me,  uncle  ? 

Id.  Why  did  you  strike  your  uncle.  Sir  P 

im.  Why,  captain,  am  I  not  invisible  P 

U«.  A  good  jest,  George.— Not  now  you  are  not.  Sir.    Why, 

not  you  see  me,  when  1  did  uncharm  you  ? 

'dm.  Not  I,  Yxf  my  troth,  captain. — Then  pray  vou  pardon 

Qnde ;  I  thought  I'd  been  invisible  when  I  struck  you. 

\r  Ood.  So,  you  would  do't  P    Go,  you're  a  foolish  boy ; 

L  wero  I  not  o'eroome  with  greater  joy, 

maka  you  taste  correction. 

lAik  CSorreotion!  pish.     No,  neither  you  nor  my  mother 

I  think  to  whip  me  as  ^'ou  have  done. 

ir  €hd.  Gaptom,  my  joy  is  such,  I  know  not  how  to  thank 
:  let  me  embrace  you.  O  my  sweet  chain !  gladness  e'en 
aei  me  giddv.  Bare  man !  'twas  just  i'  the  rosemary-bank, 
f  one  Bhonld  have  laid  it  there.  O  cunning,  cunning ! 
^  Well,  seeing  my  fortune  tells  me  I  must  marry,  let  me 
Ty^  ft  man  of  wi^  a  man  of  parts.  Here's  a  worthy  captain, 
'tis  a  fine  title  truly  la  to  be  a  captain's  wife.    A  captain's 

I I  it  goes  very  finely:  beside,  all  the  world  knows  that  a 
Ihr  oaptain  is  a  fit  companion  to  an^  lord ;  then  why  not  a 
Bl  Dod-fellow  for  any  hidy  ?    I'll  have  it  so. 

JSnier  Fbailty. 

Kb2L  O  mistress  — gentlemen— there's  the  bravest  sight 

ing  along  this  way. 

Id.  What  brave  raght? 

hdL  O,  one  going  to  burying,  and  another  going  to  hanging. 

^  Arueimsi^ht. 

ML  'Sfoot,  captain.  111  pawn  my  life  the  corporal 's  coflBn'd, 

old  Skirmish,  the  soldier,  going  to  execution ;  and  'tis  now 

•bout  the  time  of  his  waking.    Hold  out  a  little  longer. 

7  potion,  and  we  shall  have  excellent  admiration:  for  I'll 

upon  me  the  cure  of  him.  (UxeurU. 


US 


SCEIfS  m.—The  Street  bitfora  the  WiDOw'a  ffouJt 


Wid.' 


..I.  O  here  they  come,  here  they  ot 

),  N  aw  must  I  close  seoretly  with  the  soldier ;  preiwt 
ience,  or  else  all's  disoovered. 

.   -J.  0  Umentaibte  seeitiK !    These  were  those  broltaen  f 
foueht  and  bied  belbre  our  door. 

SirOod.  Wb&t!  they  were  not,  cistBTp 

SIcir.  George,  look  to  t :  I'll  pesch  at  Tybam  else. 

JVe.  Mum.— Geaties  sll,  vouchsafe  me  audience. 
And  you  eepecially,  good  Master  Sheldfl': 
Yon  man  ia  bouna  to  executJon, 
Because  he  wounded  this  thnt  now  lies  cofGn'd. 

Sier.  True,  true ;  he  shaJ  1  have  the  law,— and  I  know  the! 

Fye,  But  under  favour.  Master  Sheriff,  if  this  uuui  tiad '' 
cured  and  safe  aguu,  be  should  bale  been  releosed  tliiiii  t 

Sher,  Why  mnJfe  you  quostioD  of  that,  Sir? 

Fpe.   Then  I  release  him  freely;  and  will  UikeuponU 


death  that  be  should  <Ug,  if  within  a  little  Eeason  I  Si 

IL  dead  man  ?     That  wert  I 


him  to  bis  proper  health  agEun. 
"--.   Hnw,  "'-•  -  - 


strange  of  alL 

Fran.  Sweet  Sir,  I  love  you  dearly,  and  could  wish  iof1 
part  yours.    O  do  not  undertake  such  an  impossible  venlnn 

i'j«.  Love  you  me  ?    Then  for  jour  sweet  sake  III  dot 
me  entreat  the  oorpse  to  be  set  down. 

SAer.  Bearert  set  down  tr  "  "  "'"     ' 
worthy  Stowe's  Chronicle. 


J .,  ..  _e  should  prove  dead  indeed  dd  .,,  _.  ._ 

fully  revenged  upon  me  for  making  a  property  of  him :  jat  1 1 
rather  run  upon  the  ropes,*  than  uave  a  rope  like  a  letlert  t 
upon  me  P  O,  he  stirs !  he  stirs  again !  look,  gentlemen  I 
recovers '.  he  starts,  he  rises ! 

Sier.  O,  O,  defend  us  !    Out  alss  ! 

Fl/s.  Nay,  pray  be  still ;  you'll  make  him  more  giddy  elw. 
knows  noboay  yet. 

Oath.  Zounds,  where  am  I  ?     Covered  with  snow  t    I  tnv 

iV«.  Nay,  I  knew  lie  would  swear  the  Hrs6  thing  he  dii 
soon  aa  ever  he  oame  to  his  life  again. 

■  Fifty  rnpLih,  1. 1.  raguljili  tricks,  tban  be  handed. 
+  A  letter  l»  ring.wonn)  it  B  honiour  thM  (onns  IMelf  Into  ■  dude, 
tlii'a  he  compares  the  upetMloii   ""'  
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Jaik^  'Bfoot  hostesi.  some  hot  porridge.     O,  O !  lay  on  a 

911  of  tsmm  in  the  Moon  parlour,  there. 

FV«-  liMly*  J^"^  JXixsB^  needs  take  a  little  pity  of  him  i'  faitb, 

I  Mid  him  in  to  your  kitchen  fire. 

Wid,  O,  witii  all  my  heart,  Sir :  Nicholas  and  Frailty,  help  to 

r  Imnin. 

iifldk  Bear  him  in,  quoth-a !    Pray,  call  out  the  maids ;  I 

dl  Bfl^er  hare  the  heart  to  do't,  indeed  la. 

FVoiJL  Nor  I  neither ;  I  cannot  abide  to  handle  a  ghost,  of  all 

81. 

(kUk.  'Sblood,  let  me  see— where  was  I  drunk  last  night  ? 
hf 

Wa.  O  riiall  I  bid  yon  once  again  take  him  away  ? 
VMI.  Why,  we  are  as  fearfUl  as  you,  I  warrant  you.    Oh. 
IFtdL  Away,  villains !  bid  the  maids  make  him  a  caudle  pre- 
ilJjL  to  aettie  his  brain,-— or  a  posset  of  sack ;  quickly,  quickly. 
XSmemii  'Frailty  and  Nicholas,  pushing  in  the  Corporal, 
Bk&r,  Sir,  whatsoe'er  you  are,  I  do  more  than  admire  you. 
WidL  O  asTy  if  you  knew  all.  Master  Sheriff  as  you  shall  do,  you 
Mdd  ny  tben,  tiliat  here  were  two  of  the  rarest  men  within  the 
di  of  Christendom. 

Abr.  Two  of  them?    O  wonderful !— Officers,  I  discharge  ' 
lij  set  him  free:  all's  in  tune. 

SSr  €fod»  Ay,  and  a  banquet  ready  by  this  time,  Master  Sheriff; 
» irinoh  I  most  cheerfully  invite  you,  and  your  late  prisoner 
hm  Seeyouthisgoodly  chain.  Sir?  Mum!  no  more  words; 
ns  lost  and  is  found  a^n.  Gome,  my  inestimable  bullies, 
ifn  tdkof  your  noble  acts  m  sparkling  charnico  ;*  and  instead  of 
JBstar.  woU  have  the  ghost  in  the  white  sheet  sit  at  the  upper 
llof  file  tdble.t 

*.  Exoellent^  merry  man,  i'  faith ! 

[Sxeuwt  all  but  FsANCES. 
.  Wen,  seeing  I  am  eiyoin'd  to  love,  and  marry, 
Irfcolish  Yow  thus  I  cashier  to  air, 
fUflh  first  begot  it    Now,  Love,  play  thy  part ; 
m  idhdar  reiMlB  his  lecture  in  my  heart.  [Exit, 


ACT  V. 

SCSmS  L—The  Street  before  Me  Widow's  house. 
JBhder  EDMOin)  and  Fsailty. 

This  is  the  marriage  morning  for  my  mother  and  my 
Iter. 
JWnJL  O  me,  Master  Edmond !  we  shall  have  rare  doings. 

*  liBbonwine. 

t  Dr.  Fannar  thinks  this  was  intended  as  a  sneer  at  Macbeth. 


Edm.  NiiT,  ga.  Frailty,  ruo  to  tfas  sextion ;  ]iou  knon 
mother  will  be  imirried  at  Saint  AntlinE'B.  Hie  thee  -,  V»  | 
five;   Wd  thom  open   the   ohiirob-door:  my  «iil 

Frail.  What  alreodf,  Master  Edmond  7 

Edm.  Nay,  go ;  hie  thee.  First  run  U)  the  sexloD,  lod  nuN' 
thoolerk;aiiil  then  run  to  Master  PigmuQ  the  parson  ;Uid)h(P 
run  to  the  millmer,  and  then  run  home  agaiiL 

Frail.  Here's  run,  run,  run. 

Sdm.  But  hark,  Fruilty. 

Fi-aa.  What,  wore  yot? 

Edm.  Have  the  maiili  romemhered  to  streir  the  wif  to  tin 
ohuToh? 

Frait.  Fob !  an  hour  ago ;  I  helped  them  myBelf. 

Edm.  Awaj,  sway,  away,  away  then. 

JVfli/.  Away,  away,  away,  away  then,  [Sxit.  PrULH. 

Edm.  1  shall  lutve  a  simple  bther-in-law,  a  brave  cafilaui.iU* 
to  beat  all  our  street ;  Captain  Idle.  Kow  my  lady  mnlhsrwill 
be  fitted  Far  a  delicate  name ;  my  lad;  Idle,  my  lady  ldl»  I  tba 
finest  name  that  can  be  Tor  a  woman  t  and  then  the  mhoht, 
Maater  Pyetjoard,  for  my  sister  FranotM,  that  will  be  Mi*** 
Prances  Pyeboard ;  Miatresa  Frances  Pyeboard !  theyll  iMf  • 
good  table,  I  warrant  you.  Now  all  tbe  knights'  aosettttftt 
out  of  joint ;  they  may  go  to  a  bone-Better's  now. 

Enter  ISLB  aad  Pybboabd,  Kith  AtlendanU. 
Hark,  hark !  0,  who  oome  here  with  two  torches  before  th«' 
l&j  sweet  captain,  and  my  linesohoter,  O,  how  bravely  6m]Pt 
shot  up  in  one  night!  They  look  like  fine  Britons  do*  B^ 
thinks.  Here's  a  ^lant  change  i'  (aith  !  'Slid,  they  bawliittl 
men  and  all,  by  the  clock. 

Idle.  Master  Edmond ;  kind,  honest,  dainty  Master  EdoMai 

Edm.  Fob,  sweet  captain  f^ther-iu'law  I  A  rare  perTim 
i'Mth! 

Pug,  What,  are  the  brides  stirring  7  May  ne  Eleal  upon  IhcK 
thinVat  thou.  Master  Edmond? 

Edm.  Fob,  they're  e'en  upon  readiness,  I  can  awure  yon;  f* 
they  were  at  their  toroh  e'en  now :  by  the  game  t«ken  1  WifflHtd 
down  the  atau^. 

Pye.  Alas,  poor  Hast«r  Edmond. 

Elder  MwaciaM. 

TdU.  O,  the  musicians !  I  pr'ytbee.  Master  £diiuind, 
them,  and  liquor  them  a  little. 

Edm.  That  I  will,  snoot  oaptain  father-in-law ;  and  nuki 
of  them  as  drunk  as  a  oommun  Sddler,  \r 

SCENE  II.— The  lame. 
Enter  MlHT  (H  a  Baleoat/.  Ifc  her  below,  SlB  JOHM  PBBKITCI- 
Sir  John.  Whew  '.  Mistress  Moll,  Mistress  MolL 
Jfarf.  Who's  theTe! 
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'.  Who  ?  Sir  John  Pennydub  ?    O,  you're  an  early  oock 

Who  would  have  thought  you  to  be  so  rare  a  stirrer  ? 
ohn.  Pr'ythee.  MolL  let  me  come  up. 
',  No,  by  my  faith.  Sir  John ;  Pll  keep  you  down ;  for  you 
are  very  dangerous,  if  once  you  get  sibove. 
ohn.  ril  not  stay  i'  faith. 

',  V  faith  jou  shall  stay ;  for.  Sir  John,  you  must  note  the 
of  the  chmates :  ^our  northern  wencn  in  her  own  coun- 
'  well  hold  out  till  she  be  fifteen ;  but  if  she  touch  the 
inoe,  and  come  up  to  London,  here  the  chimes  go  pre- 
Iter  twelve. 

ohn,  O,  thou'rt  a  mad  wench,  Moll :  but  I  pr'ythee  make 
)r  the  priest  is  gone  before. 
',  Bo  you  follow  him ;  Til  not  be  long  after.        [Exeunt. 

VjB  ZZL—A  Boom  in  Sis  Oliybb  Muckhill's  Howe. 

Sib  Oliybb  Muckhill,  Sib  Andbew  Tipstaff,  and 

Skibmish. 

t2»o.  O  monstrous,  unheard-of  forgery ! 

jmL  Knifj^t,  I  never  heard  of  such  villany  in  our  own 

'  inmrhie. 

«»9.  Why,  tis  impossible.     Dare  you  maintain  your 

Dare  we?  even  to  their  weazon  pipes.  We  know  all 
lots :  they  cannot  squander  with  us.  They  have  knav- 
used  ui^  made  only  proi)erties  of  us,  to  advance  themselves 
or  shoulders;  but  they  shall  rue  their  abuses.  This 
K  thcgr  are  to  be  married. 

Hin.  'Tib  too  true.  Yet  if  the  widow  be  not  too  much 
L  on  sleights  and  forgeries,  the  revelation  of  their  villanies 
ke  them  loathsome.  And  to  that  end,  be  it  in  private  to 
ent  late  last  night  to  an  honourable  personage,  to  whom 
inch  indebted  in  kindness,  as  he  is  to  me ;  and  therefore 
d  upon  the  i)ayment  of  his  tongue,  and  that  he  will  lay 
•d  words  for  me :  and  to  speak  truth,  for  such  needful 
iSy  I  only  preserve  him  in  bond :  and  sometimes  he  may 
more  good  here  in  the  city  by  a  free  word  of  his  mouth, 
he  had  paid  one  half  in  hand,  and  took  doomsday  for 

fuL  In  troth.  Sir,  without  soothing*  be  it  spoken,  you 
iblkihed  much  judgment  in  these  few  words. 
>Uv.  Por  you  Know,  what  such  a  man  utters  will  be 
b  effectual  and  to  weighty  purpose ;  and  therefore  into 
ith  well  put  the  approved  theme  of  their  forgeries. 
And  m  maintain  it,  knight,  if  you'll  be  true. 

Unter  a  Seevant. 
)liv.  How  now,  fellow  ? 

*  Flattery. 


!96  Tnit  pmiTiN. 

Srr.  Maj  it  pletise  rou.  Sir,  mj  lord  ia  uenl;  ^t«d  hul 

Sir  Otiv.  Ia  mr  lord  come  already  ?    Uis  honour  "t  fsAf. 
You  see  he  tovea  me  well.    Up  before  seven  '. 
Trust  me,  I  have  found  him  Dight-cKpp'd  at  eleven. 
There's  Rood  hope  yet ;  oome,  1^1  relate  all  to  him.        [Em 

SCEyH  ir.—A  Slreel ;  a  Ch<m:i  appearing. 

Enter  IDLE.  Pteboabd,  Sia   GoDFBEr   emd  EDiiOiil);  i 
Vi'tDOW  i»  a  bridal,  ilretf ;  Sir  JoaN  FR!in-r9i7B,UUti 

FSiNCHB;  NiCHOLiB,  FSAitTr,  aad  olhtT  Attovlatli. 
litem  a  NOBLBUAN,  SlB  OXITEB  MUCKHII.L,l»(i  SIBAKDI 
TlPSTlFF. 


y  your  leave,  lady. 

Ijlord,; ■■ 

Nob.  Madam,  t 


Wid.  My  lord,  your  hoDOur  is  most  chrutety  weloome. 

.^06.  Madam,  thoueh  I  onme  dow  from  court,  I  come  I 

(latter  you.    Upon  nhooi  can  I  juE^tly  cael  tliis  blot,  baJi' 


uuruKu  forebead,  that  know  not  ink  from  milk?  mic.d 
ilind  besotting  in  the  slate  of  an  unbended  woman  tbat^  a '.  „_ 
'  -  ''^  --  the  property  of  atL  you  that  are  widows  (abimdfid 


,.-  -  indoyo 

are  beat  regarded;  who  hate  you  most 

there  be  twt  one  iwu  muongst  tea  tbousand  millioDs  tS  i 
that  ia  aocursed,  disastrous,  and  evilly  plaaeted :  whom  PWt 
beats  most,  nhnm  God  hat^  most,  and  nil  societies  estaam  ll 
that  man  is  sure  to  be  a  husbaod.  Such  is  IJie  peeriah  n 
that  rules  your  bloods.  An  impudent  fellow  hest  wooes  n 
llatlering  hp  beet  wins  you ;  or  in  a  mirtb,  who  tallis  roughl 
is  moat  sweeteal :  nor  can  you  distinguish  truth  from  forge 
miste  from  simplicity  :  witness  thoso  two  deceitful  moiutui^ 
you  have  enlertaiaed  for  bridegroomB. 

Wid.  DeooitM! 

Put.  All  will  out 

liU.  "Stoat,  who  has  blabb'd,  fieor^  7  that  fooligh  Niebol 

Nob.  For  what  they  have  besotted  your  easy  blood  wi^iali ' 
nought  but  inrgeriea :  the  fortune- telling  for  husbands,  the 
juring  for  the  chain  Sir  Godfrey  heard  the  falsehood  c^ 
nothmg  but  mere  knaTery,  deceit,  and  cozenage. 

Wld.  O  wonderful  I  indeed  I  wondcr'd  that  my  huebwtd, 
all  his  oraft,  could  not  keep  binwelf  out  of  pur^tory. 

Sir  Ood.  And  I  more  wonder'd,  that  my  chain  abould  beg 
and  my  tailor  had  none  of  it. 

Marg.  And  I  wondcr'd  most  ot  all,  that  I  should  be  tied 
marriage,  having  such  a  mind  to  it.  Come,  Sir  John  Pennj 
fur  neatner  on  our  side :  ^^ho  moon  ha ^  changed  since  ja 
ni^t,  ^ 

JV».  Theatingorevery  evil  is  within  me, 

Ifob,  And  that  you  may  perceive  I  feifin  not  witli  yoHifa 
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k  tellow-sntor  in  those  forBeries ;  nho  full  of  spleen  and  eovy 
*'-'"  KtKuddea  advancemeuls,  revealodall  tlieir  plot  in  uager. 
.  3asa  soldier,  to  resea]  ub  ! 

Wid.  Is't  possible  we  should  be  blinded  so,  and  our  ejies  open  ? 

Vob.  Widow,  will  jou  now  believe  that  false  whioh  too  soon 

fcbelieved  true  ? 

JPid.  0,  to  my  aliarae,  I  do. 

Sir  Qod.  But  under  favour,  my  lord,  my  ohain  was  truly  lost. 


r.  ftxi.  How,  Sir  P 
ir.  N«y  I'll  j)rovB  it ;  ftr  the  ohain  was  but  hid  in  the  ross- 
j-baak  all  thiswbile;  and  tbougat'at  him  out  of  prison  to 
"  ^  for  it,  who  did  it  admirably,  mstianly ;  for  indeed  what 


With  mine  own  bauds. 

yich.  Dear  mneter  !  O  ! 

yi/h.  Nay,  kniahiu  dwell  hx  patience.  And  now,  widow,  being 
so  near  the  church,  twere  groat  pily,  nay  uncharity,  to  sand  you 
home  again  without  a  busied.  Uraw  nearer,  ynu  of  true  wor- 
dlip,  state,  and  credit ;  that  should  not  stand  so  far  off  from  a 
widow,  and  suifer  foreed  shapes  ia  come  between  you.  Not  that 
in.  these  I  blemish  the  true  title  of  a  caiitiiin,  or  blot  the  lair 
iD&rgent  of  a  scholar ;  for  I  honcmr  worllty  ana  deserving  parts 
in  the  one,  and  cherish  ftTiitful  virtues  in  the  other.  Come  lady, 
md  you,  nr^n^  bestow  ^our  eyes  and  your  purest  afibotions  upon 
men  of  estamatioo  both  in  court  and  city,  that  have  lonn  wooed 
joa,  and  both  with  their  hearts  and  wealth  sinoerely  love  you. 

Sir  Ood.  Good  sinter,  do.  Sweet  httle  Franke,  these  ore  men 
'tit  reputation :  you  shall  be  welcome  at  court ;  a  great  credit  for 
—^lizen.— Sweet  sister. 

Jpi.  Come,  her  idience  does  consent  tu't. 

JW.  I  know  not  with  what  face— 

jkb.  Pob,  poh,  with  your  own  face ;  they  desire  no  other. 

Wid.  Pardon  me,  worthy   Sirs,   I   and  my  daughter  have 

init'd  your  loves, 

Jir  Oliv.  "Tia  easily  pardon'd,  kdy,  if  you  vouohsafe  it  now. 

W'id.  With  all  my  souL 
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From,  And  I  with  all  my  heart. 

Jfory.  And  I,  S^  John,  with  soul,  hearty  Hg^ts,  a&d  lU. 

Sir  John.  They  are  all  mine,  MolL 

Nob,  Now,  lac^: 
What  honest  spirit,  but  will  applaud  your  choioe. 
And  gladly  Aimish  }[ou  with  hand  and  yoioe  P 
A  happy  change,  which  makes  even  heaTen  ngoice. 
Come,  enter  into  your  joys;  you  shall  not  want 
For  fathers,  now :  I  douot  it  not,  believe  me, 
But  that  you  shall  haye  hands  enough  to  give  ya* 

*  I,  e.  those  of  the  fltToarmg  audience. 


YORKSHIRE  TRAGEDY. 


A  TOKKSHIEE  TRA&KDT. 


"  A  BoosB  railed  A  Torkshire  Traeedy"  wsa  entered  iT 
Tbomu  FOiiier  at  Stationers'  KaH,  Ma;  2, 1608,  and  the  plii,  or 
rather  interlude,  wbh  printed  by  him  in  the  same  year,  undatt* 
title  of  "  A  Yorkshirs  Tr^edy,  not  eo  new  as  InmentsJlIe  I 
true."    The  murder  on  which  this  short  drama  ig  founded 
oommitted  in  1604,  and  a  hoUad  waa  made  upon  it  in  the  follinF- 
ing  yew,  of  which  prohably  this  tragedy  ia  only  an  enlai?emait 
The  fact  is  thus  related  in  "  Stowe'a  Chronicle,"  anno  IGlHi 
"  Walter  Calverly  of  Calverly  in  Yorkshire  Eaquier,  murdied 
2  othisyouog  children,  stabbed  hia  wife  into  the  bodie  with  [nQ 
purpoBB  to  have  murdred  her,  and  instantly  went  ihim  bis  ho 
to  have  sloine  his  youngest  child  at  nune,  but  was  preven' 
For  which  fact  at  his  trikll  in  Torke  hee  stood  mut«,  Mid 
judged  to  he  prestto  death,  nooording  to  which  judgment  he 
executed  at  the  castell  of  Yorke  the  Gth  of  Ausoet." 

The  piece  before  ua  was  aolcd  at  the  Globe,  t<^etherwilh  tin* 
other  short  dramas  that  were  represented  on  the  same  day  nndef 
the  name  of  "All's  One,"  aa  appears  from  one  of  the  litto  of  U» 
iiuano,  1608,  which  nine  thus :  "  Mi's  One,  or  one  of  the  fbnM 
plaiea  in  one,  called  a  Yorkshire  Tragedy ;  as  it  was  plud  by  ttw 
king's  mtuestie's  pliuers."    Shakspeare's  name  is  affixed  Ic  tkv 

Malone  could  form  no  decided  opinion  about  this  play. 

"  The  Torkahire  Tragedy,"  saya  Dr.  Farmer,  "  bu  been 
quently  called  Shakspeore'a  earliest  attempt  in  the  drama;  bu* 
most  oertninly  it  was  not  written  by  our  poet  at  all" 

Hazlitt  a»;ribes  it  rather  to  Heywood. 


V  YORKSHIRE  TRAGEDY. 


PEBSONS  BEPBESENTED. 


kND. 

IE  OF  A  COLLEGE. 
QHT,  «  Magistrate. 
iAL  GEMTLEMSN. 

»•  1 

I,     \8erwmta. 


Other  SERVANTS  and  OFFICERS. 
A  LITTLE  BOY,  fas. 


WIFE. 

MAID  SERVANT. 


BcENE.— Calverly,  in  Yorkshire. 


ACTL 

SCENE  L—A  JRoam  in  CaUerly  Sail, 
Enter  Oliver  and  Baxfh. 

I.  Sirrah  Balph,  my  young  mistress  is  in  such  a  pitiful 

wte  humour  for  the  long  absence  of  her^love — 

fk.  WhyjOan  you  blame  ner  ?  Why,  apples  hanging  longer 

I  tree  than  when  they  are  ripe,  malce  so  many  faUmgs;  so 

lenohflB,  because  they  are  not  gathered  in  time,  are  rain  to 

ff  themselyes,  and  wen  'tis  common  you  know  for  every 

I  taike  tiiem  up. 

I.  Mass  thou  tty'st  true,  'tis  common  indeed.    But  sirrah, 

her  our  young  master  retum'd,  nor  our  fellow  Sam  come 

jondoo  r 

pAw  Neither  of  either,  as  the  puritan  bawd  says.    'Slid  I 

am.   Sam's  come ;  here  he  is ;  come  i'  faith ;  now  my  nose 

finrnews. 

.  And  so  does  mine  elbow. 

L  \wUhiin\.  Where  are  you  there  ?  Boy,  look  you  walk  my 

inth  disdretion.    I  have  rid  him  simplv :  I  warrant  his 

aoks  to  his  back  with  very  heat.    If  he  should  catch  cold 

it  the  oon^  of  the  lungs,  I  were  well  served,  were  I  not  ? 

J^^Sah. 

at,  Balph  and  Oliver ! 

I.  Honest  fellow  Sam,  welcome  i'  faith.    Wh&t  tnfik&  Vi'8&\> 

mmght  AtfiB  London  F 


\ 
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Sam.  Ton  tee  I  am  liang*d  after  tlis  truest  ttubion ;  thn 
hatd,  and  two  glofiaes  bobbing  utkiii  them ;  two  rebato  wire*  uim 
my  breoet,  a  cap-case  by  my  Bide,  it  brush  at  1117  back,  an  aum- 
nack  in  my  pocket,  and  three  ballads  in  my  codpiece.  Ht},  I 
am  the  true  picture  or  a ' 

Oliv.  rU  swear  thou  a.,, _,_ . . 

there's  many  a  one  begins  with  less,  I  can  tell  thee,  tbat  pronf 
a  rich  maji  ere  be  dies.  But  wbat's  the  news  from  LodIu, 
Sam? 

Salpi.  Ay,  that's  well  SBid;  wbat's  the  news  from  LoMini 
airrah  P    My  young  miirtieas  keeps  suoh  a  pnlinji  for  bei  loie. 

Sum.  Wby  the  more  fool  she;  ay.themoremunyhainnietlti. 

Oiis.  Why,  Sam,  why? 

iSan.  Why,  be  U  married  to  anoUier  long  1^0. 

SotH.  1' faith?  Tou  jest.  .^ 

Sam.  Why,  did  yoQ  not  Tcnow  that  till  now?  Whr,  b 
married,  beate  his  wife,  and  has  tiro  or  tbree  children  VH 

For  you  must  note,  that  any  woman  bears  the  r "■—  ■'^ 

is  beaten. 

Salph.  Ay,  tbaf  I  true,  for  she  bears  the  blows.  ^^ 

0W».  Sinih  Sam,  I  would  not  tor  two  rears'  wagw  my  yonl 
mistress  knew  10  mnch  ;  she'd  run  upon  the  left  handof  nerin 
and  ne'er  be  her  own  womnn  dkud. 

Sam.  And  I  think  ehe  were  West  in  her  cradle,  had  he  oe 
come  in  her  bed.  Why,  he  has  consumed  all,  pawn'd  his  1m 
Qud  made  bie  uniTerncy  brotber  stand  in  wax  (or  him  :*  thfl 
aflnenlirasefora  scriTener.  Fuh!  he  owes  marelbaDhia  J 
is  worth. 

Olit.  la't  pofsible  ? 

Sam.  Nay.  I'll  teU    , ,-..„ 

familiarly  as  one  would  call  Moll  and  Doll :  and  bi» 

bastards,  Bs  naturally  as  can  be.— Hut  what  havewa  herof 
thought  'twas  something  pulled  down  my  breeches  ;  I  quita  » 
got  my  two  poking  sticks :+  those  came  from  London,  NoHiny 
thtnij  a  good  here  that  comes  from  London. 

0/™.  Ay,  far  fetch'd,  you  know,  Sam,!— But  speak  in  TiM 
conscience  i'fhith;  hate  not  we  as  good  poking  stieb  >  •»• 
country  ag  need  to  be  put  in  the  fire  ? 

Safa.  The  mind  of  a  thing  is  all ;  the  mind  of  a  thing  _ 
and  as  thou  xuidst  even  now,  lar-feteh'd  are  the  best  tl^p  tor 

Oliv.  Ay,  and  for  wailing  Rentlewomen  too. 
Sam.  But  Balpb,  what,  IS  our  beer  sour  this  thunder ' 
Salph,  No,  no,  it  holds  oounlennnce  fet, 
Sam.  Why  then  follow  mc  :  I'll  teach  you  the 
tobe  drunk  in;  I  learned  it  a.t  London  last  week. 
Soli.  V  Mth  ?  Let's  hear  it,  let's  hear  it.  . 

Sam.  Thebravesthumourl  twould doamangoodlobednw 

*  Bntflr  Into  »  bond. 
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■:  they  csU  it  liniglitiag  in  London,  when  ihej  drink  upon 

h.  'Faitb  thai's  excellent. 

I.  Come,  follow  me ;  I'll  give  you  all  the  degrees  ot  it  in 

SCENS  IT.—AwHer  Aparlmimi  in  the  tame. 

Enter  Wife. 

Wjf*.  What  nill  become  of  ns  P    All  wUl  awny : 
_Riiifihand  never  oeaaes  in  eipense, 
3(itb  to  conmune  bus  credit  and  his  nonse ; 
And  'lis  aet  down  b;  heaven's  just  decree, 


And  this  not  all,  but  that  which  kills  me  most, 
M'hen  be  recounts  his  losses  and  fklse  fortunes. 
The  weakness  of  bis  stale  bo  much  deiected, 
Hot  aa  amun  repeutaut,  but  half  mad, 
He  sits,  and  sulleolj  lick.i  up  hig  arms , 
PorgetUDg  hsavcD,  looks  downward;  which  toaikes  him 
Appear  so  dreadful  that  he  rrighls  my  heart ; 
Walks  heavilf,  as  if  his  9oul  were  earth ; 
Tlot  penitent  ror  those  his  sins  are  past, 
But  vex'd  his  money  cannot  make  them  last : 
A  fearful  melajicholf ,  ungodly  sorrow. 
jondOT  he  comes ;  now  in  despite  of  ilia 
lapeak  Xo  him,  and  I  will  hear  him  speak, 
|d  do  my  best  tu  drive  it  from  his  heart. 
Entsr  HtrSBiSn. 
r.  Pox  o' the  last  throw  I    It  made  five  hundred  angela 
-_ji  from  m;  sight    I'm  damn'd,  I'm  damn'd ; 
Eutaels '  have  iorsook  me.    Nay  it  is 
UDlv  true ;  for  he  that  has  no  coin 
nnd  in  thia  world ;  he  is  gone,  he's  gone. 
.  Dear  husband. 
. . .  O !  moat  punishment  of  all,  I  have  a  wife. 
'ifii.  I  do  entreat  you,  as  you  love  your  soul, 
the  cause  of  this  your  discouleut, 
A  veugeance  strip  thee  naked  1  thou  art  causo, 
quality,  property ;  thou,  thou,  thou.  [Exif. 

„  3.  Bad  tum'd  to  worse ;  both  beggary  of  the  soul 
of  the  body ; — and  so  much  unlike 
self  at  first,  as  if  sOmo  vexed  spirit 
got  his  form  upon  him.    He  oomes  again. 

qulhbte  between  mgila  rf  heaven,  and  angd,  the  go\4  ciAn. 


1 


Se-enUr  HusBiJiD, 
He  says  1  am  the  csuse :  I  never  yet 
Spoke  lem  tban  words  ot  duCT  and  of  love. 

Rtu.  If  aArriaKB  be  bonoumble,  then  cuckolds  sie  Ixn 
able,  [oT  tliey  caanot  be  made  without  muriage.  Foal '  t 
meant  I  to  marry  to  get  beggitrs  ?  Now  moBt  m;  eldst  H 
a  knaTc  or  notbiog;  he  OBQiiat  live  upon  the  fool,  Cir  ba 
have  DO  land  to  maintain  him.  That  mortEsge  siUlikeaB 
upon  mine  inheritance,  and  makes  me  oEew  upon  iiDo. 
Becond  son  must  bo  a  promoter ; '  and  my  third  a  thie^  I 
imder-putter;  n  slave  pander.  Oh  Wgsrf,  b^ggntr,  to' 
base  lasea  dost  thou  put  a  man  I  1  think  the  devuwxmuta 
bawd;  he  bears  bimBelrmoreproiidty,tiasmare  care  ofbitQI 
BaK  slavish,  abjaot,  filthy  poverty  ! 

Wife.  Good  Sir,  by  all  our  vows  I  do  bcsceoh  you. 
Show  me  the  true  cause  o  f  your  discontent. 

But.  Money,  money,  money ;  and  thou  must  supply  me. 

WVt-  Alas,  I  am  the  least  cause  of  your  discontent ; 
Yet  whW  is  mine,  eithisr  in  rinaa  or  jewels, 
Use  to  your  own  desire ;  but  I  beseech  you, 
Ab  you  are  a.  geDtleman  by  many  bloode.t 


_  -U  have  been  father  tr.. 
Hut.  Puh  X  baatiu^E,  bastardy  bastards ;  begot  in 

Wife,  Heaven  knows  how  those  words  wrong  me 
Endure  these  griefs  amons  a  thousand  mare. 

0  call  to  mind  your  lauds  aJreody  morl^niaed. 
Yourself  wound  into  debts,  your  hopelm  hrothee 
At  the  university  in  bonds  for  you,  ■ 
Like  to  be  seii'd  upon ;  and J 

Bui.  Have  done,  thou  harlot,  H 

Whom  thouih  for  fashion-sake  I  married,  H 

1  never  could  abide.  Think'st  thou,  thy  words  ^ 
Shall  kill  my  pleasures  ?  FallolTlo  thJ  fHends;" 
Thou  and  thy  bastards  beg  j  I  will  not  bate 

A  whit  in  humour.    Midcught,  still  I  love  you. 
And  revel  in  your  company  !    Ourb'd  in ! 
Shall  it  be  said  in  all  societies, 
That  I  broke  custom  F  that  I  flagg'd  in  money 
No,  those  thy  jewels  I  will  play  as  froBlj 
As  when  my  stat«  was  fullest. 
»"(/■«.  Be  it  so. 
.Sui,  Nay,  I  protest  (and  take  that  for  ai 

I  will  for  ever  hold  thee  in  oontompt, 

And  never  touch  the  sheets  that  cover  the^ 

But  be  divoreed  in  bed.  till  Uiou  consent 
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owry  shall  be  sold,  to  give  new  life 

those  pleasures  which  I  most  aflfeot 

'9,  Sir,  do  but  turn  a  gentle  eye  on  me, 

rhat  tne  law  shall  give  me  leave  to  do, 

hallcOmmaDd. 

\  Look  it  be  done.    Shall  I  want  dust^ 

ike  a  slave  wear  nothing  in  my  pockets 

[Molds  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
17  bare  hands,  to  fill  them  up  with  nails  P 
311  against  my  blood  !*    Let  it  be  done ; 
never  made  to  be  a  looker  on, 
'd  to  dioe ;  I'll  shake  the  drabs  myself, 
aake  tiiem  yield :  I  say,  look  it  be  done. 
"e,  I  take  my  leave :  it  shalL  IJSxit, 

\  Speedily,  speedily, 
the  very  hour  I  chose  a  wife : 
ible,  trouble !    Three  children,  like  three  evils. 
on  me.    Fie^  fie,  fie !    Strumpet  and  bastards ! 

JSInter  three  Qbntlemek. 

ipet  and  bastards ! 

tni.  Still  do  these  loathsome  thoughts  jar  on  your  tongue? 
elf  to  stain  the  honour  of  your  wife, 
descended  ?    Those  whom  men  call  mad, 
iger  others ;  but  he's  more  than  mad 
vounds  himself  J  whose  own  words  do  proclaim 
als  uigust,  to  soil  his  better  name 
ot  fit :  I  nray,  forsake  it 
eni.  Good  Sir,  let  modesty  reprove  you. 
eni.  Let  honest  kindness  sway  so  much  with  you. 
r.  Gk)od  den  ;t  I  thank  you,  Sir ;  how  do  you  ?    Adieu ! 
slad  to  see  you.    Farewell  instructions,  admonitions ! 

IJSxeunt  Gentlemen. 

JSnier  a  Sesyant. 

DOW,  sirrah  ?    What  would  you  ? 

.'  Only  to  certify  you.  Sir,  that  my  misixiess  was  met  by  the 

by  them  who  were  sent  for  her  up  to  London  by  her 

urable  uncle,  your  worship's  late  guardian. 

L  80,  Sir,  Uien  she  is  gone ;  and  so  may  voube; 

it  her  look  the  thing  be  done  she  wots  of, 

U  will  stand  more  pleasant  than  her  house 

•me.  [UxU  SsBYANT. 

JSnter  a  GENTLEMAN. 

il  Well  or  ill  met,  1  care  not. 

I.  No,  nor  I. 

it  I  am  come  with  con^dence  to  chide  you. 

i.  Who?  me? 

)  me  ?    Do't  finely,  then :  let  it  not  move  me : 

rthoa  chid'st  me  angry,  I  shall  strike. 

*I,  e,  aiylBciiaatkm,  t  Good  evexu 
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Omt.  Strike  tbine  nwn  fbUi«a,  for  'tis  they  deeerre  I 

To  be  well  beaten.    We  are  noir  in  private ;  | 

There's  none  but  thou  and  1.    Tbou  art  tond  and  peunsli  ;* 
An  unolcan  ripter;  thj  Innds  and  credit 
lis  now  bath  aick  of  a  consumption :  ' 

I  ajD  Borry  for  thee.    That  man  spends  wilJi  shiuue 


Qent.  No,  thou  shnJt  he&r  me  further. 
Thy  btber'a  and  forefathers'  north;  honours, 
Whiuh  were  our  county's  monumentfi,  our  ffXiM,  * 
PoUies  in  thee  begiri  now  to  deface.  f 

The  ipting-time  of  thy  youth  did  fairl;  pronuM    . 
Such  a  most  fruitful  summer  to  th;  fnends, 
ItBC         ^---^ ...-- 


This  voice  into  M  pUcea  will  be  hurl  d— 
Thou  and  the  devil  have  deceived  the  world. 

^Hi.  I'll  not  endure  thee. 

Gent.  But  of  iill  the  worrt, 
Thy  virtuDUB  wife,  right  honourably  allied, 
IThou  hsst  proclaiui'd  a  strumpet. 

Sm.  Nay,  then,  1  know  thev ; 
Thou  art  her  uhunpion,  lliou ;  her  priTUte  friend  ;  i 
The  party  you  wot  on.f 

Gent,  O  igDOble  thought  1 
I  am  past  my  patient  blood..    Shall  I  stand  idl^   i 
And  see  my  reputation  touoh'd  to  death  i 

M*t.  It  has  gall'd  you,  this ;  baailf 

Oent,  No,  monster ;  I  will  prove 
Hrtboughte did onlj;  tend  to Tirtuous love 

^Hi.  Love  of  her  virtues  f  there  it  goes. 

Oent.  Base  spirit, 
To  lay  thy  hate  upon  the  frnitfiil  honour 
Of  thine  own  bed!  [I%fy.fisJU,  andOeKveBUmiii 

Stw.  Oh !  ^ 

Oent.  Wilt  thou  yield  it  yet  ? 

But.  Sir,  Sir,  I  hare  not  done  with  jon. 

Oent.  I  hope,  nor  ne'er  shall  do.  [  TTietJitU  « 

Myi.  Have  you  got  tricks  ?    Are  jou  in  cunning  wiui  at. 

Oenl.  No,  ^riajn  and  right ; 
He  needs  no  cunning^  that  for  truth  dotb  lii^ht. 

ffug.  Hard  fortune  1  am  I  levell'd  with  the  ground  P 
G««i.  Now,  Sir,  you  lie  at  mercy. 
"■■1.  Aj^  you  slaye. 

te  ihould  bring  laa  lo  onr  grave  1 


o™i.  a/oh, a  — 

Tou  Bee,  my  sword  "b  not  tbiret;  for  you 


life: 
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n  sorrier  for  jour  wound  than  you  yourself. 

i^re  of  ft  virtuous  liouse ;  show  virtuous  deeds ; 

I  not  your  honour,  'tis  your  folly  bleeds. 

.<^  good  has  been  expected  in  vour  life ; 

loel  not  all  men's  hopes :  you  have  a  wife, 

id  and  obedient ;  heap  not  wrongful  shame 

hef  and  your  posterity ;  let  only  sin  be  sore^ 

Iby  thitf  fidl,  rite  never  to  fall  more. 

i  80 1  leave  you.  [  "Koni' 

Tm.  Has  the  dog  left  me,  then, 

er  his  tooth  has  left  me  ?    O,  my  heart 

wld  ftun  leap  after  him.    Bevenge,  I  sa^ ; 

I  mad  to  be  revenged.    My  strumpet  wife, 

I  Uiy  quarrel  that  rips  thus  my  flesh, 

1  makes  my  breast  spit  Uood ;— but  thou  shalt  bleed. 

Muish'd  P  got  down  P  unable  even  to  sneak  ? 

«y  'tis  want  of  money  makes  men  weak : 

,  Tns  that  o'erthrew  me :  I'd  ne'er  been  down  else.      [Exit, 

8CENJS IH. — Another  Room  in  the  scune. 
Snter  WiFE,  in  a  riding  tnU,  and  a  SebyakT. 

^.  "EMth,  mistrees,  if  it  might  not  be  presumption 
me  to  tell  you  so,  for  his  excuse 
1  had  small  reason,  knowing  his  abuse. 
V\fe.  I  grant  I  haa ;  but  alas, 
ly  riiouKl  our  fiiults  at  home  be  spread  abroad  P 
grief  enough  within  doors.    At  first  sight 
le  uncle  could  run  o'er  his  prodigal  life 
perfectly  as  if  his  serious  eye 

I  number'd  all  his  follies : 

3w  of  his  mortgaged  lands,  his  Mends  in  bonds, 
Qself  wither'd  with  debts ;  and  in  that  minute 

I I  added  his  usage  and  unkindness, 

ouki  have  confounded  every  thought  of  good : 
ere  now,  fathering  his  riots  on  his  youth, 
ieh  time  and  tame  experience  will  shake  ofl^ — 
wing  his  kindness  to  me  (as  I  emooth'd  him 
kh  all  the  skill  I  had,  though  his  deserts 
\  in  form  u^er  than  an  unshaped  bear), 
I  ready  to  prefer  him  to  some  office 
I nlaoe  ttt  court;  a  good  and  sure  relief 
BU  his  stooping  fortunes.    'Twill  be  a  means,  I  hope, 
make  new  league  between  us,  and  redeem 
I  virtues  with  nis  lands. 

br.  I  should  think  so,  mistress.  If  he  should  not  now  be 
id  to  you.  and  k>ve  you,  and  cherish  you  up,  I  should  think  the 
ril  himself  kept  open  house  in  him. 

W^  I  doabv  not  but  he  will.  Now  pr'ythee  leave  me;  I 
■k  I  hear  him  ooming. 

ir.  lamoone.  \.£xU. 

^ift.  By  fhif  jood  ineanB  I  shall  preserve  my  lands, 
msmM^  iiamad  out  afusurersrbaaidis, 

X  2 
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1 

money  f^wl 


y  liuebiuid. 

Unler  Hvsbasb. 

BW.  Now,  we  you  coniB?  "Where's  the  moneyT^' 
ttiB money,  la  the  rubbish  sold?  those  wiae-acrei^routii 
Why  when  ?  Tbe  money  ?  Wbere  is  it  ?  Pour  it  Qaiw ;  i 
with  it,  down  with  it:  1  aaj,  pour*!  ott  the  Bround;  leTil 
let's  see  it. 

Wife.  Good  Sir,  keep  but  in  patienca,  and  I  hope  my  1 
ghim  like'  jott  well.  1  bring  you  batter  comfort  Uumtnol 
my  dowry. 

iTuj.  Ha  I  What's  Ihit  ? 

wife.  Pray,  do  not  fright  me,  Sir,  but  vouchsefe  ma  be 
My  uncle,  Elad  ot  your  kmdness  tomeondmildnsaselfq 
made  it  to  him),  hath,  \u  pity  of  your  deolinins  fortane( 
vided  a  place  for  jou  at  court,  of  worth  and  credit;  wa 
much  o^erioyed  me— 

Hus.  Out  on  thee,  filth  !  over  and  overjoyed,  when  T'mi 
moat  ?  i^urru  Aw.]  Thou  politic  whore,  subliler  Ual 
devilk  was  ihis  thy  journey  tonuock?  to  set  down  IbB  hisk 
me,  01  my  atate  and  ibrtunes  ?  Shall  I  that  dedicated  nw 
pl^sure,  be  now  conRned  in  service?  to  crouch  and  «tia( 
anoldmiiD,  i'tliehams;+niy  hatotff  I  that  coulil  oeW 
fo  uncover  my  head  i'the  clmroli?  BaEcslut!  tliiamil 
thy  QomplunbL 

Wife.  0,  heaven  knows 
That  my  complaints  were  praisee,  and  best  words. 
Of  you  ojiii  your  estate.    Only,  my  friends 
Knew  of  your  mortgaged  lands,  an-' 
Of  every  accident  before  1  came. 


To  show  a  natural  care  in  their  rehefi). 
Yet  I'll  forget  myself  to  calm  your  blood: 
Consuma  it,  as  your  pleasure  coun^ls  yoo. 
And  all  I  wish  even  leniency  affords ; 
Give  mo  but  pleasant  looks  and  modest  wordi.  J 
Sua.  Money,  whore,  money,  or  I'll—  .  " 

Enter  a  Seutiht  hattilti. 
"What  the  devil !  Hownow  !  thy  hofily  m 


•.  May  it  pleaoe  you,  8 

Sia.  What  \  mny  I  not  look  upon     , 
Speak,  viibiu,  or  I  will  execute  the  point  oi 
Quiuk,  short 

Sar.  Why,  Sir,  a  gentleman  from  the  Dmve] 
Bpeak  with  yoo. 
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tf.  Prom  the  University  ?  so ;  TJniTersity  :~ihat  long  word 

through  me.  [HxU, 

jfe.  Was  ever  wife  so  wretchedly  beset  ? 

not  this  news  stepped  in  between,  the  point 

offei^d  violence  unto  my  breast. 

.  which  some  women  call  great  misery, 

lid  show  but  little  here ;  would  scarce  be  seen 

mg  my  miseries.    I  may  compare, 

wretched  fortunes,  with  all  wives  that  are. 

ling  will  please  him,  until  all  be  nothing. 

Alls  it  slavery  to  be  preferred ; 

loe  of  credit,  a  base  servitude. 

it  sbidl  become  of  me,  and  my  poor  children, 

here,  and  one  at  nurse  ?  my  pretty  beggars  ! 
I  how  Buin  with  a  i)alsied  hand 
nfl  to  shake  this  ancient  seat  to  dust : 
heavy  weight  of  sorrow  draws  my  lids 
r  my  dankish*  eyes :  I  can  scarce  see ; 

gnef  will  hist ;— it  wakes  and  sleeps  with  me.  lExit. 

8CJSNE IV, — Another  Apartment  in  the  same. 
Enter  HuSBAin)  and  the  Masteb  of  a  College. 

w.  Please  you  draw  near,  Sir;  you're  exceeding  welcome. 
Mf.  That's  my  doubt ;  I  fear  I  come  not  to  be  welcome. 
iM.  Tea,  howsoever. 

M<.  *ThR  not  my  fashion.  Sir,  to  dwell  in  long  circumstance, 
to  be  plain  and  effectual ;  therefore  to  the  purpose.  The 
e  of  my  setting  forth  was  piteous  and  lamentable.  That 
ifhl  young  gentleman  your  brother,  whose  virtues  we  all 
dearly,  tnrough  your  default  and  unnatural  negligence  lies 
K>nd  executed  for  your  debt, — a  prisoner;  all  his  studies 
secLt  his  hope  struck  dead,  and  the  pride  of  his  youth  muf- 
in  these  dark  clouds  of  oppression. 
fiw.  Umph,  umph,  umph ! 

latL  O  you  have  killed  the  towardest  hope  of  all  our  Uni- 
ity :  wherefore,  without  repentance  and  amends,  expect  pon- 
)U8  and  sudden  judgments  to  fall  grievously  upon  you.  x  our 
:her,  a  man  who  profited  in  his  divine  employments,  and 
ht  have  made  ten  thousand  souls  fit  for  heaven,  is  now  by 
r  careless  courses  cast  into  prison,  which  you  must  answer 
.  and  assare  your  spirit  it  will  come  home  at  length. 
hi.  OGod!  oh! 

taei.  Wise  men  think  ill  of  you ;  others  speak  ill  of  you ;  no 
1  loves  you:  nay,  even  those  whom  honesty  condemns 
demn  vou :  And  take  this  from  the  virtuous  affection  I  bear 
I  brother ;  never  look  for  prosperous  hour,  good  thoughts, 
Bi  sleep,  contented  walks,  nor  anjiihing  that  makes  man  per- 
vt  till  you  redeem  him.  What  is  your  answer  ?  How  will 
I  bestow  him  ?  Upon  desperate  misery,  or  better  hopes  ?— I 
Sir  till  1  hear  your  answer. 

*  /.  e.  moistened.  t  /.  e.  Btanned. 

t  I.e.  perfectly  happy. 


Bui.  Sir,  you  'ba.ve  much  wrouBht  witb  rae;  , 

nul :  jou  STB  your  art's  master.    I  uever  biS  (ennn 
lour  sjllubles  have  cleft  me.    Both  for  your  t~~' — ' 
thank  you.    I  caonot bulaoknowledgepievDU.  . — r-^^r 
mj  brother ;  mighty,  mighly^,  mightj,  mighty  wrtinp.   ^^K 

Unter  a  Semaitt. 

ifu.  Pill  me  a  banl  or  trbe.    [Exit  Serveml.]    AIM/ 
brother,  bruiBBd  with  an  execolJOD  for  my  «ake ! 

Mail.  A  bruiee  iadeed  makes  mui]'  h  mortaJ  sore. 
Till  the  grave  cure  them. 

Se-mJer  Senctnl  mth  mint. 

JIiu.  Sir,  I  begin  to  you ;  you've  chid  jour  weioome. 

Maat.  1  could  have  niahea  it  better  for  your  eaJie.    I  pW 
you,  Sir :— To  Ihe  Idoii  man  in  prison. 

Rfiw,  Let  it  be  bo.    Now,  ^r,  if  you  pleise  do  soend  but  1 1 

minutes  in  a  walk  about  my  grounda  below,  my - 

attend  you.  I  doubt  not  but  by  that  time  to  be  furDiihedec 
uiffideot  aaewer,  luid  ther^o  my  brother  fully  satiBliel 

Mail.  Good  Sir,  in  that  the  aneels  would  bo  pleBied, 
And  the  world's  murmura  is.lm'd ;  nod  1  aboula  eay, 
1  set  forth  then  upon  a  laoky  day. 

[ExaaHl  Masteb  osd 

Ria.  0  thou  confused  man !    Tliy  plesaant  saxt  hate 

thee:  thy  damnation  baa  begpred  thee.  Thu  heaven  dm 
say  we  muat  not  sin,  and  yel  made  womeo  '.  ^ve  our  wn 
wuy  to  find  pleasure,  which  being  found,  ounfounda  uit  IF 
should  we  know  those  thin  gs*  so  much  inisuae  ua  ?  O,  mn 
virtue  bad  beeu  forbidden  I  We  ebould  then  have  prond 
virtuous ;  for  'tis  our  blood  ta  love  what  we  are  forlndden.  B 
not  drunkenness  been  forbidden,  what  man  would  bive  ta 
fool  to  a  beast^  and  zuny  to  a  swine, — to  ahotv  tricks  in  the  ini 
What  a  there  in  three  dice,t  to  make  a  man  draw  thrice  tju 
tboasand  acres  into  the  compass  of  a  tittle  round  labl^  and  v, 
the  gentleman'H  pal^y  in  the  band  shake  out  bis  noetenty,  thtCl 
or  beggars?  'Tia  done;  1  have dont  i' fsiti :  terrible, borril 
misery !— How  wellj  was  I  left  1  Very  well,  very  weU.  1 
lands  ahowed  like  a  full  moon  about  me;  but  now  the  moon^ 
tbe  last  quarter.— wanint!,  wiming;  and  I  am  mad  to  tbii&^'~ 
moon  was  mine;  mine  sod  my  iktber's,  and  my  *     '"" 

reraljous,  generations. — Down  goes  the  house  i 
'n  it  sinks.  Now  is  the  oajne  a  beggar ;  begsi 
name  which  hundreds  of  years  has  mode  this  shire  E 
and  my  posterity  runs  out.  In  my  seed  five  are  mi 
I 1™ ir. :..  : ^  ^y  brother's  gBoler,iny 


oonliiBun. 

fIVarflti* 

them?§    O,  my  brother 'B 

plored  KiOi  thm' 
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In  execation  among  deyils  that 

Btratoh  him  and  make  him  give  ;*  and  I  in  want^ 

got  able  for  to  live,  nor  to  redeem  him ! 
ivinea  and  dyin^  men  may  talk  of  hell, 
Biift  in  my  heart  its  several  torments  dwell ; 
Slavery  and  misery.    Who,  in  this  case, 
Would  not  take  up  money  upon  his  soul  P 
flKwn  \as  salvation,  live  at  interest  ? 
I  that  did  ever  in  abundance  dwell, 
Jto  me  to  want,  exceeds  the  throes  of  hell. 

Whiter  a  little  Boy  with  a  top  and  scourge. 

Son.  What  ul  you,  &ther?  Are  you  not  well?  I  cannot 
•oourge  my  top  as  Ions  as  you  stand  so.  You  take  up  all  the 
room  with  your  wide  Tegs.  Puh !  vou  cannot  make  me  afraid 
mth  this ;  i  fear  no  vizards,  nor  bugDears.t 

[^Se  takes  up  the  child  by  the  skirts  of  his  long  coat  with 
one  hand,  and  draws  his  dagger  with  the  other, 

JSus,  dp.  Sir,  for  here  thou  hast  no  inheritance  left.  1 

Son.  O,  what  will  you  do,  father  ?    I  am  your  white  boy. 

Bus.  ThoM.  shalt  be  my  red  boy ;  take  that.  \_8trikes  him. 

Son.  O,  you  hurt  me,  fother. 

Sus.  My  eldest  beggar. 
Thou  shalt  not  live  to  ask  an  usurer  bread ; 
To  cry  at  a  great  man's  gate ;  or  follow, 
Oood  pour  honour,  by  a  coach ;  no,  nor  your  brother : 
^Eis  charity  to  brain  you. 

Son.  How  shall  I  learn,  now  my  head 's  broke  ? 

Mus.  Bleed,  bleed.  [Stabs  him. 

Bather  than  beg.    Be  not  thy  name's  disgrace : 
Sbum  thou  thy  fortunes  first ;  if  they  be  base, 
Come  view  thy  second  brothers.    Pates !  My  children's  blood 
Shall  spin  into  your  faces ;  you  shall  see. 
How  confidently  we  scorn  beggary !  ISxit  with  his  SoK. 

8CJSNJS  r. 

A.  Maid  diseoffered  with  a  Child  in  her  arms  ;  the  Mother  on  a 

couch  by  her,  asleep. 

Maid.  Sleep,  sweet  babe ;  sorrow  makes  thy  mother  sleep : 
It  bodes  small  good  when  heaviness  falls  so  deep. 
Hush,  pret^  boy ;  thy  hopes  might  have  been  better. 
Tia  lost  at  dice,  wiiat  ancient  honour  won  : 
Hard,  when  the  father  plays  away  the  son ! 
Nothing  but  misery  serves  in  this  house ; 
Bain  and  desolation.    Oh ! 

Hwter  HnSBAin),  with  his  Son  bleeding. 
Mus.  Whore,  give  me  that  boy.  [Strives  with  her  for  the  child. 

*  Leather  when  stretched  is  said  to  give. 

t  The  diild  mistakes  the  distortions  of  real  passion  for  grimaces  exhi- 
Uted  only  with  a  sportive  intention  to  frighten  him. 

t  He  means  that  lus  child  having  nothmg  left  on  earth,  he  "ntUL  qcdA. 
liim  to  heaven. 
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Maid.  O  help,  help !  Out  aha '.  rourdar,  murder ! 
ffm.  Are  you  goseiping,  jou  pratinf!,  rturdy  quenn  f 
ni  break  jour  okmour  wiliyaur  neck.    ]>ovm  aluirs; 
Tumble,  tmnblo  headlong.    So  ^— 

[Se  liroiBS  her  doiBH  a»d  aloii  On  lim. 
The  surest  way  to  chanu*  a  woman's  tongue, 
la— break  her  neck ;  a  poliSdaii  did  it.+ 

Son.  Mother,  mother ;  I  am  kill'd,  mother.      [WlFB  « 

Wife.  Ha,  nbo's  that  prisd  ?   O  me  1  m;  cbildmi ! 
Both,  both,  bloodf  bloodr  1  f  Calchei  up  Die  toungta  dlilA 

^B*.  Strumpet,  let  go  the  boy,  let  ro  tha  beggar. 

Wife.  O  my  street  husband  \ 

Hue.  Filth,  barlot. 

TVifs,  O,  what  will  you  do,  dear  husband  ? 

Mui.  Give  me  the  bustard. 

wye.  Your  own  aweet  boy — 

Svj.  There  ore  too  nmny  beBgars. 

Wife.  Good  my  hueband— 

JBut,  Dost  thou  prerent  me  still  ? 

Wife.  O  God  1 

JI%M.  Have  at  his  heart.  [Slabr  ai  lie  Mid  in  irrf 

Wife.  O,  my  dear  boy ! 

Stu.  Brat,  thou  ahalt  not  live  to  9ha.me  thy  house — 

Wife.  Ob  heaTen  1  [SAf  u  hurl,  and  nnif  it 

Una,  And  perish ! — Now  be  gone : 

There's  whoies  enough,  and  want  would  make  thee  Oiu. 


Bm.  Bn^e  slave,  my  vassal  I 
Com'stthou  between  my  fury  to  quesiion  me:' 

Ser.  "Were  you  the  devil,  I  would  hold  you,  Sir. 

Man.  Hold  me  F  Presumption!  I'll  undo  thee  for  it 

Ser.  'Sblood,  you  bate  undone  us  all,  Sir. 

Mut.  Tug  at  thy  master? 

Ser.  Tug  at  a  monster. 

Jfvi.  Have  I  no  power?  shall  my  slave  fetter  ma? 

Ser.  Nay  then  the  devil  wrestles ;  I  am  thrown. 

Ifw.  Ovillaia!  now  I'll  tug  thee,  now  111  tear  thee ; 
Set  qiiiek  spurs  to  my  vassal  :^  bruise  him,  trample  him. 
So ;  I  think  tbou  wilt  not  folion  me  in  haste. 
My  horse  stands  ready  saddled.  '  ' 
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8CJSNB  VI,—Cowrt  before  the  House. 

JEnier  HuSBAin) ;  to  him  the  Mastes  of  the  College, 

Matt,  How  is  it  with  yon.  Sir  ? 

BflunkByou  look  of  a  mstracted  colour. 

B»9,  inio,  I,  Sir?  'Tis  but  your  fancy. 

eMe  you  walk  in,  Sir,  and  I'll  soon  resolve  you : 

mnt  one  small  part  to  make  up  the  sum, 

sd  then  my  brother  shall  rest  satisfied. 

MdiL  I  shall  be  §^d  to  see  it :  Sir,  Til  attend  you.     [JExeunt 

8CENB  Vn.-'A  Boom  in  the  Souse. 

The  WlFB,  Sesyant,  and  Childben  discovered. 

8er.  Oh,  I  am  scarce  able  to  heave  up  myself, 
JB  has  so  bruised' me  with  his  devilish  weight, 
ad  torn  my  flesh  with  his  blood-hasty  spur : 
.  man  before  of  easy  constitution,    . 
iD  DOW  Hell-power  suppUed,  to  his  soul's  wrong : 
I  how  damnation  can  make  weak  men  strong ! 

Elder  the  Mastes  cf  the  College  and  two  Sebyants. 

&r.  O  the  most  piteous  deed.  Sir,  since  you  came ! 

Mast.  A  deadly  greeting !  Hath  he  summ'd  up  these 
)o  atisfy  his  brother  ?    Here's  another ; 
ind  by  the  bleeding  infieaits,  the  dead  mother. 

W^e.  Oh !  ho ! 

Mast.  Surgeons!  surgeons!  she  recovers  life : — 
)m  of  his  men  all  fiunt  and  bloodied ! 

1 8er.  Follow ;  our  murderous  master  has  took  horse 
3o  till  his  child  at  nurse.    O,  follow  quicklv. 

Mast.  I  am  the  readiest ;  it  shall  be  my  charge 
M  raise  the  town  upon  him. 

1 8er.  Good  Sir,  do  follow  him. 

lExeunt  Masteb  and  two  Sebyants. 

Wife.  O  my  children ! 

1 8er.  How  is  it  with  my  most  afflicted  mistress  ? 

Wife.  Why  do  I  now  recover  ?  Why  half  Uve, 
3o  see  my  cmldren  bleed  before  mine  eyes  ? 
k  aght  able  to  kill  a  mother's  breast,  without 
\sk  exeoationer. — ^What,  art  thou  mangled  too  ? 

1 8er.  I,  thinking  to  prevent  what  his  quick  mischiefs 
lid  so  soon  acted,  came  and  rush'd  upon  him. 
fe straggled;  but  a  fouler  strength  than  his 
l^tfthrew  me  with  his  arms :  then  did  he  bruise  me, 
ind  rent  my  flesh,  and  robb  d  me  of  my  hair ; 
ikB  a  man  mad  in  execution, 
lade  me  unfit  to  rise  and  follow  him. 

Wlifk.  What  is  it  has  beguiled  him  of  all  graoe^ 
uid  ft^le  away  humanity  from  his  breast  ? 
bd^r  bis  (dmdren,  purpose  to  kill  his  wife, 
uid^ofl  his  MrvBotv-' 


Enter  a  Sbbvabt.  ^^^^H 

r>  lesTB  tMB  most  accursed  pl*^^^^| 
bMn.  ^^^H 

blood,  innocent  blood :  ^^^^^H 

lis  chamber  with  full  hands,      ^^S^B 
m  long  Da  the  house  stands.  t^^ 

ENS  mi— A  Sigh  Baad. 


Enter  a  Sbbvabt. 

„ ,._  to lesTB  Uiis  most  Bccuraed pi 

A  HUr^on  vraitA  wibMn- 

n'ifi:.  Willing  to  leave  it? 
Tta  guilty  of  sweet  blood,  innocent  blood; 
Miliar  has  t«>k  this  chuuber  with  full  hands, 
And  nill  ne'er  out  ss  long  na  the  house  stands. 
SCENE  mi.— A  High  Saad. 
Enter  HtrBBiNB.    ffe  falU. 

Bui.  O  itnmblinB  jade,  the  spavin  ovectoke  liee ! 
The  fifty  diseased  stop  thee  '.' 
Oh,  I  am  sorely  bruised  I    Plague  founder  Ihee ! 
Thou  runn'st  aC  ease  and  pleasure.    Heart  of  chance  I 
To  throw  me  now,  within  a  flightf  o'  the  ' 
In  Buoh  plain  even  ground  too !  'Sfoot^  a 


le  town, 


^  Ha  !  I  hi 


1,  like  hue  and  Gry. 


Up,  up,  and  rtrurele  to  thy  horee ;  make  or 
Diapttioh  that  little  beraiir,  and  all'fl  done. 

SCrv  vUhin.\  Here,  here ;  thia  waj,  this  way.  ' 
fiM.  Atmyliaolt!  Oh, 
What  &t«  have  I !  my  hmha  deny  mo  go. 
Mj  will  is  barred;  begEwy  o'aioiH  a  part. 
O  could  I  here  reach  to  the  infimf s  heart  1 

Enter  the  MiSTEB  of  tit  College  thrte  GbiitLKIISH,  « 
Attendants  witk  halberdi. 

All.  Here,  here ;  yonder,  yonder.  _ 

Mml.  Unnatural,  flinty,  more  than  horbaioustj 
The  ScythianB,  or  the  marble-hearlM  Fate^        -^ 
Could  not  have  acted  more  remorpelosB  deeds, 
In  thur  relentleaa  natureo,  than  these  of  thine. 
Was  this  the  answer  I  loDg  waited  on  ? 
The  aaliafaotion  tor  thy  prison'd  hrother  ? 

£w.  Why,  he  can  have  no  more  of  us  than  ou 
And  some  or  them  want  hut  Beaing. 

1  Qait.  Great  sins  have  made  him  impudent 

Matt.  He  haa  shed  so  much  blood,  that ' 

3  Oenl.  Away  with  him,  bear  him  to  thi 
A.  gentleman  of  worshiii  dwells  at  hand : 
Tt^re  shall  his  deeds  be  blamed. 

Mm.  Why,  dl  the  better. 
Hf  ^ory  'tis  (o  have  my  action  koomi 


SB'd  of  0 


n  that  grief: 
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SCJENJE  2X    A  Boom  in  the  House  of  a  Magigtrate, 
JEnier  a  Ehight  ctnd  three  GSNTLEansN. 

Kmg^-  Endangered  so  his  wife  ?  murder'd  his  children  P 

1  Gfent.  So  the  cry  goes. 

XaighL  I  am  sorr^  i  e'er  knew  him ; 
Ehifc  ever  he  took  life  and  natural  being 
Pran  Buoh  an  honoured  stock,  and  fair  descent, 
EU  this  black  minute  without  stain  or  blemish. 

1  GhtU,  Here  come  the  men. 

BiUer  Masteb  cf  the  College,  <f-e.  with  the  Prisoner. 

Kwighi.  The  serpent  of  his  house  !*  I  am  sorry 
fortius  time,  that  I  am  in  place  of  justice. 

Uari,  Please  yoo.  Sir— 

Imght.  Do  not  repeat  it  twice ;  I  know  too  much : 
wodd  it  had  ne'er  been  thought  on !    Sir,  1  bleed  for  you. 
^  QhKt,  Your  fikther's  sorrows  are  alive  m  me. 
^bat  made  you  show  such  monstrous  crueltv  ? 

Aw.  In  a  word.  Sir.  I  have  consumed  all  plaved  away  long- 
jcn;  and  I  thought  it  the  charitablest  deed  1  could  do,  to  cozen 
nmuy,  and  knock  my  bouse  o*  the  head. 

Knght,  O,  in  a  cooler  blood  you  will  repent  it. 

ITiu.  I  repent  now  that  one  is  left  unkiil'd ; 
Jiilffat  at  nurse.    I  would  full  fain  have  wean'd him. 

Kmight.  Well,  I  do  not  think,  but  in  to-morrow's  judgment, 
^Die  terror  will  sit  closer  to  your  soul, 
"Wlien  the  dread  thought  of  death  remembers  f  you : 
Ub  fturther  which,  take  this  sad  voice  from  me, 
Ifever  was  act  play'd  more  unnaturally. 

JZm.  I  tiiank  you.  Sir. 
.£m^A<.  Go  lead  lum  to  the  gaol : 
where  justice  claims  all,  there  must  pity  fail. 

Bnu.  Come,  come;  away  with  me.        [Exeunt  Husband,  Jj^'e, 

JiatL  Sir^  you  deserve  the  worship  of  your  place : 
would  all  did  so !  In  you  the  law  is  grace. 

Kmght.  It  is  my  wish  it  should  be  so. — Buinous  man  ! 
^  desolation  of  his  house,  the  blot 
Vnm  his  predecessors'  honour'd  name! 
!liiit  man  is  nearest  shame,  that  is  past  shamct  [Exeunt. 

8CENB  X.— Before  Calverly  HdU. 

2rfer  Husband  guarded,  Masteb  of  the  College,  GENTLEMEN, 

and  Attendants. 

^ -Hw.  I  am  right  against  my  house,— seat  of  my  ancestors : 
I W  my  veife  s  alive,  but  much  endanger'd. 
Ufc  me  entreat  to  speak  with  her,  before 
^  prison  gripe  ma 


*BeGMne  he  had  destroyed  his  whole  family,  as  the  serpent  of  Aaron. 

<  <L  e.  comes  upon  yon. 

<  it.  nencst  topubUc,  who  ia  lost  to  private  shame. 
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H 


w  F  Eind  to  me  P  Did  I  not  wound  tllM? 


Mil  WlPB  ii  brosgU  in 

Otnt.  Be«,  here  ehe  conies  of  herself. 

Wife.  O  my  »«eet  husband,  luj  dear  distressed  husUoil, 
Now  in  tbe  bands  at  unrelenting  laws, 
My  greatest  sorrow,  my  eitremest  bleecUng; 
Now  my  soul  bleeds, 

ifiwBownt     

Left  Ibee  for  di 

Wif''  Tut,  far,  far  greater  wounds  did  my  breast  feel ; 
TJnhuidness  atrikeii  a  deeper  wound  than  Bteel. 
Tou  have  been  still  unkind  Iti  iqb. 

Hut.  'Futb,  and  so  1  tbink  1  have ; 
I  did  my  muidera  roughly  out  of  band, 
Tiespemtie  and  sudden :  but  tbou  hast  derised 
A  nne  way  now  to  kill  me :  thou  baet  given  m 
Seven  wounds  apiece.    Novr  glides  the  devil  Ctom  a 
Departs  at  every  joint :  beavea  up  my  nails. 
O  oatch  him  torments  that  were  ne'er  invented  1 
Bind  him  one  thousand  more,*  you  blessed  ongeU, 
In  that  pit  bottomless '.    Let  him  not  rise 
To  make  men  act  unnatural  tragedies ; 
To  spread  into  a  father,  and  in  fury 
Make  him  his  children  Beiecutioner; 
Murder  his  wife,  his  servants,  and  who  not  7- 
IW  that  man's  dark,  whi>re  heaven  u  quite  tori 

Wife.  O  ray  repentant  husband  I 

Stu.  O  my  dear  soul,  whom  I  too  much  have 
For  death  1  die,  aud  for  this  have  I  lang'd. 

wye.  Tbou  pbouldEt  not.,  be  assured,  for  these  fa 
If  tjie  law  could  forgive  as  soon  us  I. 

[The  two  ciiM 

ffw.  "What  fight  is  yonder  ? 

Wife.  O,  our  two  bleeding  boys, 
Loid  forth  upon  the  threshold. 

Sut.  Here's  weight  enough  to  make  aheart-strir 
O  were  it  lawful  that  your  pretty  suuls 
Might  look  from  heaven  into  your  father's  eyes, 
Then  should  you  see  tbe  penitent  glasses  melt. 
And  both  your  murders  shoot  upon  my  cheeks  It 


And  both  your  murders  shoot  upon  mj 
Uut  you  are  plajing  in  the  angels'  laps, 
And  vrill  Dot  look  on  me,  wbo,  void  of  g 
Kill'd  you  in  beggary. 

0  that  I  might  mr  wishes  now  attain,  _ 

1  should  then  vrish  you  living  were  a^in. 
Though  I  did  b^  with  you,  which  thing  1  fear'd; 
O,  'twas  the  enemy  my  eyes  ^o  blear'd  !l 

0,  would  you  could  pray  heaven  me  to  forgive, 
That  will  unto  my  end  repentant  live  I 


^ 
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t  makes  me  e'en  forget  all  other  sorrows, 

ipart  with  this. 

►me,  will  you  go  ? 

11  kiss  the  blood  I  spilt,  and  then  Til  go : 

3  bloodied,  well  may  my  lips  be  so. 

dear  wife ;  now  thou  and  I  must  part ; 

rrongs  repent  me  with  my  heart. 

>  stay ;  tnou  shalt  not  go. 

hafs  but  in  vain ;  you  see  it  must  be  so. 
^e  bloody  ashes  of  my  bo}[s ! 
nments  are  their  eternal  joys.* 
father  look  into  my  deeds, 
their  heirs  may  prosper,  while  mine  bleeds. 

lExeunt  HusBAND  and  OfficeBS. 
If  ore  wretched  am  I  now  in  this  distress, 
aer  sorrows  made  me. 

>  kind  wife, 

rted ;  one  joy  is  yet  unmurder'd  \ 
a  boy  at  nurse  j  your  joy  *8  in  him. 
Dearer  than  all  is  my  poor  husband's  life, 
ive  my  body  strength,  which  is  yet  faint 
ch  expense  of  blood,  and  I  will  koeel, 
is  life,  number  up  all  my  friends 
for  pardon  for  my  dear  husband's  life. 
Nbs  it  in  man  to  wound  so  kind  a  creature  ? 
traise  a  woman  for  thy  sake, 
turn  with  grief;  my  answer's  set;t 
Ing  news  weighs  heavier  than  the  debt, 
ders,  one  in  bond  Ues  overthrown, 
deaolier  execution.  [JExeunt  omnes: 

at  for  which  I  shall  be  punished,  has  proved  their  introductioa 
ng  happiness, 
ed^  settled. 


TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 


TITUS  ANDEONICUS. 


The  preponderance  of  criticism  is  altogether  opposed  ti 
admission  of  this  play  among  the  undoubted  works  of  S 
peare.  The  most  probable  statement  connecting  our  author 
the  play  is  that  made  by  lUivenscrofb,  who,  in  the  pre&oe 
alteration  of  the  tragedy,  published  in  1687,  says  that  h 
been  '*  told  by  some  anciently  conversant  with  the  stage,  ti 
was  not  originally  Shakspeare's,  but  brought  by  a  private  a 
to  be  acted ;  he  only  gave  some  master  touches  to  one  or  t 
the  principal  parts  or  characters." 

"  Titus  Andronicus,'*  observes  Hazlitt,  "  is  certainly  as  i 
Shakspeare's  usual  style  as  it  is  possible.  It  is  an  accumii 
of  vulgar  physical  horrors,  in  which  the  power  exercised  I 
poet  bears  no  proportion  to  the  repugnance  ezoited  by  the 
ieot,** 


TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 


PERSONS  EEPRESENTED. 


nNUS,  Son  to  the  late  Em- 
of  Rome,  and   afterwards 
fd  Emperor  himself. 
NUS,  Brother  to  Satumi- 
n  lone  wilh  Lamnia. 
IlNDRONICUS.  a  noble  Ro- 
reneral  against  the  Goths. 
S  ANDRONICUS,  Tribune 
People,  and  Brother  to  Titus. 

is,  ISonatoTitusAndroni- 
7S,  f    CU8, 

h    i 

LUCIUS,  a  Boy,  Son  to 
r. 
S,  Son  to  Marcus  the  Tri- 


iSMILIUS»  a  noble  Roman. 
ALARBUS,      1 

CH I  RON,         y  Sons  to  Tamora. 
DEMETRIUS,  J 

AARON,  a  Moor,  belonedby  Tamora. 
A    CAPTAIN,     TRIBUNE,     MES- 
SENGER, and  CLOWN,  Romans. 


TAMORA,  Queen  of  the  Goths. 
LAV  i  NI A,  Daughter  to  Titus  Andro- 

nirus. 
A  NURSE,  and  a  BLACK  CHILD. 

KiNRMRN     OF     TiTUS,      SbNATORS, 

Tribunes,  Opkicbbs,  Soi<oibb8, 
and  Attkndants. 


ScSNS.— Borne,  and  the  country  near  it. 


ACT  I. 

8CB2^  I.—Eome,  hefore  the  Capitol. 

rnih  of  the  Anuronici  appearing ;  the  TRIBUNES  and 
.TOB8  aloftj  as  in  the  Senate.  Enter,  fte/oio, 'Satueninus 
\i9  followers,  on  one  side ;  and  Bassianus  and  his  foU 
ut  on  the  other  ;  with  drum  and  colours. 

Noble  patricians,  patrons  of  my  right, 
.  the  justice  of  my  cause  with  arms ; 
Dontrymen,  my  loving  followers, 
ny  successive  title*  with  your  swords: 
b  first-bom  son.  that  was  the  last 
'ore  the  imperial  diadem  of  Rome ; 
bI  my  father's  honours  live  in  me, 
rang  mine  age  with  this  indignity. 
fiomans, — friends,  followers,  favourers  of  my  rights— 
'  BMBiAnus,  Gsesar^s  son, 
BioiouB  in  the  eyes  of  royal  Rome, 
Bma  this  passage  to  the  Capitol ; 


K 


*  J.e,  my  title  to  the  saccession. 
T 


S2S 


Tiira 


And  EuSer  not  ffisbonour  lo  approach 
The  imperiaJ  wnt,  to  virlue  oonaeorat^ 
To  juatioe,  oontinenoe,  and  iiobility : 
Bui  let  desert  in  pure  election  shine ; 
And,  Bomans,  fignt  for  Ireedom  in  ;our  o1 

SHler  Hiscva  Asoaomcoa,  olttft,  with  A«'Q 
Mar.  Frinoes  that  strivQ  hj  ^tioua,  and  b;  Mend^ 
Ambitiously  for  rule  and  empery,— 
Know,  that  the  pecpple  of  E*nie,  Ibr  whom  we  atand 
A  specinl  party,  Wo,  by  their  conunon  TCHoe, 
In  election  for  the  Kioman  empery, 
Choeen  Androniuus,  sumauied  Pius 
IPorauiny  good  and  great  d^serld  la  Borne; 
A  nobler  num.  a.  braver  warrior, 
lives  not  Urn  day  within  tlie  city  walls: 
Be  by  tlie  senate  is  oooitcd*  home. 


That, 

Halt  yolted .. 

Ten  yean  are 


auooeed. 


ing.  train'd  up  in  annj 

J -,— -.        s  first  he  undartoot 

Thia  cause  of  Home,  and  diaslised  with  arms 
Our  BnemW  pride ;  Five  times  he  hath  retuR 
Bleeding  to  Itome,  bearing  his  vidiant  sona 
In  ooffius  IbDin  the  field ; 
And  now  at  last,  iaden  witti  honoar's  spoils 
Betuma  the  ^oud  Andronicus  to  Borne, 
Beuowned  Titus,  floiuiahing  in  arms. 
Xel  ua  entreat,— By  honou  r  of  his  namn. 
Whom,  worthily,  vou  would  have  ni 
And  in  the  Capitol  and  senate's  righl 
"Whom  you  pretend  to  honour  undaflOTO, —  , 

That 70U  withdraw  you,  audabale  your  atrength;! 
Dismiss  yoiii"  followers,  and,  as  suitors  should,      ■" 
Plead  your  deserts  in  peace  and  humbleneca. 
Sat.  How  fair  the  tribune  apeaka  to  Mlm  in;  tt 
Sat.  Mariiug  Andronicus,  so  I  do  aSy 
In  ll^y  uprighlaioffl  and  integrity, 
And  BO  I  lovB  and  honour  thea  and  thine, 
Thy  nobler  brother  'I'itus,  and  liis  aoui,  ^ 

And  her,  to  whom  my  thoughts  are  humbled  ilVs 


And  to  my  rortunes,  and  tbe  peoj3^  tavcpiir. 
Commit  my  cause  in  balance  to  be  WeiEh'd, 

iExciuU  the  foltonen  (/B*a  . 

Bat.  Priendx,  that  have  been  thus  forward  in  m;  ^gh^    ' 

I  thank  you  ail,  and  here  dismiaa  you  all ; 

And  to  the  love  and  favour  of  my  oountry 

Commit  myself,  my  peraon,  and  the  couae. 

[Exeunt  the  foUoKefi  tffU 


n.]  VITUS  ANDB0NICU8.  823 

be  as  just  and  sracious  unto  me, 
m  oonndent  and  lund  to  thee.-r 
bhe  Kites,  and  let  me  in. 
.  Tnbunes !  and  me,  a  poor  competitor. 

[Satubnxnus  ixnd  Bassiait^s  go  into  the  Capitolf  and 
exeunt  with  SsNATOBS,  Mabcus,  ^c. 

SCSNJE  IL—The  same. 
Snter  a  Captain,  and  others, 

'.  Bomans,  make  way ;  The  good  Andronious, 
a  of  virtue,  Home's  best  champion, 
saftil  in  the  battles  that  he  fights, 
honour  and  with  fortune  is  retum'd, 
where  he  circumscribed  with  bis  sword, 
BTOu^t  to  yoke^  the  enemies  of  Some. 

itik  of  trumpets,  ^o.  Unter  MUTIUS  and  Maetius  :  after 
n,  two  men  hearing  a  coffin  covered  with  black  j  then 
nmrs  and  Lucius.  Jfter  them,  Titus  Andeonicus; 
I  then  Tamoea,  with  Alaebvs,  Ohibon,  Demeteivs, 
EON,  and  other  Goths,  prisoners;  soldiers  and  people  foU 
ring.    The  hearers  set  down  the  coffin,  and  TiTUS  speaks, 

L  Hail,  Borne,  victorious  in  thy  mourning  weeds ! 

8  ihe  burk  that  hath  dischareed  her  fraught,* 
ms  with  precious  lading  to  tne  bay, 

1  whence  at  first  she  weigh'd  her  anchorage, 

sth  Andronicus,  bound  with  laurel  boughs, 

HBalute  his  country  with  his  tears ; 

I  of  true  joy  for  his  return  to  Rome.— 

I  greakt  defender  of  this  Capitol,t 

1  gradous  to  the  rights  that  we  intend  !— 

BUL  of  five  and  twen^  valiant  sons, 

of  the  number  that  King  Priam  had, 

kl  ibe  poor  remains,  alive,  and  dead ! 

3^  that  survive,  let  Bome  reward  with  love ; 

^that  I  bring  unto,  their  latest  home, 

I  Durial  amon^  their  ancestors : 

Goths  have  given  me  leave  to  sheath  my  sword. 

;  unkind,  and  careless  of  thine  own, 

soffer'st  thou  thy  sons,  unburied  yet, 

yver  on  the  dreadful  shore  of  Styx  P — 

\  way  to  lajr  them  by  their  bretm'en.     iThe  tonib  is  opened, 

9  greet  in  silence,  as  the  dead  are  wont, 
ileisp  in  peace,  slain  in  your  country's  wars ! 
ted  receptacle  of  my  joys, 

k  cell  of  virtue  and  nobility, 

many  sons  of  mine  hast  thou  in  store, 

thou  wilt  never  render  to  me  more  ? 

%  Give  us  ihe  proudest  prisoner  of  the  Goths, 

we  may  hew  ms  limbs,  and,  on  a  pile, 

*IMgbt  f  Jupitei; 

T  2 


I 


824  TITUS  AITDBONICUB.  [jfllL 

Ad  manes  fraJtrum  sacrifioe  his  flesh. 
Before  this  earthly  prison  of  their  bones; 
That  so  the  shadows  be  not  unajipeased. 
Nor  we  disturbed  with  prodigies  on  earth.* 

Tit.  I  give  him  you ;  the  noblest  that  surviYefl^ 
The  eldest  son  of  this  distressed  queen. 

Tam.  StaVj  Soman  brethren  j— Gracious  conqueror, 
Victorious  Titus,  rue  the  tears  1  shed, 
A  mother's  tears  in  passion t  for  her  son: 
And,  if  thy  sons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
O,  think  my  son  to  be  as  dear  to  me. 
Sufliccth  not,  that  we  are  brought  to  Borne, 
To  beautify  thy  triumphs,  and  return. 
Captive  to  thee,  and  to  thy  Roman  yoke ; 
But  must  my  sons  be  slaughtered  in  the  streets^ 
Por  valiant  doings  in  their  country's  cause  ? 
O !  if  to  fight  for  kin^  and  common  weal 
Were  piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  these. 
Andronicus,  stain  not  thy  tomb  with  blood : 
Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  gods  ? 
Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful; 
Sweet  mercy  is  nobility's  true  badge ; 
Thrice-noblo  Titus,  si)are  my  first-born  son. 

Tit.  Patient  yourself,  madam,  and  pardon  me. 
These  are  their  brethren,  whom  you  Goths  beheld 
Alive,  and  dead ;  and  for  their  brethren  slain. 
Religiously  they  ask  a  sacrifice : 
To  this  your  son  is  mark'd,  and  die  he  must. 
To  appease  their  groaning  shadows  that  are  gone. 

Luc.  Away  witn  him  !  and  make  a  fire  straight; 
And  with  vour  swords,  upon  a  pile  of  wood. 
Let's  hew  his  limbs,  till  tliey  be  clean  consumed. 

{Bxeunt  Lucius,  Quintus,  Maetius,  and  MDTm^ 
with  Alarbus. 

Tam.  O  cruel,  irreligious  piety ! 

Chi.  Was  ever  Scythia  half  so  barbarous  ? 

Dem.  Oppose  not  Scythia  to  ambitious  Bome. 
Alarbus  goes  to  rest ;  and  we  survive 
To  tremble  under  Titus'  threatening  look. 
Then,  madam,  stand  resolved ;  but  hope  withal. 
The  self-same  gods,  that  arni'd  the  queen  of  Troy 
With  opportunity  of  sharp  revenge 
Upon  the  Thracian  tyrant  in  his  tent, 
May  favour  Tamora,  the  queen  of  Goths 
(When  Goths  were  Goths,  and  Tamora  was  queen). 
To  quit  the  bloody  wrongs  upon  her  foes. 

Ite-enter  Lucius,  Quintus,  Martius,  and  MuTius,  wUk  H^ 

swords  bloody. 

Luc.  See,  lord  and  father,  how  we  have  perform'd 
Our  Boman  rites ;  Alarbus  limbs  are  lopp'd, 

*  It  was  supposed  that  tlcv.e  ^Q&\a  cl\a^avK^^\K»i^<bvsfvKnA-te  "" 
the  rites  of  lunetal.  ^  %vjSSsaeva^, 
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ntrails  feed  the  sacrifioing  fire, 
Q  smoke,  like  inoense,  doth  perfume  the  sky. 
ineth  nought,  but  to  inter  our  brethren, 
dth  loud  'larums  welcome  them  to  Home, 
lict  it  be  so,  and  let  Andronicus 
this  his  latest  farewell  to  their  souls. 

[Trumpets  sounded^  and  the  coffim  laid  in  the  tomb. 
ice  and  honour  rest  you  here,  my  sons; 
's  readiest  champions,  repose  jrou  here, 
3  from  worldly  cnances  and  mishaps ! 
lurks  no  treason,  here  no  envy  swells, 
^row  no  damnedf  grudges ;  here  are  no  storms, 
>ise,  but  silence  and  eternal  sleep : 

Unier  Lavinia. 

ice  and  honour  rest  you  here,  my  sons : 

}.  In  peace  and  honour  live  liord  Titus  long ; 

oble  lord  and  father,  live  in  fame ! 

it  this  tomb  my  tributary  tears 

ier,  for  my  brethren's  obsequies ; 

ikt  thy  feet  I  kneel  with  tears  of  joy 

OQ  the  earth,  for  thy  return  to  Kome : 

»s  me  here  with  thv  victorious  hand, 

ae  fortunes  Home's  best  citizens  applaud. 

I.  Kind  Itome,  that  hast  thus  lovingly  reserved 

xnrdial  of  mine  age  to  glad  my  heart ! — 

ttia,  live ;  outlive  thy  father's  days, 

£wie's  eternal  date,  for  virtue's  praise  !* 

er  Mabcus  Ain>BONicns,  Satubninus,  Bassianxjs,  and 

others. 

w.  Long  live  Lord  Titus,  my  beloved  brother, 
ious  triSmpher  in  the  eyes  of  Eome ! 
i.  I^anks,  gentle  tribune,  noble  brother  Marcus, 
ir.  And  welcome,  nephews,  from  successful  wars, 
that  survive,  and  you  that  sleep  in  fame, 
lords,  your  fortunes  are  alike  in  all, 
in  your  country's  service  drew  your  swords : 
tafer  triumph  is  this  funeral  pomp, 
hath  aspired  to  Solon's  happiness,! 
triumphs  over  chance  in  honour's  bed. — 
Andronicus,  the  people  of  Bome, 
le  friend  in  justice  thou  hast  ever  been, 
thee  by  me,  their  tribune,  and  their  trust, 
palhament^  of  white  and  spotless  hue; 
lame  thee  m  election  for  the  empire, 
these  our  late-deceased  emx)eror  s  sons : 
ndidatfu  then,  and  put  it  on, 
lelp  to  set  a  head  on  headless  Eome. 
A  better  head  her  glorious  body  fits, 

taj  tby  life  be  longer  than  mine,  and  thy  priuse  longer  than  fiune.*' 
can  be  pronounced  happy  before  his  death. 


^«ft.: 


that  shakes  for  sffe  and  fb^eMW : 
Lould  I  don  this  robe,  and  troubla  ft 
with  proalamatdODg  to-dajr ; 


Eni^bted  ia  Md,  sWi  nuuifii]t7 : 
In  Tight  and  servioe  of  theii  noblk  uuuuu 
Give  me  a  staff  of  honour  for  mine  tue, 
Bnl  not  a  sceptre  to  control  the  world : 
Upright  be  held  it,  lords,  that  held  il  last. 

Mar.  Titua,  thou  elialt  obtain  and  a&k  the  empeiT.* 

Sal.  Proad  and  ambiWoua  tribune,  canat  tliou  Mil  !— 

Til.  PalienoB,  Prince  Saturnine. 

Sat.  Bomaos,  do  me  right ; — 
Patricians,  draw  foot  swords,  and  sheftth  them  net 
Till  SntuminuB  he  Rome's  emperor  ■ — 
iLiidronioua,  "would  thou  ^rert  shipped  to  hetl. 
Bather  than  rob  me  of  the  peoples  hearts. 

Zae.  Proud  Saturnine,  intCTmnter  of  the  good 
That  noble-minded  Titua  meanE  to  tbee  ! 

TU.  Content  thee,  prin^ce ;  I  will  rcBtore  to  thee 
The  people's  hearta,  and  wean  them  from  themsalvei. 

Saa.  Andronious,  I  do  not  flatter  thee, 
Sut  haaoui  thee,  and  will  do  tm.l  die ; 
My  Ihction  iTthou  strengthen  mth  thy  friend^ 
1  trill  most  thankful  be :  and  thanks,  to  men 
Of  noble  minds,  is  honourable  meed. 

Tit.  People  of  Eome,  and  people's  tribunes  beto, 

I  ask  your  Toices,  and  your  suffrages  i : 

Will  you  bestow  them  liriendl;  on  Andronicua?] 

Tr^.  To  gratuy  the  good  Andronious 
And  grstulate  his  safe  return  to  Rome, 
The  people  will  accept  wboni  he  adiuiw. 

Til.  Tribunfs,  J  thank  you  :  and  this  suit  I  q 
That  you  create  your  em]^erar'e  eldest  son, 
Ijorii  Siitumine ;  whose  virtues  will,  I  hope, 
Rellect  un  Rome,  as  'Ktaci'af  rays  on  earth. 
And  ripen  justice  in  this  'Oommon-weol: 
Then  if  you  will  elect  by  -my  advice. 
Crown  mm,  and  say, — Lone  H'^"  oartmperor! 

Mar.  With  voioes  and  applnuse  of  every  sor 
Patricians,  and  plebeians,  we  create 
Lord  Satuminns,  Rome's  great  emperor  - 
And  sav,— ioTW  live  our  emperor  SatitraHU  !      „ 

Sat.  Titus  Andronious,  for  thy  Ikvoura  dcma  3 
To  ns  in  our  election  this  day, 
I  give  thee  thanks  in  part  of  thy  deserle, 
And  will  with  deeds  requite  thy  gentleness: 
And,  for  an  onset,  Titus,  to  advance 

•  tropBrtsl  aiBnW:^- 
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and  honourable  family, 
11 1  nuJce  my  empress. 

^  i^stoeKtro^f  my  heart. 

I  saored  Pantheon  her  espouse. 

ndronicus,  doth  this  motion  please  thee  ? 

oth,  my  worthy  lord ;  and,  in  this  match, 

bdghly  honour'd  of  your  grace : 

in  sight  of  Borne,  to  Saturnine, — 

iommander  of  our  common-weal, 

Forld's  emperor,-— do  I  consecrate 

my  chariotand  my  prisoners ; 

ell  worthy  Kome's  imperial  lord : 

sm,  then,  the  tribute  that  I  owe, 

ur's  ensigns  humbled  at  thy  feet. 

mks,  noble  Titus,  father  of  my  life ! 

i  I  am  of  thee,  and  of  thy  gifts, 

i  record;  and,  when  I  do  forget 

f  these  unroeakable  deserts, 

»rget  your  fealty  to  me. 

V,  madam,  are  you  prisoner  to  an  emperor ; 

[To  Tamoba. 
kt,  for  your  honour  and  your  state, 
3u  nobly,  and  your  followers, 
oodly  lady,  tnist  me ;  of  the  hue 
lid  choose,  were  I  to  choose  anew. — 
Edr  queen,  that  cloudy  countenance ; 
anoe  of  war  hath  \iTought  this  change  of  cheer, 
st  not  to  be  made  a  scorn  in  Some : 
lall  be  thy  usage  every  way. 
r  word,  and  let  not  discontent 
Toui  hopes ;  Madam,  he  comforts  you, 
you  greater  than  the  queen  of  Goths.— 
»u  are  not  displeased  with  this  ? 
1 1,  my  lord ;  sith  true  nobility 
these  words  in  princely  courtesv. 
mks,  sweet  Lavinia. — Eomans,  let  us  go : 
3  here  we  set  our  prisoners  free : 
ur  honours,  lords,  with  trump  and  drum, 
rd  Titus,  by  your  leave,  this  maid  is  mine. 

[Seizing  LavINIA. 
V,  Sir  ?    Are  you  in  earnest,  then,  my  lord  ? 
,  noble  Titus;  and  resolved  withal, 
3lf  this  reason  and  this  right. 

[The  Emperor  courts  Tamoba  in  dumb  show, 
■urn  cuique  is  our  Eoman  justice : 
3  in  justice  seizeth  but  his  own. 
d  that  he  will,  and  shall^  if  Lucius  live. 
Iters,  avaunt !    Where  is  the  emperor^s  guard  ? 
ly  lord's  Lavinia  is  surprised, 
prised!  bjrwhom? 
nim  that  justly  may 
3trothed  from  all  the  world  away. 

[Mfeunf  Mascxjq  and  Bassxanxjb,  ti)itMilk??T&\k« 
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Mut.  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  henoe  away. 
And  with  my  sword  PU  keep  this  door  safe. 

[Exeunt  Lucius,  QuiNTXTS,  amd  MAirilE 

Tit.  Follow,  my  lord,  and  I'll  soon  bring  her  back. 

Mwt,  My  lord,  you  pass  not  here. 

Tit,  What,  villain  boy  ! 
Barr'st  me  my  wa^  in  Home  ?  [TiTUS  JniU  Ifunni 

Mid.  Help,  Lucius,  help. 

Re-enter  LuciUS. 

Luc.  My  lord,  you  are  unjust :  and,  more  than  so^ 
In  wrongful  quarrel  you  have  slain  your  son. 

Tit  Nor  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  sons  of  mine : 
My  sons  would  never  so  dishonour  me : 
Traitor,  restore  Lavinia  to  the  emperor. 

Ialc.  Bead,  if  you  will :  but  not  to  be  his  wife, 
That  is  another's  lawful  promised  love.  [. 

Sat.  No,  Titus,  no ;  the  emperor  needs  her  not^ 
Not  her,  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  thy  stock : 
I'll  trust,  by  leisure,  him  that  mocks  me  once ; 
Thee  never,  nor  thy  traitorous  haughty  sons, 
Confederates  all  thus  to  dishonour  me. 
Was  there  none  else  in  Kome  to  make  a  stale*  of, 
But  Saturnine  ?  Full  well,  Andronicus, 
Agree  these  deeds  with  that  proud  brag  of  thine, 
That  saidst,  I  begg'd  the  empire  at  thy  nands. 

Tit.  O  monstrous !  what  reproachful  words  are  these ! 

Sat  But  go  thy  ways ;  go,  give  that  changing  piece 
To  him  that  flourish'd  for  her  with  his  sword : 
A  valiant  son-in-law  thou  shalt  enjoy ; 
One  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawless  sons. 
To  ruffle  t  in  the  commonwealth  of  Iu)me. 

Tit  These  words  are  razors  to  my  wounded  heart 

Sat  And  therefore,  lovely  Tamora,  queen  of  Goths,— 
That  like  the  stately  rhoebe  'mongst  her  nymphs, 
Dost  overshine  the  j^allant'st  dames  of  Rome, — 
If  thou  be  pleased  with  this  my  sudden  choice. 
Behold^  I  choose  thee,  Tamora,  for  my  bride, 
And  will  create  thee  empress  of  Borne. 
Speak,  queen  of  Groths,  dost  thou  applaud  my  choice  P 
And  here  I  swear  by  all  the  Roman  gods, 
Sith  priest  and  holy  water  are  so  near. 
And  tapers  burn  so  bright,  and  everything 
In  readiness  for  Hymenaeus  stand. — 
I  will  not  re-salute  the  streets  of  Rome, 
Or  cUmb  my  palace,  till  from  forth  this  place 
I  lead  espoused  my  bride  along  with  me. 

Tarn.  And  here,  in  sight  of  heaven,  to  Rome  I  swear. 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  queen  of  Grotbs, 
She  will  a  handmaid  be  to  his  desires, 
A  loving  nurse,  a  mother  to  his  youth. 

8<U,  Ascend,  fair  queeT\,P^utW^\i\-— lic^tds^aAGompiiiy 
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mr  noble  emperor,  and  his  lovely  bride, 
nt  by  the  heavens  for  Prince  Saturnine, 
lioae  wisdom  hath  her  fortune  conquer'd : 
lere  shall  we  cdnsummate  our  spousal  rites. 

IJSxeunt  Saturn  INUS,  and  his  followers s  Tamoba,  and 
her  Sons;  Aaron,  and  Goths. 
TU,  I  am  not  bid*  to  wait  upon  this  bride ; — 
itiu^  when  wert  thou  wont  to  talk  alone, 
ishonour'd  thus,  and  challenged  of  wrongs  ? 

JRe-^nter  MARCUS,  Lucius,  Quintus,  and  Martius. 

Mar.  O,  Titus,  see,  O,  see,  what  thou  hast  done ! 
1  a  bad  quarrel  slain  a  virtuous  son. 
TU,  No,  foolish  tribune,  no;  no  son  of  mine,— 
lor  thou,  nor  these,  confederates  in  the  deed 
hat  hath  dishonour'd  all  our*  family ; 
Tnworlhy  brother,  and  unworthy  sons ! 
Imc.  But  let  us  give  him  burial  as  becomes ; 
rWe  Mutius  burial  with  our  brethren. 
TU.  Traitors,  away  !  he  rests  not  in  this  tomb. 
^  monument  five  hundred  years  hath  stood, 
V^hich  I  have  sumptuously  re-edified : 
lere  none  but  soldiers,  and  Eome's  servitors, 
tepose  in  fame ;  none  basely  slain  in  brawls : — 
Jury  him  where  you  can,  he  comes  not  here. 

Mar.  My  lord,  this  is  impiety  in  you : 
^  nephew  Mutius*  deeds  do  plead  for  him; 
le  must  be  buried  with  his  brethren. 

OfUn.  Mart.  And  shall,  or  him  we  will  accompany. 

TU.  And  shall  ?  What  villain  was  it  spoke  that  word  ? 

^Mi.  He  that  would  vouch't  in  any  place  but  here. 

TU.  What,  would  you  bury  him  in  my  despite  ? 

JKw.  No.  noble  Titus ;  but  entreat  of  thee 
w>Wrdon Mutius,  and  to  bury  him. 
.  TU.  Marcus,  even  thou  hast  struck  upon  my  crest, 
^d,  with  these  boys,  mine  honour  thou  hast  wounded : 
W  foes  I  do  repute  you  every  one : 
Bo  kouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone. 

•™^.  He  is  not  with  himself;  let  us  withdraw. 

Qw*.  Not  I,  till  Mutius'  bones  be  buried. 

[Marcus  and  the  Sons  of  TiTUS  hteeL 

w.  Brother,  for  in  that  name  doth  nature  plead. 

&»».  Father,  and  in  that  name  doth  nature  speak. 

*H.  Speak  thou  no  more,  if  all  the  rest  will  speed. 

««r.  Renowned  Titus,  more  than  half  my  soul, — 

^.  Bear  father,  soul  and  substance  of  us  all, — 

-BOf.  Suffer  thy  brother  Marcus  to  inter 
ms  noble  nephew  here  in  virtue's  nest, 
nut  died  in  nonour  and  Livinia's  cause. 
Tbon  art  a  Roman,  be  not  barbarous. 
Aa  Greeks^  upon  advice,  did  bury  Ajax 
Btftilew  himself;  and  wise  Laerte^son 

*  Invited. 
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The  UiBomlf'st  das  a  this,  that  e'l 


1 


, „ js  then,  that  was  thy  joy, 

Be  borr'd  hia  entroooe  here. 
Tit.  Riee,  Mareus,  rise : — 

le  tbe  nnitt. 

lutius,  wilh  thy  fri""'" 
Till  we  witb  trophies  do  adorn  thy  tomb  !^ 
AU.  No  [Dan  shed  tears  Tor  noble  Mutius; 
Heliyeain  fame  that  (lied  inrirtne'scBuaa. 

Mar.  My  lord, — to  step  out  of  these  BoQen  du 
How  oomee  it,  that  the  subtle  queen  of  Qotha 
Is  of  a  itadden  thus  advanced  in  Borne  ? 

Tit,  I  know  not,  Mstcub  ;  but,  I  know,  it  is ; 
Whether  by  devii^,  or  no,  the  heavens  can  U  " 
Is  she  not  Uien  beholden  bo  the  man 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  so  i 
Yes,  and  will  nobly  biro  remunerate. 

l^otirUh,     Be-tmtnr,  at  one  tide,  SiTPBin 
TaUUKA,   CaiBOK,    DBltETBim,   amd  oj 

oihtr,  Bamixhvs,  Latinia,  and  otkert. 

Sat.  So  Basmanns,  you  have  play'd  your  pr«e ; 
Qod  give  you  joy,  Sir,  of  your  gallant  bride. 

£(M,  And  you  of  yours,  my  lord :  I  aay  no 
Nor  wish  no  leee ;  and  w  I  take  my  leave.. 

Sai,  Traitor,  if  Rome  have  law,  or  we  have  p) 
Thou  and  thy  botion  Rhall  repent  this  rape. 

Bat.  Rape,  call  vou  it,  my  bnl,  to  seiae  my 
My  true-betrothed  love,  and  now  my  wife  ? 
But  let  the  lawi  of  Borne  de1«nnine  all ; 
Ueanwhile  I  am  possess'd  of  that  is  mioa, 

Sal,  'Tis  ^ood,  Sir :  You  are  very  ebort  with  «|| 
But,  if  we  live,  we'll  bo  na  Bhaip  with  you. 

Sat.  My  lord,  what  I  hnve  done,  an  heal  1 D 


le  your  grace  to  know. 


Only  thus  m „. „ 

By  all  the  duties  that  I  owe  to , 

This  noble  gentleman.  Lord  Titua  bore, 
Isin  opinion,  and  in  honour,  wroDg'd; 
That,  in  the  rescue  of  Lav  inia. 
With  his  own  hand  did  slay  his  youngest  son 
In  ieal  (o  you.  and  highly  moved  to  wratb. 
To  be  oontroU  d  in  that  no  frankly  gave: 
HfioeivB  him  then  to  favour,  SBtumine : 
That  hath  eniress'd  himself,  in  all  his  deed^ 
A  father,  aod  a  friend,  to  thee,  and  Rome. 

ZV(.  Prince  Baasianus,  l«avQ  t«  plead  my  di 

'Tib  thou,  and  those,  that  have  dishonour'd  meH 
Rome  and  the  righleous  heavens  be  my  judge. 
Howl  have  loved  anAbQxiom'Aftata.TOvoar      * 

Tam.  My  wortlij  \ot4,  y  a^et  T-sswrtn. 
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Were  gracioiis  in  those  prinoely  eyes  of  thineii 

Then  hear  me  speak  indifferently  for  all ; 

And  ttt  my  suit,  sweet,  pardon  what  is  past. 
Sat,  yvDSkt !  madam !  be  dishonourd  openly. 

And  basely  put  it  up  without  revenge  ? 
Tarn,  Not  so,  my  lord :  The  gods  of  Some  forfend,* 

I  should  be  author  to  dishonour  you ! 

But,  on  mine  honour;  dare  I  undertake 

]^r  good  Lord  Titus'  innocence  in  aJl^ 

Whose  fury,  not  dissembled,  speaks  his  griefs : 

Then,  at  my  suit,  look  graciously  on  him ; 

Lose  not  so  noble  a  friend  on  yam  suppose. 

Nor  with  sour  looks  afiUct  his  gentle  neart.— 

My  lord,  be  ruled  by  me,  be  won  at  last.  [Atidii. 

Dissemble  all  your  griefe  and  discontents : 

Ton  are  but  newly  planted  in  your  throne ; 

Lest  then  the  people,  and  patricians  too, 

Upon  a  just  suryey,  take  Titus'  part. 

And  so  supplant  us  for  ingratitude 

n^hich  Kome  reputes  to  be  a  heinous  sin). 

Yield  at  entreats,  and  then  let  me  alone : 

VU  find  a  day  to  massacre  them  all. 

And  raze  their  faction,  and  their  family. 
The  cruel  father,  and  nis  traitorous  sons. 
To  whom  I  sued  for  my  dear  son's  life ; 
And  make  them  know,  what  'tis  to  let  a  queen 
Kneel  in  tbe  streets.,  and  beg  for  grace  in  yain. — 
Come,  come,  sweet  emperor,— Come,  Andronicus, 
Take  up  this  good  old  man,  and  cheer  the  heart 
fThat  dies  in  tempest  of  thy  angry  frown. 

Sat  Rise,  Titus,  rise ;  my  empress  hath  prevail'd. 
IHt.  I  thank  your  majesty;  and  her,  my  lord : 
These  words,  these  looks,  infuse  new  life  in  me. 

Tam.  Titus,  I  am  incorporate  in  Eome, 
A.  Koman  now  adopted  happily. 
And  must  adyise  toe  emperor  lor  his  good. 
•This  day  all  quarrels  die,  Andronicus ; — 
And  let  it  be  mine  honour,  good  my  lord. 
That  I  haye  reconciled  your  friends  and  you.— 
IPor  you,  Prince  Bassianus,  I  haye  pass'd 
3iy  word  and  promise  to  the  emperor, 
Tnat  you  will  oe  more  mild  and  tractable.— 
And  fear  not,  lords, — and  you,  Layinia; 
Hy  my  adyice,  all  humblea  on  your  knees, 
Tou  shidl  ask  pardon  of  his  majesty. 

Iaic.  We  do ;  and  yow  to  heayen,  and  to  his  highness, 
That,  what  we  did,  was  mildly,  as  we  might, 

Tend'ring  our  sister's  honour,  and  our  own. 
Mar,  That  on  mine  honour  here  I  do  protest. 
Sat,  Away,  and  talk  not ;  trouble  us  no  more. — 
Tam.  Nay,  nay,  sweet  emperor,  we  must  all  be  fciendfi*. 

*  Forbid. 
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The  tribune  and  his  nephews  kneel  for  grace ; 
I  will  not  be  denied.    Sweet  heart,  look  back. 

ScU.  Marcus,  for  thy  sake,  and  thy  brother's  here^ 
And  at  my  lovely  Tamora's  entreats, 
I  do  remit  these  young  men's  heinous  faults. 
Stand  up. 

Lavinia,  though  you  left  me  like  a  churl, 
I  found  a  friend ;  and  sure  as  death  I  swore, 
I  would  not  part  a  bachelor  from  the  priest. 
Come,  if  the  emperor's  court  can  feast  two  brides, 
Tou  are  my  guest,  Lavinia,  and  your  friends : 
This  day  shall  be  a  love-day,  Tamora. 

TU.  To-morrow,  an  it  please  your  majesty. 
To  hunt  the  panther  and  the  hart  with  me. 
With  horn  and  hound,  we'll  give  your  grace  hofijowr, 

8<U,  Be  it  so,  Titus,  and  gramercy  too.  [^ 


ACT  n. 


SCENB  I.—The  same.    Before  the  Falaee. 
Enter  Aason. 

Acur,  Now  climbeth  Tamora  Olympus'  top, 
Safe  out  of  fortune's  shot :  and  sits  aloft. 
Secure  of  thunder's  crack,  or  lightning's  flash ; 
Advanced  above  pale  envy's  threatening  reach. 
As  when  the  golden  sun  salutes  the  mom. 
And,  having  gilt  the  ocean  with  his  beams. 
Gallops  the  zodiac  in  his  glistering  coach. 
And  overlooks  the  highest-peering  hills ; 

So  Tamora. 

Upon  her  wit  doth  earthly  honour  wait, 
And  virtue  stoops  and  trembles  at  her  frown, 
Then  Aaron,  arm  thy  heart,  and  fit  thy  thoughts. 
To  mount  aloft  with  thy  imperial  mistress, 
And  mount  her  pitch ;  whom  thou  in  triumph  long 
Hast  prisoner  held,  fettered  in  amorous  chains ; 
And  faster  bound  to  Aaron's  charming*  eyes, 
Than  is  Prometheus  tied  to  Caucasus. 
Away  with  slavish  weeds,  and  idle  thoughts ! 
I  will  be  bright,  and  shine  in  pearl  and  gold. 
To  wait  upon  this  new-made  empress. 
To  wait,  said  I  ?  to  wanton  with  this  queen, 
This  goddess,  this  Semiramis ; — this  queen. 
This  syren,  that  will  charm  Rome's  Saturnine, 
And  see  his  shipwreck,  and  his  commonweal's. 
Holla !  what  storm  is  this  P 

*  Fascinating. 
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Ewier  Chibon  and  Dbmetbius,  braving, 

n,  Chiron,  thy  ears  want  wit,  thy  wit  wants  edge, 

nanners  to  intrude  where  I  am  graced; 

aiav,  for  aught  thou  know'st,  affeut^d  be. 

:.  j3emetriuB,  thou  dost  overwcen  in  all ; 

JO  in  this  to  bear  me  down  with  braves. 

lot  the  diflference  of  a  year,  or  two, 

!S  me  less  gracious,  thee  more  fortunate : 

as  able,  and  as  tit,  as  thou, 

rve,  and  to  deserve  my  mistress*  grace ; 

that  my  sword  upon  thee  shall  approve, 

plead  my  passions  for  Lavinia's  love. 

r.  Clubs,  clubs  !*  these  lovers  will  not  keep  the  peace. 

m.  Why,  boy,  although  our  mother,  unadvised, 

you  a  dancing-rapier  by  your  side, 

'ou  so  desperate  grown  to  threat  your  friends  ? 

) ;  have  your  lath  glued  within  your  sheath, 

'ou  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

i.  Mean  while.  Sir,  with  the  little  skill  I  have, 

well  shalt  thou  perceive  how  much  1  dare. 

m.  Ay,  boy,  grow  ye  so  brave  ?  ll'hej/  draniK 

r.  Why,  how  now,  lords  H 

»r  the  emperor's  palace  dare  you  draw  ? 

maintain  such  a  quarrel  openly  ? 

well  I  wot  the  ground  of  all  this  grudge ; 

lid  not  for  a  mnliou  of  gold^ 

2ause  were  known  to  them  it  most  concerns : 

trould  your  noble  mother,  for  much  more, 

)  dishonoured  in  the  court  of  £ome. 

hame,  put  up. 

m.  Not  I  \  till  I  have  sheath'd 

apier  in  his  bosom,  and,  withal, 

St  tiiese  reproachful  speeches  down  his  throat, 

he  hath  breathed  in  my  dishonour  here. 

».  For  that  I  am  prepared,  and  full  resolved,— 

-spoken  coward !  that  thunder'st  with  thy  tongue^ 

with  thy  weapon  nothing  dar'st  perform. 

r.  Away,  I  say. — 

by  the  gods,  that  warlike  Goths  adore, 

petty  brabble  will  undo  us  all. — 

',  lords. — and  think  you  not  how  dangerous 

to  jetT  upon  a  prince's  right  ? 

it,  is  Lavinia  then  become  so  loose, 

tassianus  so  degenerate, 

<  for  her  love  such  quarrels  may  be  broach'd, 

bout  oontrolment,  justice,  or  revenge  ? 

ng  lordsL  beware ! — an  should  the  empress  know 

I  discord  s  ground,  the  music  would  not  please. 

U.  I  care  not,  I,  knew  she  and  all  the  world: 

n  Lavinia  more  than  all  the  world. 

*  Sqnivaleiitto  **lie2p."  t  BdctoacYl. 
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.  _ jr  brotliar's  hop*. 

■-  Why,  are  je  mad  P  or.  Itoow  jre  not,  in  I 

now  furiouB  and  unpatjenl  Ihey  bo. 
And  cuDuot  brook  oompatiton  m  love  ? 
1  tell  f  ou,  lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  deallu 
By  ibis  devio& 

CO.  Aaron,  a  thousand  deaths 
TFould  I  propose,  to  tmhiev-e  ber  whom  I  love. 

Aar.  To  ftohiove  her !— How  ? 

Dem,  Why  makest  thou  it  so  strange  P 
She  is  a  noman,  therefare  voaj  be  noo'd; 
Sbc  is  a  nomaa,  thererore  may  be  won : 
Hhe  is  Lavinia,  therorore  muBl  be  toved. 
What,  man  !  more  water  gVdeth  by  tbs  mill 
Than  wota  the  tniller  of ;  and  easy  it  is 
or  a  cut  loaf  to  steal  ashive,*  we  know: 
Though  Bussianus  be  the  etaperor's  brother, 
Better  than  ho  havQ  yet  warn  Vulcan's  hadge. 

Aar.  Ay,  and  aa  good  as  Satuminus  may. 

Den.  Titan  why  should  he  despur,  that  knows  to 
With  words,  fair  looka,  and  liberality  ? 
What,  host  thou  not  full  often  struok  a  doe, 
And  borne  her  cieaoty  by  tbe  keeper's  nose  F 

Aar.  Why  then,  it  seema,  some  certain  snatch,  ni 
Would  serve  your  turns. 

Chi.  Ay,  so  tbe  turn  were  served. 

Dem,  Aaron,  tbou  hast  hit  it 

Aar.  'Would  you  had  hit  it  too ; 
Then  should  not  wo  be  tired  with  this  ado.  _ 

Why,  hark  ye,  hark  je, — And  are  you  such  fool^.B 
To  square*  for  this?    Would  it  offend  you  t"-  — 
That  both  should  speed  P 

CM.  r  fiutb,  not  me. 

'^    t  Nor  me, 


That  you  aSect ;  and  so  must  you  resolve ; 
That  what  you  canuot,  as  you  would,  achieve, 
Tou  must  perforce  lu^complish  ss  you  may. 
Take  this  of  me,  iucrece  waij  not  more  chagl« 
Than  this  Lavinio,  Basaianus'  love. 
A  speedier  course  than  lingerini;  laneuishment 
Must  we  pursue,  and  I  have  found  the  path. 
My  lords,  a  solemn  hunting  is  iu  hand : 
There  will  the  lovely  Romao  ladies  troop : 
Tbe  forest  walks  are  wide  and  spacious ; 
And  many  unfrequented  plota  there  are. 
Pitted  by  kindl  fcr  rape  and  villany ; 
Single  yuu  thither  then  this  diunty  doe, 

•  Slice.  1  aoaneV, 
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ke  her  home  by  force,  if  not  by  words : 

r,  or  not  at  all,  stand  you  in  hope. 

yme,  our  empress,  with  her  saored*  wit^ 

ly  and  vengeance  consecrate, 

acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend ; 

shall  file  our  engines  wil^  advice, 

1  not  suffer  you  to  square  yourselves, 

our  wishes'  height  advance  you  both. 

)eror's  court  is  uke  the  house  of  fame, 

ice  lull  of  tongues,  of  eyes,  of  ears : 

ids  are  ruthless,  dreadful,  deaf,  and  dull ; 

»eak,  and  strike,  brave  bovs,  and  take  your  turns : 

>rve  your  lust,  shadow'd  from  heaven's  eye, 

el  in  Lavinia's  treasury. 

?hy  counsel,  lad,  smells  of  no  cowardice. 

SUfcu  out  nefcuj  till  I  find  the  stream 

this  heat,  a  charm  to  calm  these  fits, 

/a,  per  manes  vehor.  ISxeunt, 

?  IL — A  Forest  nea/r  Rome,   A  Lodge  seen  at  a  distance, 
Morns,  and  cry  of  Sounds  heard. 

ITU8  Andeonicus,  with  Hunters,  (S^c, ;  MJLECUS,  LuciUS, 
QUINTUS,  and  MaETIUS. 

}he  hunt  iis  up,  the  mom  is  bright  and  grey, 

is  are  fragrant  and  the  woods  are  green : 

le  here,,  and  let  us  make  a  bay, 

ke  the  Ismperor  and  his  lovely  bride, 

ise  the  prince ;  and  ring  a  hunter's  peal, 

.  the  court  may  echo  with  the  noise. 

t  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours, 

.  the  emperor's  person  carefully : 

leen  troubled  in  my  sleep  this  ni^ht, 

ming  day  new  comfort  hath  inspireo. 

oindapeal.    JEnter  Baturnikus,  Tamoba,  Bassianxts, 
Layinia,  Chibok,  Demetbius,  and  Attendants, 

^itdiy  good  morrows  to  your  majesty  ;— 
,  to  you  as  many  and  as  good ! — 
sed  your  grace  a  hunters  peal. 
And  you  have  rung  it  lustily,  my  lords, 
lat  too  early  for  new-married  ladies. 
Lavinia,  how  say  you  ? 
I  say.  no ; 

been  broad  awake  two  hours  and  more. 
Come  on  then,  horse  and  chariots  let  us  have, 
our  sport : — Madam,  now  shall  ye  see 
»man  hunting.  [2b  Tamoba. 

I  have  dogs,  my  lord, 
use  the  proudest  panther  in  the  chase, 
mb.the  mghest  promontory  top. 

*  Accursed i  aXatmism* 
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TU.  And  I  have  horse  will  follow  where  the  game 
Makes  way,  and  rim  like  swallows  o'er  the  plain. 

Dem.  Chiron,  we  hunt  not,  we,  with  horse  nor  hound. 
But  hope  to  pluck  a  dainty  doe  to  ground.  [JSMMi 

SCENE  IIL—A  deseH  part  of  the  IbretL 
Enter  Aabon,  with  a  hag  cfgoltL 

Aar.  He,  that  had  wit,  would  think  that  I  had  none^ 
To  bury  so  much  gold  under  a  tree. 
And  never  after  to  inherit*  it. 
Let  him.  that  thinks  of  me  so  abjectly. 
Know,  tnat  this  gold  must  coin  a  stratagem ; 
"Which,  cunningly  effected,  will  beget 
A  very  excellent  piece  of  villany  ; 

And  so  repose,  sweet  gold,  for  their  unrest,  [ESd^  fktfik 

That  have  theu:  ahns  out  of  the  empress'  chest. 

Enter  Tamoba. 

Tarn.  My  lovely  Aaron,  wherefore  look'st  thou  sad, 
"When  everything  doth  make  a  gleeful  boast  ? 
The  birds  chant  melody  on  every  bush ; 
The  snake  lies  rolled  in  the  cheerful  sun; 
The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind. 
And  make  a  chequer'd  shadow  on  the  ground : 
"Under  their  sweet  shade,  Aaron,  let  us  sit. 
And— whilst  the  babbling  echo  mocks  the  houndfli 
He  plying  shrilly  to  the  well-tuned  horns. 
As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  once, — 
Let  us  sit  down,  and  mark  their  yelling  noise: 
And — after  conflict,  such  as  was  supposed 
The  wandering  prince  of  Dido  once  enjoy*d, 
"VA  hen  with  a  happy  storm  they  were  surprised. 
And  curtained  with  a  counsel-keeping  cave, — 
"We  may,  each  wreathed  in  the  other's  arms. 
Our  pastimes  done,  possess  a  golden  slumber ; 
"W  hilcs  hounds,  and  horns,  and  sweet  melodious  birdfl^ 
Be  unto  us,  as  is  a  nurse's  song 
Of  lullaby,  to  bring  her  babe  asleep. 

Aar.  Madam,  though  Venus  govern  your  desires^ 
Saturn  is  dominator  over  mine : 
"What  signifies  my  deadly  standing  eye,  \ 

My  silence,  and  my  cloudv  melancholy  ? 

My  fleece  of  woolly  hair  that  now  uncurls,  i 

Even  as  an  adder,  when  she  doth  unroll 
To  do  some  fatal  execution  ? 
No,  madam,  these  are  no  venereal  signs ; 
Vengeance  is  in  my  heart,  death  in  my  hand, 
Blood  and  revenge  are  hammering  in  my  head. 
Hark,  Tamora^— the  empress  of  my  soul, 
Whicn  never  hopes  niore  heaven  than  rests  in  thee^-— 
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is  t^  day  of  doom  for  Bassianus ; 
Philomel  must  lose  her  tongue  to-day : 
sons  mt^e  pillage  of  her  chastity, 
wash  their  nands  in  Bassianus*  blood. 
>  thou  this  letter  ?  take  it  up,  I  pray  thee, 
give  the  king  this  fatal-plotted  scroll : — 
question  me  no  more,  we  are  espied ; 
)  comes  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  booty, 
ch  dreads  not  yet  their  lives'  destruction. 
wk  Ah,  my  sweet  Moor,  sweeter  to  me  than  life ! 
w.  No  more,  great  empress.  Bassianus  comes : 
ross  with  him ;  and  I'll  go  retch  thy  sons 
Bck  thy  quarrels,  whatsoe'er  they  be.  {BxU. 

Enter  Bassianus  and  Layinia. 

u:  Who  have  we  here,  Bome's  royal  empress, 

imish'd  of  her  well-beseeming  troop  ? 

I  it  Dian,  habited  like  her; 

\  hath  abandoned  her  holy  groves, 

96  the  general  hunting  in  this  forest  ? 

Mfk  Saucy  controller  oi  our  private  steps ! 

I  the  power,  that,  some  say,  Dian  had, 

temples  should  be  planted  presently 

1  horns,  as  was  Acteeon's ;  and  the  hounds 

dd  drive  upon  thy  new  transformed  hmbs, 

lannerlv  intruder  as  thou  art ! 

10.  Under  your  patience,  gentle  empress, 

thought  you  have  a  goocuy  gift  in  horning ; 

to  he  doubted  that  your  Moor  and  you 

sin^^  forth  to  try  experiments : 

( shield  your  husband  from  his  hounds  te-day ! 

pity  they  should  take  him  for  a  stag. 

w.  Believe  me,  queen,  your  swarth  Cinmierian 

1  make  your  honour  of  his  body's  hue, 

tod,  detested,  and  abominable. 

f  are  you  sequester'd  from  all  your  train  ? 

Donnted  from  your  snow-white  goodly  steed, 

I  wandered  hither  to  an  obscure  plot, 

Qsmpanied  with  a  barbarous  Moor, 

Nil  desire  had  not  conducted  you  ? 

00.  And,  being  interrupted  in  your  sport, 

it  reason  that  my  noble  lord  be  rated 

ttudness. — I  pray  you,  let  us  hence, 

I  let  her  'joy  her  raven-colour'd  love ; 

I  valley  fits  the  purpose  passing  well. 

te.  The  kingL  my  brother,  shall  have  note  of  this. 

00.  Ay,  for  these  slips  have  made  him  noted  long : 

d  king!  to  he  80  mightily  abused ! 

Nik  Yvhy  have  I  patience  to  endure  all  this  ? 

Bwter  Ghibon  and  Demetbius. 

PM,  How  now^  dear  sovereign,  and  our  gracious  mot\ieT, 
f  doth  your  hjJBifazias?  7ooi:  so  pale  and  wan  ? 

um  z 


r_«  HftTe  I  nol  reason,  think  yoa,  to  look  n 
%«se  two  have  'Uced  me  ttithei  to  tbiB  place,    . 

A  barren  detested  vKle,  you  see,  it  is : 

The  Inea,  IJiough  Bumnier,  yet  forloni 

O'ercome  with  moss,  aud  uueful  Eniitletoe. 

Uere  nBrer  sbinis  too  sun  :  here  nothing  breeds 

Unless  the  nightly  owl.  or  fatal  raven. 

And,  when  ther  sboor'a  me  this  abhorred  pt, 

The;  told  nie,  here,  at  dead  time  or  the  aisht, 

A  Uioumnd  fiendn,  a  thoueand  hiuing  EnakEs, 

Ten  Ihousaod  awelling  tonda,  as  many  urchina,* 

TVoutd  make  such  fearful  and  coufnaed  cries. 

As  Miy  mortal  body,  lieariug  it, 

Should  fllroight  fall  mad,  or  else  die  suddenlf. 

No  looner  had  the;  told  this  hellish  tale, 

But  striuaht  they  told  me,  they  would  tund  me  ij 

Unto  the  Dody  of  a  dismaJ  yew ; 

And  leave  me  to  this  miserable  death. 

And  then  they  called  me,  Tuul  adulterees, 

LacoiviouB  Ooth,  and  all  the  bitterest  lerins 

That  ever  ear  did  hear  io  atioh  eSUct. 

And,  had  you  not  by  wondrous  fortune  Dom 

This  yen geance  on  me  had  ti;ey  executed: 

Berenge  it,  aa  you  love  your  mother's  life. 

Or  be  ye  not  beuoefortb  csU'd  my  children. 
J)em.  This  is  a  vFitnoss  that  I  am  thy  son.    [AoSiBMU 
Cki,  And  this  for  me,  eli^ck  home  to  slion'  my  stienetb. 

Xag,  Ay,  oome,  Semiramia, — nay,  bsTbuoue  Tamon ! 
For  no  name  !its  thy  nature  out  thy  own  I 

Tam.  Give  me  thy  poniard ;  you  «hall  ktuiw,  raj  hup. 
Tour  mother's  baud  shall  right  your  mother's  vrruog, 

Den.  Stay,  madam,  here  is  more  belimgi  to  her ; 
First,  thiBsb  the  com,  then  after  bum  the  stravr : 
This  minion  stood  upon  her  chastity. 
Upon  her  nuptial  vow,  her  loyalty, 
And  irith  that  puntedt  hope  braves  your  migbdness; 
And  shall  she  carry  tbia  unto  her  grave  P 

Chi.  And  if  she  do,  I  would  I  were  a  eunucb. 


Let  not  this  wasp  outlive,  iia  both  to  atinn. 

Cki.  I  warrant  you,  madam ;  we  will  make  that : 

Come,  mistress,  now  perforce  we  will  etuoy 

That  nice-'preserved  honeely  of  yours. 
Lav,  O  Tamora !  thou  beat'iit  a  woman's 
Tom.  I  will  not  bear  her  speak ;  away  with 
Zap.  Sweet  lords,  entreat  her  hear  me  but  - 
Ilgiit.  Listen,  fair  madam :  Let  it  be  yocr  „ 

To  iee  her  tears :  hut  be  your  heart  to  them, 

As  unrolonting  flint  to  drups  of  -*-- 


le  that  sun." 
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Zoo.  When  did  the  tiger's  young  ones  teach  the  dam  ? 

.  do  not  learn  her  wrath ;  sne  taught  it  thee : 

he  wiilTf,  thou  suck'dst  from  her,  did  turn  to  marhle ; 

ten  at  thy  t«it  thou  hadst  thy  tyranny. — 

efe  every  mother  breeds  not  sons  alike ; 

0  thou  entreat  her  show  a  woman's  pity.  [To  Chiron. 
C%L  What !  wouldst  thou  have  me  prove  myself  a  bastard  ? 
Xav.  "Tis  true :  the  raven  doth  not  hatch  a  lark : 

et  I  have  heard,  (O  could  I  find  it  now !) 
be  lion  moved  with  pity,  did  endure 
3  hftve  his  princely  paws  i>ared  all  awav. 
Hue  say  that  ravens  foster  forlorn  children, 
be  whibt  their  own  birds  famish  in  their  nests : 

1  be  to  me,  though  thy  hard  heart  say  no, 
othing  so  kind,  but  something  pitiful ! 

Tarn.  I  know  not  what  it  means ;  away  with  her. 
Jjov.  O,  let  me  teach  thee :  for  m^  father's  sake, 
bat  gave  thee  life,  when  well  he  might  have  slain  thee, 
D  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  ears. 
Tmn.  Had  thou  m  person  ne'er  offended  me, 
VKHi  for  his  Eake  am  I  pitiless : — 
emember,  boys,  I  i>ourd  forth  tears  in  vain, 
3  save  your  brother  from  the  sacrifice ; 
at  fierce  Andronicus  would  not  relent. 
bflrefore  away  with  her,  and  use  her  as  you  will ; 
be  worse  to  her,  the  better  loved  of  me. 
Joo.  O  Tamora^  be  call'd  a  eentle  queen, 
ad  with  thine  own  hands  kill  me  in  this  place : 
or  'tis  not  life,  that  I  have  begg'd  so  long ; 
Dor  I  was  slain,  when  Bassianus  died. 
2bM.  What  begg'st  thou  then ;  fond  woman,  let  me  go. 
Zoo.  Tis  present  death  I  beg ;  and  one  thing  more, 
hat  womanhood  denies  my  tongue  to  tell : 
>  keep  me  firom  their  worse  than  killing  lust, 
nd  tumble  me  into  some  loathsome  pit ; 
^ere  never  man's  eye  may  behold  my  body : 
o  this,  and  be  a  charitable  murderer. 
2Vmi.  So  should  I  rob  my  sweet  sons  of  their  fee : 
^^let  them  satisfy  their  lust  on  thee. 
Xiem.  Away,  for  thou  hast  stay'd  us  here  too  long. 
Zoo.  No  grace  ?  no  womanhood  ?    Ah,  beastly  creature ! 
tie  bk)t  ana  enemy  to  our  general  name ! 
^ftnion  fall 

C3lfci.  Nay,  then  Fll  stop  your  mouth :— Bring  thou  her  hus- 

nuid;  [Dragging  off  JjAYlNlA. 

I%ii  is  the  hole  where  Aaron  bid  us  hide  him.  [I^xeunt. 

2Vmi.  P^ewell,  my  sons :  see  that  you  make  her  sure : 
gf  cr  let  my  heart  know  merry  cheer  indeed, 
gU  an  the  Andronici  be  made  away. 
^^  wiU  I  hence  to  seek  mv  lovely  Moor, 
^i>d  let  my  spleenful  sons  this  trull  deflower.  [,Exit. 

z  2 


MO  T1TU3  iSssaxiccB. 

SCENE  ly.—TAt  »HBi«. 
Snlfr  Aabon,  with  QnNTUS  and  Maktt 
Aar.  Come  on,  my  torde ;  the  better  foot  before : 
8U^Hbl  will  I  bring  you  to  the  louthsome  pit, 
Where  I  eapied  the  pantber  fast  Bsteep. 
Quifi.  Mr  sight  is  very  dull,  whate'er  it  bodes. 
Marl.  Aod  mioe,  I  promise  you ;  wer't  not  for  ah 
Well  t»uld  I  lottve  our  sport  m  sleep  awhile. 

Quia.  'What,  art  thou  tailea  ?    What  subtle  hoia  if  "-'- 
Whose  mouth  is  cover'd  with  rudp-gtowiug  brien : 

Upon  wbosa  leaves  a—-" -' -'--'  '^--■ 

At  Freeh  lu  morning'. 

A  very  fatal  place  it ^ 

Speak,  brother,  hsst  thou  hurt  thee  mth  the  fall? 

alart.  O,  brother,  with  tbe  dismnllest  object 
That  ever  eye,  \iitb  sight  made  heart  lament, 

Aar.  {aiidA.  Now  will  I  letch  the  king  to  fiad  Uiem  ben. 
That  be  tbereoy  niny  give  a.  likely  gama, 
Hon  these  were  they  that  made  away  his  brother.  [!■ 

Hart.  Why  doet  uot  oomforl  me,  and  help  me  oot 
from  this  uDnallow'il  and  blood-Btuincd  hole  ? 

Qfttt.  I  am  surprised  with  an  uncouth  fear : 
^  QhiUiug  sweat  o'er-ruoa  my  trembling  joints ; 
My  heart  suspects  more  than  mine  eye  can  sc  ~ 

Mart.  To  prove  thou  hast  a  true-diriniuB  1 
Aaron  and  thou  look  down  into  this  den, 
And  see  a  Tearful  eiEht  of  biood  and  death. 

Quiti.  Aaron  is  ^one,  and  my  compaa^onate  i 
Will  not  permit  mine  eyes  once  to  behold 
Tbe  thinf^  whereat  it  trembles  by  sumoBe : 
p.  tell  ma  how  it  is ;  for  ne'er  till  now 
Was  I  a  chiliL  to  fear  I  koovr  not  what. 

Marl,  Lord  Bassianus  lies  embrewed  hen. 
All  oQ  a  beap,  like  to  a  Blauahler'd  lamb, 
In  this  detested,  dai'k,  blooo-drinking  pit. 

Quin.  Kit  be  dark,  bow  dost  tbou  luiow  lisl 

Mart.  Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doth  w 
A  preiAoua  ring,  that  hgnteue  all  tbe  hols, 
Which,  like  a  taper  in  some  monument, 
Both  shine  upon  the  de^  man's  earthy  cheeky 
And  shows  the  ragged  entraila  of  this  pit; 
So  pole  did  shine  the  muon  on  Pyromus, 
When  he  bv  night  lay  bathed  in  maiden  blood. 

0  brother,  help  me  with  thy  fointine  hand,— 
If  fear  hath  made  tbee  faint,  w  me  it  hath,— 
Oat  of  this  fell  devouring  naoeptacle, 
Ab  hateful  as  Couytus'  misty  mouth. 

Quia.  Beoob  me  thy  han<L  that  I  may  belp  theggnii 
Or,  wanting  atrenjith  to  do  thee  so  much  koWj 

1  mo;  be  pluck'd  in\a  tW  BiV1'j^0liJ«ui%  wuc^ 
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leep  pit,  poor  Bassianus*  graye. 

lO  strength  to  pluck  thee  to  the  brink. 

Nor  I  no  strength  to  climb  without  thy  help. 

Thy  hand  once  more ;  I  vrill  not  loose  again, 

1  art  here  aloft^  or  I  below : 

nst  not  come  to  me,  I  come  to  thee.  IFalU  in, 

MUer  Satubniiojs  and  Aabon. 

llong  with  me  :—I11  see  what  hole  is  here, 
at  he  is,  that  now  is  leap'd  into  it. 
J  art  thou,  that  lately  didst  descend 
s  gaping  hollow  of  the  earth  ? 

The  unhappy  son  of  old  Andronicus ; 
}  thither  in  a  most  unlucky  hour, 
thy  brother  Bassianus  dead. 
If  7  brother  dead  ?    I  know,  thou  dost  but  jest : 
his  lady  both  are  at  the  lodge, 
le  north  side  of  this  pleasant  chase ; 
an  hour  since  I  leffc  nim  there. 

We  know  not  where  you  left  him  all  aliye, 
}  alas !  here  haye  we  found  him  dead. 

Tamoba,  vfUh  Attendants;  TiTUS  Andbonicus,  and 

Lucius. 

Where  is  my  lord,  the  king  ? 

iere,  Tamora ;  though  grieyed  with  killing  grief. 

Where  is  thy  brother  Bassianus  ? 

^ow  to  the  bottom  dost  thou  search  my  wound ; 

fisianus  here  lies  murdered. 

Then  all  too  late  I  bring  this  fatal  writ, 

(Oiving  a  letter, 
iplot  of  this  timeless*  tragedy ; 
ader  greatly,  that  man's  face  can  fold 
ing  smiles  such  murderous  tyranny. 
reads].  An  if  we  miss  to  meet  him  handsomely, — 
tnisman,  Bassianus  'tis,  toe  mean, — 
so  much  as  dig  the  grave  for  him  ; 
owfst  our  meaning :  Look  for  thy  reward 
\he  nettles  at  the  elder-tree, 
vershades  the  mouth  of  that  same  pit, 
ue  decreed  to  bury  Sassianus. 
and  purchctse  us  thy  lasting  friends, 
)ra !  was  ever  heard  the  like  ? 
he  pit,  and  this  the  elder-tree : 
IS.  if  you  can  find  the  huntsman  out, 
)uld  have  murder'd  Bassianus  here. 
&iy  gracious  lord,  here  is  the  bag  of  gold.       \_Showing  it, 
?wo  of  thy  whelps  [to  TiTUsl  fell  curs  of  bloody  kind, 
re  bereft  my  brother  of  his  lire : — 
g  them  from  the  pit  unto  the  prison ; 

•  Untimely. 


There  let  tbem  bWp,  until  we  t 

Some  nerer'heard-orcartruriiip  piun  Tor  them. 

J^iin.  What,  are  they  In  this  ™t  ?    O  wondrous 
How  eajily  murdur  is  diauivered  ! 

Tit,  High  emperor,  upon  my  fenble  kcpE 
I  heg  this  boon,  with  tears  not  lightl;  shed. 
That  t1ii8  fell  I'ault  of  mf  accursed  sons. 
Accursed,  if  the  fault  be  proved  in  them, 

Silt.  If  it  be  proved!  j-ou  see,  it  is  apparent.- 
Wbo  found  this  letter  !■     Tnnjora,  wi»  it  you  ? 

Tani.  Aiidroniuus  himself  did  take  it  up. 

Til.  I  did,  my  lord ;  yet  let  me  be  their  bul: 
For  bj  my  father's  reverend  tomb,  I  vow. 
They  eball  be  ready  at  ^aur  highnees*  will. 
To  aiiEwer  their  suspicion  with  their  lives.  ^ 

Sal!.  Thou  abdt  Dot  bail  them:  see,  thou  foTtoir^ 
Same  bring  the  murder*!!  bodv,  soma  the  murderere : 
Let  tbem  uot  ipeok  a  ward,  the  guilt  is  ptsin ; 
For,  by  my  sou!,  were  there  worse  end  than  death. 
That  eud  upon  them  should  be  executed. 

Tatn.  Andronicus.  I  will  entreat  the  king; 
Fear  not  thy  bods,  thoy  shall  do  well  enoualL 

TH.  Corns,  Lucius,  come;  Etny  not  to  talk  with  ihaa, 

SCENS  v.— Tie  same. 
EnUr  Dbuetsios  and  Cbibon,  v)itk  Lavimia  ratwicJ 
kaiuU  enl  nff,  and  Mr  loni/tie  cut  out. 
Den.  So,  DOW  go  tell,  an  if  thy  kiogue  ran  speak, 
"Who  'twas  that  out  thy  tongue,  and  ravish'd  tnea. 

CM.  Write  down  thy  mind,  bewray  Ihy  meaninsm; 
And,  if  thy  stumps  will  let  thee,  ploy  the  scribe. 
Dim.  See,  how  with  fflgnti  and  tokens  she  can  sconL 


'ondrous  thjngi 


Chi.  Go  home,  call  for  sweet  water,  wash  IJiy  It 
^  n.  She  bath  no  tonaue  to  call,  nor  hai '  " 
lo  let's  leave  her  toiler  silent  walks. 


CM.  An  'twere  ray  Case,  1  tdiould  go  hang  myself. 

Dem.  If  thuu  hadst  Imuds  to  help  thee  knit  the  oord, 

[Exeunt  Dehetkits  and  Co 
Sitler  MABcna. 

Mar.  Who's  this,— my  niece,  that  Bies  away  so  fiist  f 
Cousin,  a  word ;  "Wlna*  is  your  husband? — 
If  I  do  dreun,  'would  all  my  wealth  would  wake  me ! 
If  I  do  wake,  some  planet  strike  me  down. 
That  I  may  slumber  in  eternal  sleep  I — 
Speak,  gentle  niece,  what  stern  ungentle  hands 
Havelopp'd,  und  hew'd,  and  made  thy  body  bare 
or  her  two  branches  ?  these  sweet  □mamptits. 
Whose  circling  shadows  kings  have  ! 

And  might  noil  gain,  so  st«A  a  ba^^i , 

As  half  thy  love  V    W  tj  ios^.  ojA  avB^  ^  u*'' 
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las,  a  crimson  river  of  warm  blood, 
ike  to  a  bubbling  fountain  stirr'd  with  wind, 
oth  rise  and  fall  between  thy  rosed  lips, 
aning  and  going  with  thy  honey  breath, 
nt  sure,  some  Tereus  hath  deflowered  thee ; 
nd,  lest  thou  shouldst  detect  him,  cut  thy  ton^o. 
h,  now  thou  tum'st  away  thy  face  for  shame ! 
DO,  notwithstandinjg  all  this  loss  of  blood, — 
I  from  a  conduit  with  three  issuing  spouts, — 
et  do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titan  s  face, 
[odiing  to  be  encountered  with  a  cloud, 
iall  I  speak  for  thee  ?  shall  I  say,  'tis  so  ? 
that  I  knew  thy  heart ;  and  knew  the  beast, 
lat  I  might  rail  at  him  to  ease  my  mind ! 
now  concealed,  like  an  oven  stopp'd, 
ith  bum  the  heart  to  cinders  where  it  is. 
lir  Philomela^  she  but  lost  her  tongue, 
id  in  a  tedious  sampler  sew^d  her  mind : 
it,  lovely  niece,  that  mean  is  cut  from  thee ; 
craftier  Tereus  hast  thou  met  withal, 
id  he  hath  cut  those  pretty  fingers  off, 
lat  could  have  better  sew^d  than  Philomel. 
had  tibe  monster  seen  those  lily  hands 
emble,  like  aspen  leaves,  upon  a  lute, 
id  maJse  the  silken  strings  delight  to  kiss  them  ; 
9  would  not  then  have  touched  them  for  his  life : 
;  had  he  heard  the  heavenly  harmony, 
nich  that  sweet  tongue  hatn  made, 
9  would  have  dropp'd  his  knife,  and  fell  asleep, 
I  Ceberus  at  the  Thracian  peers*  feet, 
ime,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  father  bUnd : 
T  such  a  sight  will  blind  a  father's  eye : 
16  hoiur's  storm  will  drown  the  fragrant  meads ; 
hat  will  whole  months  of  tears  thy  father's  eyes  ? 
)  not  draw  back,  for  we  will  mourn  with  thee ; 
oonld  our  mourning  ease  thy  misery !  lExeunt. 


ACT  III. 

8CENB  L—Rome.    A  Street 

liter  Senators^  Tribunes,  and  Officers  of  Justice,  with  Maetius 
owi  QuiNTUS,  hound,  passing  on  to  the  place  of  execution  : 
Trrus  goinff  bifore,  pleading. 

TU.  Hear  me,  grave  fathers !  noble  tribunes,  stay ! 
)r  pity  of  mine  age,  whose  youth  was  spent 
I  dangerous  wars,  whilst  you  securely  slept ; 
)r  all  my  blood  in  Rome's  great  quarrel  shed ; 
v  all  the  flrosty  nights  that  I  have  watch'd ; 
nd  for  these  bitter  tears,  which  now  you  see 

*  Orpheus. 


Pilling  the  aged  irrinkleB  in  m;  cheelcB ; 
Be  pitiful  to  m;  condeiuDed  aoaa, 
Wbow  souls  are  not  oorrupted  is  tia  thought  t 
For  two  and  twenty  sodb  I  never  wept, 
Because  they  died  iu  hocaur's  lofty  bed ; 
Pur  these,  these,  tribunes,  \n  the  duet  1  write 

[  I'Uromitig  kimtei 
Hy  heart's  deep  Isnguor,  and  ray  soul's  said  tears. 
Let  mj  lean  stsjich  the  earth's  dry  appetjte; 
My  sods'  sweet  blood  nill  luake  it  abame  and  bliu_^ 

J  Exeunt  Senatari,  TriiuMt,  ^b.  loith  U 
befrieiid  tbee  more  ivitb  rain. 
That  sball  distil  from  these  two  audent  urns, 
Than  youthful  April  shall  with  bU  his  showers : 
In  summer's  drought,  I'll  drop  upon  thee  sUU ; 
In  winter,  with  warm  tears  I'll  melt  the  snow. 
And  keep  eternal  EpriDg-time  on  thj  face. 
So  tliou  refuse  to  drink  my  dear  sons'  blood. 

Enter  LtTCIOS,  mth  kit 
0,  reverend  tribunes !  gentle  aged  men  I 
Unbind  my  sons,  revBrse  the  doom  of  death ; 
And  let  me  say,  tbat  never  wept  before. 
My  tears  are  now  preTiiiUne  orators. 

Zw!.  O,  noble  father,  you  lament  in  vun ; 
The  tribunes  bear  you  not,  no  man  is  by, 
And  you  recount  your  sorrows  to  a  stone. 

Tit.  Ah,  Luoius,  for  thy  brothers  let  me  pic 
Grave  tribunes,  once  more  I  entreat  of  you. 

ZiiD.  My  gracious  lord,  no  tribune  hears  you  n 

Tit.  Why,  'lis  no  matter,  man :  if  they  did  he*. 
Thw  would  not  mark  me ;  or  if  they  did  mark. 
All  bootless  to  them,  they'd  not  pity  me. 
Therefore  I  teU  my  sorrows  to  the  stones; 
Who,  though  they  cannot  answer  my  distress. 
Yet  in  some  sort  they're  better  than  the  teibunB^'B 
For  that  they  will  not  intercept  mj  tale : 
When  I  do  weep,  tbra  humbly  at  my  feet 
Il«ceiie  my  tears,  and  seem  to  weep  with  me 
And,  were  they  but  nttired  in  grave  weeds, 
Eome  ODuld  nobrd  no  tribune  like  to  these. 
A  stone  is  soft  as  was,  tribunes  more  hard  thi 
A  stone  is  silent,  and  oBendeth  not; 
And  tribunes  with  their  tongues  doom  men  to  di 
But  wherefore  slond'st  thou  with  thy  weapon  d: 

Luc.  To  rescue  my  two  brothers  from  their  d( 
Tor  which  attempt,  thejui^ws  I 
My  everlasting  doom  of  banishi  _ 

Tii.  O  happy  man  I  they  have  befriended  thee.  4 
Why,  foolish  Lucius,  dost  thou  not  perceive, 
That  Roma  ii  but  a  wilderness  of  tigers  P 
Tigers  must  prey  -.  Mid  U.<noB  affovdi  no  iirey, 
llut  meanduiine-.  aoviVaro- —  ■^■—  ""- 
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m  tiiese  deyourere  to  be  banished  ? 

k  who  oomes  with  our  brother  Marcus  here  ? 

JSnter  Mascus  and  Layinia. 

Km*.  Titu&  prepare  thy  noble  eyes  to  weep ; 

,  if  not  so,  thy  noble  heart  to  break ; 

Hring  consuming  sorrow  to  thine  age. 

TU,  Will  it  consume  me  P  let  me  see  it  then. 

Uar.  This  was  thy  daughter. 

Tit.  Why,  Marcus,  80  she  is. 

Ime.  Ah  me !  this  object  kills  me ! 

TU,  F&int-hearted  boy,  arise,  and  look  upon  her  :— 

nak,  my  Lavinia^  what  accursed  hand 

!&  made  thee  handless  in  thy  father's  sight  ? 

liat  fool  hath  added  water  to  the  sea  ? 

rbroueht  a  faggot  to  bright  burning  Troy  ? 

y  grief  was  at  the  height  before  thou  cam'st, 

pd  now,  like  Nilus.  it  disdaineth  bounds. — 

ive  me  a  sword.  111  chop  off  my  hands  too : 

)r  they  have  fought  for  ilome,  and  all  in  vain ; 

Dd  they  have  nursed  this  woe,  in  feeding  life ; 

I  bootless  prayer  have  they  been  held  up, 

od  they  have  served  me  to  effectless  use : 

ow,  all  the  service  I  require  of  them 

{that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other. — 

18  welL  Lavinia,  that  thou  hast  no  hands ; 

)r  hands,  to  do  Bome  service,  are  but  vain. 

Luc.  Speak,  gentle  sister,  who  hath  martyr'd  thee  ? 

Mar.  0.  that  delightful  engine  of  her  thoughts, 

lat  blabo'd  them  with  such  pleasing  eloquence, 

torn  f^om  forth  that  pretty  hollow  cage : 

liere,  like  a  sweet  melodious  bird,  it  sung 

rert  varied  notes,  enchanting  every  ear ! 

Lue,  O.  say  thou  for  her,  who  hatn  done  this  deed  ? 

Mar.  O,  thus  I  found  her,  straying  in  the  park, 

ebng  to  hide  herself,  as  doth  the  deer, 

lat  liath  received  some  unrecuring  wound. 

TU.  It  was  my  deer :  and  he  that  wounded  her, 

ith  hurt  me  more,  tnan  had  he  kill'd  me  dead : 

ir  now  I  stand  as  one  upon  a  rock, 

ATiron'd  with  a  wilderness  of  sea ; 

lu>  marks  the  waxing  tide  grow  wave  by  wave, 

KMotin^  ever  when  some  envious  surge 

^01  in  his  brinish  bowels  swallow  him. 

ins  way  to  death  my  wretched  sons  are  gone ; 

ve  8tan<^  my  other  son,  a  banish'd  man ; 

nd  here,  my  brother,  weeping  at  my  woes ; 

Bt  thai  wmch  gives  my  soul  the  greatest  spurn, 

dear  Lavinia^  dearer  tnan  my  soul. — 

id  I  but  seen  thy  picture  in  this  plight, 

would  have  madded  me ;  What  snail  I  do 

nr  I  behold  thy  lively  body  so  ? 

Mm  hM9t  no  bands,  to  wipe  away  thy  tears ; 


KtOMue,  to  toll  me  who  Iiatb  mortTr'i]  thee; 
iiir^uBWDdheUdeadi  ajid.  for  bis  Jeatb, 
Tby  brotherB  are  ooDdsma'd,  aaii  dead  by  thii : 
Look,  Uarcos '.  ■b,  ton  Ludus,  I«ok  on  Ber  1 
TTbea  1  did  nune  her  brothers,  thoa  fresh  tea 
Slood  on  ber  Dheeks ;  as  dotb  tbe  bone;  dew 
Upon  n  gather'd  lily  almost  'nicber'd. 

Mar.  Ferobsnoe,  she  weeps  because  the;  kill'd 
PercbttQce,  beeausa  flheknowE  themir * 


No,  DO.  they  would  not  do  aa  foul  a  deed ; 

WitDBss  tbe  sorrovr  that  their  sister  makes. — 

Geotle  Lavl□u^  let  me  kisstfa;  lips; 

Or  nuike  some  BiBn  howl  m-ay  do  thee  ease; 

Shall  thy  good  uode,  and  thy  brother  Lucius, 

And  thou,  and  I,  ait  round  about  some  fountiUJi ;. ' 

Looking  sAl  downward^  to  heboid  thy  oheeks         , 

How  tbey  are  ataiu'd ;  like  meadowa,  yet  not  diy  i 

"With  miry  slime  left  on  them  by  b,  flood  ? 

And  in  the  fountain  shall  ne  gaze  so  long. 

Till  tbe  fresh  taste  be  taken  Irom  tbut  ctearnes^ 

And  mute  a  brine-pit  with  our  bitter  tears  ?  ' 

Or  shall  vre  cut  away  our  buids,  like  thine  ? 

Or  shall  ne  bite  our  tenguea,  and  in  dumb  shows  I 

Tan  the  remaiQder  of  our  hateful  d^s  ? 

What  shall  we  do  F  let  ai,  that  have  our  b 

Plot  some  dence  of  further  misery. 

To  make  us  wonder'd  at  ia  time  to  come. 

Zmc  Sweet  father,  cease  your  (ears ;  for,  at  vonrj 
See,  hoir  my  wretehed  sister  sobs  and  weops. 

Mar.  FatioDoe,  dear  niece  :— good  'ntua,  dry  U 

Tit.  Ail,  Marcus,  Marcus  !  brother,  well  I  ir~* 
Thy  napkin*  cannot  drink  u  tear  of  mine. 
For  tbou,  poor  man,  host  drown'd  it  with  Uiine  ol 

inc.  Ab,  my  Lanuia,  I  will  wipe  thy  cheek*. 

Til.  Mark,  Maruus,  mark  !    I  understand  her 
Had  she  a  tongue  te  speak,  now  would  she  say 
That  to  ber  brother  which  I  said  to  thee ; 
His  napMn,  with  his  true  tears  all  bewet. 
Can  do  DO  service  on  her  sorrowful  cheeks. 
O,  what  a  symnathy  of  woe  is  this  ! 
As  lax  from  help  as  liubo  is  from  bliss ! 

Muter  AiBON. 
Anr,  Titus  Andronicus,  mj  lord  the  emw 
Sends  thee  this  word,— That,  if  thou  lovath 
Let  Marous,  Lucius,  or  thvEielf,  old  Titus, 
Or  any  one  of  you,  chop  off  your  hand, 


to  the  king :  he  for  tbe  sa 
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ill  send  thee  hither  both  thy  sons  alive ; 
id  that  shall  be  the  ransom  for  their  fault. 
TU.  O,  gracious  emperor !    O,  gentle  Aaron ! 
id  ever  raven  sin^  so  like  a  lark, 
tot  gives  sweet  tidings  of  the  sun's  uprise  ? 
J'tSb.  all  my  heart,  ril  send  the  emperor 
[yliand: 

fiod  Aaron,  wilt  thou  help  to  chop  it  off  ? 
Imc.  Stay,  father ;  for  that  noble  hand  of  thine, 
liat  hath  thrown  down  so  many  enemies, 
hall  not  be  sent :  my  hand  will  serve  the  turn : 
ly  youth  can  better  spare  my  blood  than  you ; 
^  therefore  mine  shall  save  my  brothers'  lives. 
Mar.  Which  of  your  hands  hath  not  defended  Rome, 
Lnd  rear'd  aloft  the  bloody  battle-axe, 
Vriting  destruction  on  the  enemy's  castle  ? 
).  none  of  both  but  are  of  high  desert : 
iy  hand  hath  been  but  idle ;  let  it  serve 
V  nmsom  mv  two  nephews  from  their  death ; 
ma.  have  I  Kept  it  to  a  worthy  end. 
Aar.  Nay,  come  a^pee,  whose  hand  shall  go  along, 
or  fear  they  die  berore  their  pardon  come. 
Mar,  My  band  shall  go. 
Imc.  By  heaven,  it  shall  not  go. 
Tit,  Sirs,  strive  no  more ;  such  withered  herbs  as  these 
^n  meet  for  plucking  up,  and  therefore  mine. 
Luc.  Sweet  father,  if  I  shall  be  thought  thy  son, 
^  me  redeem  my  brothers  both  from  death. 
Mar.  And,  for  our  father's  sake,  and  mother's  care, 
low  let  me  show  a  brother's  love  to  thee. 
^.  Asree  between  you ;  I  will  spare  my  hand. 
-Z^.  Tnen  Til  so  fetch  an  axe. 

Mar.  But  I  will  use  the  axe.     [Exeunt  Lucius  and  Mabcus. 
^.  Gome  hither,  Aaron ;  I'll  deceive  them  both ; 
end  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  give  thee  mine, 
■^.  It  that  be  called  deceit,  I  will  be  honest, 
•nd  never,  whilst  I  live,  deceive  men  so : — 
^  111  deceive  you  in  another  sort,  [Aside. 

■Qd  that  you'll  say,  ere  half  an  hour  can  pass. 

[Se  cuts  off  Titus*  Sand. 

Snter  LUCIUS  and  Mabcus. 

^t  Now,  stay  your  strife ;  what  shall  be,  is  despatch'd. — 

^  Aaron,  give  his  ma;iesty  my  hand : 

«1  him,  it  was  a  hand  that  warded  him 

rom  thousand  dangers :  bid  him  bury  it; 

lore  hath  it  merited  that  let  it  have. 

'  for  my  sons,  say,  1  account  of  them 

'jewels  purchasea  at  an  easy  price; 

Ad  yet  dear  too,  because  I  bought  mine  own. 

w.  I  go.  Andronicus :  and  for  thv  hand, 

JA  by-and-by  to  have  thy  sona  with  thee : — 

W heads,  I meuL—O,  how  this  villany  \^ Aside . 
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]>otfa  hi  me  with  the  lerr  thonghbi  ot  it '. 
L«t  fuols  da  gaoA^  sod  ttar  men  coll  Ibr  gntce, 
Anron  will  hnve  hi«  sou!  blook  like  bis  iSce. 

Tit.  O,  here  1  lift  this  one  hiind  up  to  heaTeo, 
And  bow  Ihia  feeble  ruin  to  the  eartb  : 
)  f  anf  power  pities  wretohed  tears, 
Tothatlcall;— What  wilt  thou  kneel  with  me?  [TohiXau.  I 
Do  then,  dear  heart ;  for  haaTan  shall  hear  our  pr^en ; 
Or  ivith  our  sighs  we'll  breathe  the  welkin  dim, 
A  nd  stain  the  sua  with  fog,  as  sometimB  doude. 
When  the;  do  hug  him  in  their  melting  bosonu. 

Mar.  0 !  brother,  epeoli  ntith  poasibilitieB, 
And  do  not  break  into  these  deep  extremes. 


Star,  But  }'et  let  rea»)n  ^ven  thy  lament. 

Tit.  If  there  were  reason  for  these  miseries. 
Then  into  timits  could  I  bind  my  woes : 
When  heaven  dotli  weep,  doth  not  the  earth  o'el 
If  the  winds  rat^e,  doth  not  the  se»  wax  mad, 
Threafoing  the  welkin  with  hie  bi^-snoln  bos  ? 
And  wilt  thou  have  a  reason  for  this  coil  ?  t 

UQ  the  sea ;  hnrk,  how  her  sighs  do  blow ! 

le  is  the  weeping  welkin,  I  the  earth  : 
_  jen  must  mj  sea  be  moved  with  her  sighs ; 
Then  must  my  earth  with  her  continual  lean 

ome  a  deluge,  overflow'd  and  drown'd : 

IFtar  why  ?  my  bowels  cannot  hide  her  woesj 
But  like  a  drunkard  must  I  vomit  them. 
Then  gi'e  me  leava ;  for  losers  will  have  leave 
To  ease  their  atomaoha  with  their  bitter  tonguea. 

Enter  a  MEeaKxaEB,  miih  too  Stadi  and  a  Smi< 
Men.  Worthy  Androni»™B,  ill  art  thou  repaid 
Pot  that  good  hand  thou  sent  at  the  emperor- 
Here  are  the  heads  of  thy  two  noble  sons : 
And  here's  thy  hand,  in  scorn  to  thee  sent  back ; 
Thy  grio&  their  sports,  thy  reaoluUon  mock'd: 
That  woe  is  mo  to  think  upon  thy  woes, 
More  than  remembrance  of  my  father's  death.  L' 

Mar.  Now  let  hot  JEtna.  cool  in  Sicily, 
And  be  my  heart  an  ever-burning  hell  1 
These  miseriea  are  more  than  may  be  borne  \ 
To  weep  with  them  that  ween  doth  ease  some  deal, 
But  sorrow  flouted  at  is  double  death, 

Luf.  Ah,  that  this  sight  should  make  so  deep  a  wound. 
And  yet  detested  life  not  shrink  thereat  I 
That  ever  death  should  let  life-  l>ear  his  name- 
Where  life  hath  no  more  interest  but  to  breathe  I 

[LiTlSI*, 
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Has,  poor  heart,  that  kiss  is  oomfortless, 
1  water  to  a  starved  snake, 
lien  will  this  fearful  slumber  have  an  end  P 
^ow,  £Eurewell,  flattery :  Die,  Andronicus ; 
it  not  slumber :  see,  thy  two  sons*  heads ; 
like  hand:  thy  mangled  daughter  here; 
)T  banish'a  son,  with  this  dear  sight 
ale  and  bloodless ;  and  thy  brother,  I, 
3  a  stony  image,  cold  and  numb. 
T  no  more  will  I  control  thy  griefs : 
thgr  silver  hair,  thy  other  hand 
with  thv  teeth ;  and  be  this  dismal  sight 
ng  up  of  our  most  wretched  eyes  ! 
time  to  storm ;  why  art  thou  still  ? 
a^ha»  ha! 

Why  dost  thou  laugh  ?  it  fits  not  with  this  hour, 
liy,  I  have  not  another  tear  to  shed : 
his  sorrow  is  an  enemy. 
Id  usurp  upon  my  watery  eyes, 
:e  them  blind  with  tributary  tears ; 
ich  way  shall  I  find  revenge's  cave  ? 
)  two  heads  do  seem  to  speak  to  me ; 
at  me,  I  shall  never  come  to  bliss, 
lese  mischiefs  be  retum'd  again, 
their  throats  that  have  committed  them. 
b  me  see  what  task  I  have  to  do. — 
ry  people,  circle  me  about ; 
Lay  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you, 
ur  unto  my  soul  to  right  your  wrongs, 
is  made. — Come,  brother,  take  a  head ; 
his  hand  the  other  will  I  bear : 
thou  shalt  be  employed  in  these  aims ; 
u  my  hand,  sweet  wench,  between  thy  teeth, 
ee,  boj[,  go,  get  thee  from  my  sight ; 
;  an  exile,  and  thou  must  not  stay : 
le  Goths,  and  raise  an  army  there : 
ou  love  me,  as  I  think  you  do, 
i  and  i)art,  for  we  have  much  to  do. 

[Uxeunt  Titus,  Mabcus,  and  Lavinia. 
'arewell,  Andronicus,  my  noble  father ; 
full'st  man  that  ever  Uved  in  Borne ! 
,  proud  Borne !  till  Lucius  come  again, 
shis  pledges  dearer  than  his  Ufe. 
,  Lavmia>  my  noble  sister ; 

I  thou  wert  as  thou  'tofore  hast  been ! 
nor  Lucius,  nor  Laviuia  Uves, 
bUvion,  and  hateful  griefs. 

3  live,  he  will  requite  your  wrongs ; 
Le  proud  Satuminus  and  his  empress 
le  gates,  like  Tarquin  and  his  queen. 

I I  to  the  Gk>ths,  and  raise  a  power, 

renged  on  Bome  and  Saturnine.  \Exvt. 
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SCENH  IL—A  Boom  in  TiTUS*  House,    A  Banquet  set  m 
Enter  TiTUS,  Mabcus,  Lavinia,  and  young  Lucius,  a  ioj 

Tit  So,  so ;  now  sit :  and  look,  you  eat  no  more 
Than  will  preserve  just  so  much  strength  in  us 
As  will  revenge  these  bitter  woes  of  ours. 
Marcus,  unknit  that  sorrow-wreathen  knot ; 
Thy  niece  and  I,  poor  creatures,  want  our  hands, 
And  cannot  passionate  our  tenfold  grief 
With  folded  arms.    This  poor  right  hand  of  mine 
Is  left  to  tyrannize  upon  my  breast ; 
And  when  my  heart,  all  mm  with  misery. 
Beats  in  this  hollow  prison  of  my  flesh, 
Then  thus  I  thump  it  down. — 

Thou  map  of  woe,  that  thou  dost  talk  in  signs  !      [To  Lavi 
When  thy  poor  heart  beats  with  outrageous  beating, 
Thou  canst  not  strike  it  thus  to  make  it  still. 
Wound  it  with  sighing,  girl,  kill  it  with  groans ; 
Or  get  some  little  knife  between  thy  teeth. 
And  just  against  thy  heart  make  thou  a  hole ; 
That  all  the  tears  that  thy  poor  eyes  let  fall 
May  run  into  that  sink,  and  soakmg  in. 
Drown  the  lamenting  fool  in  sea-sait  tears. 

Mar.  Fie,  brother,  fie !  teach  her  not  thus  to  lay 
Such  violent  hands  upon  her  tender  life. 

Tit.  How  now  !  has  sorrow  made  thee  dote  already  ? 
Why,  Marcus,  no  man  should  be  mad  but  I. 
What  violent  hands  can  she  lay  on  her  life ! 
Ah,  wherefore  dost  thou  urge  the  name  of  hands ; — 
To  bid  ^neas  tell  the  tale  twice  o'er. 
How  Troy  was  burnt,  and  he  made  miserable  ? 
O,  handle  not  the  theme,  to  talk  of  hands ; 
Lest  we  remember  still,  that  we  have  none. — 
Fie^  fie,  how  frantickly  I  square  my  talk ! 
As  if  we  should  forget  we  had  no  hands. 
If  Marcus  did  not  name  the  word  of  hands ! — 
Come,  let's  fall  to ;  and,  gentle  girl,  eat  this : — 
Here  is  no  drink !  Hark,  Marcus^  what  she  says ; — 
I  can  interpret  all  her  martyr'd  signs ; — 
She  says,  she  drinks  no  other  drink  but  tears, 
Brewed  with  her  sorrows,  mesh'd  upon  her  cneeks  :* — 
Speechless  complainer,  I  will  learn  thy  thought ; 
In  thy  dumb  action  will  I  be  as  perfect. 
As  begging  hermits  in  their  holy  prayers : 
Thou  shalt  not  sigh,  nor  hold  thy  stumps  to  heaven, 
Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  sign, 
But  I,  of  these,  will  wrest  an  alphabet. 
And,  by  still  f  practice,  learn  to  know  thy  meaning. 

JBoy.  Good  grandsire,  leave  these  bitter  deep  laments : 
Make  my  aunt  merry  with  some  pleasing  tale. 

*  An  allttsdon  to  bTevnug.  \  ^^Tt^»3D&.,«jQ!atanii: 
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IT.  Alas,  the  tender  bojr,  in  passion  moved, 
weep  to  see  his  grandsire's  neaviness. 
i.  Peace,  tender  sapling ;  thou  art  made  of  tears, 
tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  life  away. — 

[Maecus  strikes  the  dish  toith  a  Tcmfe. 
t  dost  thou  strike  at,  Marcus,  with  thy  knife  ? 
XT.  At  that  that  I  have  kill'd,  my  lord ;  a  fly. 
S.  Out  on  thee,  murderer !  thou  kilPst  my  neart ; 
J  eyes  are  cloy'd  with  view  of  tyranny : 
ed  of  death,  done  on  the  innocent, 
mes  not  Titus'  hrother :  Gret  thee  gone ; 
,  thou  art  not  for  my  companv. 
£M*.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  have  but  kill'd  a  fly.    . 
i.  But  how,  if  that  fly  had  a  father  and  mother  ? 
'  would  he  hang  his  slender  gilded  wings, 
buz  lamenting  doings  in  the  air  ? 
•harmless  fly! 

i  with  his  pretty  buzzing  mdody. 
e  here  to  make  us  merry ;  and  tnou  hast  kill'd  him. 
wr.  Pardon  me.  Sir ;  'twas  a  black  ill-favour'd  fly, 
to  the  empress*  Moor ;  therefore  I  kill'd  him. 
t,  O,  O,  O. 

1  pradon  me  for  reprehending  thee, 
bbou  bast  done  a  charitable  deed, 
me  thy  knife,  I  will  insult  on  him ; 
iering  myself^  as  if  it  were  the  Moor, 
e  hitber  purposely  to  poison  me. — 
'e's  for  thyself,  and  thaf  s  for  Tamora. — 
nrrah! — 

I  do  tbink  we  are  not  brought  so  low, 
that,  between  us,  we  can  kill  a  fly, 
i  comes  in  likeness  of  a  coal-black  Moor. 
nr.  Alas,  i)oor  man !  grief  has  so  wrought  on  him, 
akes  false  shadows  for  true  substances. 
t.  Gome,  take  away. — Lavinia,  go  with  me : 
0  thy  closet ;  i^nd  go  read  with  thee 
itories,  chanced  in  the  times  of  old. — 
e,  boy,  and  go  with  me ;  thy  sight  is  young, 
thou  shalt  read,  when  mine  begins  to  dazzle.  \_^xeunt. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  L—The  same.    Before  TiTUS'  Eouse. 

"Enter  TlTUS  and  Marcus.     Then  enter  young  Ltjcifs, 
Lavinia  running  after  him. 

y.  Help,  grandsire,  help  !  my  aunt  Lavinia 
iW8  me  everywhere,  I  know  not  why  : — 
.  uncle  Marcus,  see  how  swift  she  comes ! 
8W6&t  tMt^t,  I  know  not  what  you  mean. 


i 


tS!  riTria  amieonicob. 

Mar,  Bland  by  me,  Lucius ;  do  not  tear  thina  ai.^ 

Til.  She  loies  theo,  txn',  too  well  t«  do  Ibee  hMm. 

Bag.  Aj,  irben  my  btber  vsa  in  Bome,  >be  did. 

Mar.  What  lueaug  my  oiece  Lavinia  by  ttiese  sient? 

lU.  Fear  her  not,  Ludiia : — Somewhat  dotb  she  nxn:  | 
Se«^  Luoius,  see,  bow  mucb  she  malces  of  thee : 
Somewhither  would  ahe  have  tboe  go  wiHi  her. 
Ah,  boy,  Cornelia,  never  with  more  care 
Bead  to  her  eoua,  than  ehe  liath  read  to 
Sweet  poetiT,  and  Tullrt  Orator. 
Canst  thou  nut  guess  wnerefore  she  plien  thee  lliitt 

Bb).  Mj  lord,  I  know  not,  I,  nor  can  I  guea, 
Unlew  Romo  fit  or  frenzy  do  posses*  ber; 
For  I  have  heard  my  grandsire  say  full  oft, 
Extremity  of  grie&  would  make  men  mad ; 
And  I  have  read  that  Heouba  of  Trov 
Ban  mad  through  sorrow :  That  made  me  to 
AhhflUEh,  my  lord,  I  know  my  noble  aunt 
LoTca  me  as  dear  as  e'er  niy  mother  did. 
And  would  not,  but  in  fury,  fright  my  youth: 
Which  made  me  dawn  to  throw  my  books,  sad  1^ 
Csut^len,  perhaps :  But  mrdon  me,  sweet  aunt : 
Andmadani,  if  my  uncle  JU arena  ho. 
I  will  moat  willingly  attend  your  ladyship. 

Mar.  Lucius,  I  will 

tLlviHiA  funu  imer  fi  •  booit  wMci  LdcidS  1(_  . 
[ow  now,  Lavinia  V— Marcus,  what  means  Oaa  ? 
Some  book  there  ia  that  she  desires  to  see : — 
Which  is  it,  girl,  of  these  P— Open  them,  boy.— 
But  thou  art  deeper  rea<L  and  better  skiJl'd ; 
Come,  and  take  choice  ofall  my  library. 
And  BO  beguile  thy  sorroir,  till  the  heaveng 
Tieveal  the  damn'd  contriver  of  this  deed. — 
Why  lifM  she  up  her  arms  in  sequence*  thus  ? 

Mar.  1  think,  she  mean.&  that  there  was  more  than  one 
Confederate  in  the  foot: — Ay,  more  there  was: — 
Or  else  to  heaven  she  heaves  them  for  revenge. 

Tit,  Lucius,  what  book  ia  that  ahe  toeselh  so  t- 

Bef.  Grandsire,  'tis  Ovid's  MeUunarphosis ;     < 
My  mother  gave't  me. 

Mar.  For  love  of  her  that'B  gone, 
Perhaps  she  cuU'd  it  [torn,  among  the  re 

lit.  Soft :  see  how  busily  she  turos  the  leAveaH 
Help  her  :— 

What  would  she  Bud  P— Lavinia,  shall  I  K 
This  is  the  irapo  tale  of  Philomel, 
And  treata  of  Tereus'  treason,  and  his  raiK 
And  npe,  I  fear,  was  root  of  thine  anuoy.  ._, 

Mar,  See,  brother,  nee :  note  how  she  quot^st  the  Wiw 

Tit.  Lavinia,  wert  thou  thua  surprised,  sweel  ^1, 
liavish'd  and  wrong'd,  ks  Philomela  was, 
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wd  in  the  rathless  vast^  and  gloomy  woods  P — 

,8ee! 

,  such  a  place  there  is,  where  we  did  hunt, 
had  we  never,  never  nunted  there  !) 
itom'd  by  that  the  poet  here  describes, 
nature  made  for  murders,  and  for  rapes. 
lor.  O,  why  should  nature  build  so  foul  a  den, 
loB  the  gods  delight  in  tragedies ! 

\L  Give  signs,  sweet  girl,— for  here  are  none  but  friends, — 
nt  Boman lora  it  was  durst  do  the  deed : 
ihmk  not  Saturnine,  as  Tarquin  erst, 
it  left  the  camp  to  sin  in  Lucrece'  bed  ? 
far.  Sit  down,  sweet  niece ;— brother,  sit  down  by  me- 
dio, Pallas,  Jove,  or  Mercury, 
Mie  me,  that  I  may  this  treason  find ! — 
knrd,  look  here ;— Look  here,  Lavinia : 
I  sandy  plot  is  plain ;  guide,  if  thou  canst, 
safter  me,  when  I  have  wnt  mv  name 
khout  the  help  of  any  hand  at  all. 

iHe  wrUes  kia  name  with  his  staff,  and  guides  it  with  his 
feet  and  mouth. 
aed  be  that  heart  that  forced  us  to  this  shift ! 
ite  thou,  good  niece ;  and  here  di£q[>lay,  at  last, 
at  Gk)d  will  have  discovered  for  revenge : 
Even  guide  thy  pen  to  print  thy  sorrows  plain, 
t  we  may  know  the  traitors,  and  the  truth ! 

[She  takes  the  staff  in  lier  mouth,  and  guides  it  with  her 
stumps,  and  writes. 
U.  O,  doyou  read,  my  lord,  what  she  hath  writ  ? 
nwm — Chiron — Demetrius, 
tar.  What,  what ! — The  lustful  sons  of  Tamora 
finrmers  of  this  heinous  bloody  deed  ? 
it  Magne  Dominator  poU, 
I  lentms  audis  scelera  7  tarn  lentus  vides  ? 
far.  O,  calm  thee,  gentle  lord !  although,  I  know, 
re  is  enou^  written  unon  this  earth, 
itir  a  mutmy  in  the  nmdest  thoughts, 
I  aim  the  mmds  of  infants  to  exclaims. 
lord,  kneel  down  with  me ;  Lavinia^  kneel  ; 
I  kneel,  sweet  boy,  the  Boman  Hector's  hope ; 
I  swear  with  me,— as  with  the  woful  feere,* 
[  fiiUier,  of  that  chaste,  dishonoured  dame, 
d  Junius  Brutus  sware  for  Lucrece'  rape, — 
t  we  will  prosecute,  by  good  advice, 
rtal  revenge  upon  these  traitorous  Goths, 
I  lee  their  blood,  or  die  with  this  reproach. 
U.  Tis  sure  enough,  an  you  knew  how, 
if  you  hurt  these  bear-whelps^  then  beware : 
darn  will  wake ;  and,  if  she  wind  you  once, 
Is  with  the  lion  deeply  still  in  league, 
I  lolla  him  whilst  she  playeth  on  ner  back, 

*  Husband. 


And.  when  he  sleeps,  will  she  do  what  she  list. 

Youre  a  youngbuDUmun,  Marcus;  lotit>J<me; 

Aiid,eoioB,  I  will  go  get  a  leaf  of  braag. 

And  with  a  gad*  or  steel  will  write  tha^  words, 

And  lay  it  by :  the  aagry  northern  wind 

WUl  blow  these  sands,  hko  Sibyl's  leaves,  ahrmtd 

And  Where's  your  lesson  then?  Boy,  what  sayyi 

Boji.  I  say,  my  lord,  that  if  I  were  a  man,  ', 
Their  mother's  Wohamber  should  not  be  sab  J 
Fore  these  bad-bondineti  to  the  yoke  of  Roma.  J 

JUar.  Ay,  thal^s  my  boy  1  thy  lUther  hath  [ii "" 
For  this  unmteAU  oouatry  done  the  like. 


lis  ungrateAU  oouatry  i 
',  And,  UDole,  so  will  1, 


niflhva 


Tit.  Comi  go  with  me  into  mine  annonry ;   i 
Lucius,  I'll  fit  thee ;  and  witha!,  my  hoy 
Shall  oariT  Ih>m  me  to  the  empre^  sons 
FresentB,  that  I  intend  to  send  them  both : 
Come,  come;  tbou'lt  do  thy  message,  wilt  thou  notf 

Boy.  Ay,  with  my  dagger  in  their  hoaoma,  grandairb 

Tit.  No,  boy,  not  so;  rU  teach  thee  another  C0UIB6. 
Lavioia,  come  \ — Marous,  look  to  my  houae; 
Lucius  and  I'll  go  brave  it  at  the  uourt ; 
Ay,  marry,  mill  we,  Sir;  ajid  we'll  be  waitedL„ 

[Sxeunt  Titos,  LiriHIJ,Mi 

Mar.  O  heavens,  can  you  hear  a  eood  man  groai^  ''~- 
And  not  relent,  or  not  composBion  him?  '' 

Marcus,  attend  him  in  his  eostaBj ; 
That  hath  more  scars  orsorruw  in  his  heart, 
Than  foemen's  marks  upon  his  batter"!!  shield : 
But  yet  so  just,  that  be  will  Dot  revenger — 
Bevenge  the  heavens  (br  old  Audronicua ! 

SCENE  U.—The  tatae.    A  Room  lit  the  PatatT' 
Enter  Aasos,  Ceirdh,  and  DBUBTBirs,  at  ooe  door,-  lUm 

door,  yaimg  LOCIUH,  and  au  AtiendaiU,  loilh  a  tuitdle  tf 

porn,  and  veriet  writ  upon  thfin. 

CAi.  Demetrius,  here's  the  son  ofLnoiua; 
He  hath  some  meaanee  to  deliver  to  ui 

Aar.  I  -         ■ 

J9oy.  1_, , 

I  greet  your  honours  from  Androoious  ;— 
And  pray  the  Eoman  gods,oanIbund  you  both. 

Dem,  Gramercy,  lovely  Luoiua:  What's  the  oe..... 

Boi.  That  you  are  both  deoipher'd,  Ibal's  the  new!s 
Fur  villains  mark'd  with  rape.  [Anitlii.)  May  it    ' 
My  grandfflre,  well-advised,  hath  sent  by  me 
TliB  goodhest  weapons  of  his  armoury, 
To  gratify  your  honourable  youth, 
'i'lie  bope  of  Borne :  for  eo  be  bade  me  say ; 
And  BO  I  do,  and  with  his  gifts  present 
Tour  lordalups,  tha\,  hVbubsct  "jiviWiaiaoad, 


1 
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be  anned  and  appointed  well : 

leave  you  both,  laside}  like  bloody  villains. 

[JSxeunt  Boy  and  Attendant, 
^Hiafs  here  ?    A  scroll ;  and  written  round  about  ? 

itts,  acelerisque  purus, 

Mauri  jactUis,  neo  arcu, 

^  'tis  a  verse  in  Horace ;  I  know  it  well : 

in  the  grammar  longago. 

.y,  just ! — a  verse  in  Horace :  right,  you  have  it — 

at  athing  it  is  to  be  an  ass !  [Aside. 

>  sound  jest !  the  old  man  hath  found  their  guilt ; 
js  the  weapons  wrapped  about  with  lines, 

ind,  beyond  their  feeling,  to  the  quick, 
our  witty  empress  wella-foot, 
d  applaud  Andronicus'  conceit. 
er  rest  in  her  unrest  awhile. — 
,  young  lords,  was't  not  a  happy  star 

>  Kome,  strangers,  and  more  than  so, 
to  be  aavanced  to  this  height  ? 

I  good,  before  the  Palace  gate 
the  tribune  in  his  brother's  hearing, 
{ut  me  more  good,  to  see  so  great  a  lord 
sinuate,  and  send  us  gifts, 
[ad  he  not  reason,  Lord  Demetrius  P 
lot  use  his  daughter  very  friendly  ? 
would  we  had  a  thousand  Roman  dames 
k  bay,  bv  turn  to  serve  our  lust, 
chmtable  wish,  and  full  of  love, 
[ere  lacks  but  your  mother  for  to  say  amen, 
id  that  would  she  for  twenty  thousand  more. 
k>me,  let  us  go,  and  pray  to  all  the  gods 
teloved  mother  in  her  pains, 
ray  to  the  devils ;  the  gods  have  given  us  o'er. 

[Aside.    Flourish. 
Vhy  do  the  emi)eror's  trumpets  flourish  thus  ? 
)like,  for  joy  the  emperor  hath  a  son. 
oft ;  who  comes  here  ? 

r  a  NUBSE  with  a  Slack^a-moor  child  in  her  arms. 

ood  morrow,  lords : 
L  did  you  see  Aaron  the  Moor  ? 
^ell,  more,  or  less,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  all, 
on  IS :  and  what  with  Aaron  now  ? 
gentle  Aaron,  we  are  all  undone ! 
x,  or  woe  betiae  thee  evermore ! 
^y,  what  a  caterwauUng  dost  thou  keep ! 
t  tiiou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine  arms  ? 
,  that  which  I  would  hide  from  heaven's  eye, 
'ess'  shame,  and  stately  Rome's  disgrace ; — 
Lver'd,  lordis,  she  is  deliver'd. 
)  whom  ? 

meaa,  she's  brought  to  bed. 

2a2 
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Aar.  WolL  God 
Oive  her  Kood  rat '.  Whit  halh  ho  seot  her  7 

^BT.  A  devil. 

jf  or.  Why  Ihen  she's  the  devD'g  dam ;  a  JoyCul  i» 

Nur.  A  joylt^  diemiil,  black,  and  BorrDwTuI  issue 
Here  u  the  babe,  as  loattlKnne  as  s  biad 
AiDongat  the  rgirest  breeders  of  our  clime. 
The  empress  senda  it  thee,  tl^  stomp,  thj  sea], 
Aud  bida  thee  nhmten  it  with  thy  daKgert  jxant. 

Aar,  Out,  out,  you  whore !  is  black  so  base  n  hoc 
Sweet  blowse,  you  are  a  benuteous  blossom  91 

Dem.  Yillain,  what  hast  thou  done? 

Aar.  Bone '.  that  which  thou 
Canst  not  undo. 

CAi.  Thou  haat  undone  our  mother. 

Aar.  Villain,  I  have  done  thy  mother. 

Hem,  And  therein,  helliHh  dog,  thou  hast 
Woe  to  her  chance,  and  d&mn'd  her  loathed 
Accursed  the  aHkpring  or  fto  fuulaHand! 

CAL  It  shaJl  not  live. 

Aar.  It  shall  not  die. 

Nur.  Aaron,  it  must :  the  mother  wills  it : 

Aar.  What,  must  it,  nurse  ?  then  let  no  n 
Do  execution  on  my  flesh  and  blood. 

Dem.  I'll  broBoh  the  tadpole  on  my  mpier 
Nuree,  giye  it  me  j  my  sward  shall  soon  dispi 

Aar.  Sooner  this  aword  shall  plough  thy  bowels  np. 

[Tatee  t&e  child^rom  Ihe  tivaas  and  A 
Stay,  murderous  yillains !  will  jou  kill  your  brother  ! 
Now,  by  the  burning  lapera  of  the  sky,  , 

That  shone  so  briBhtly  when  this  bo^  was  eot. 
He  dies  upon  my  sdmitar'e  sharp  point, 
That  touches  tins  my  fiiBt-boro  son  and  1 
I  tell  you,  ^auDgliogs,  not  Enceladus, 
With  all  his  threaf  ning  band  of  Typhon's  hi 
Nor  great  Aloides,  nor  the  eod  of  war. 
Shall  seize  this  prey  out  of  nis  father's  hands. 
What,  what ;  ye  sanguine,  shallow-hearted  boys  tL 
Ye  white-limed  walls ;  ye  alehouse  pajnl«dsign^f 
Coal  black  is  bettor  than  aoother  hue,  * 

In  that  it  scorns  to  bear  another  hue : 
For  all  the  wator  in  the  ocean 
Can  never  turn  a  awan's  Mack  leii  to  whjto. 
Although  she  lave  them  hourly  in  the  flood. 
Tell  tlie  empress  from  me,  I  am  of  age 
To  keep  mine  own;  exuure  it  how  she  can, 

Ilem.  Wilt  thou  betray  thj  noble  mistress  thi; 

Aar.  My  mislress  is  my  znistress;  this,  ni — " 
ThSTigour,  and  the  picture  of  my  youth: 
This,  before  all  the  world,  do  I  prefer ; 
This,  laaugre*  ull  the  world,  will  I  keep  safti. 
Or  some  of  you  Btiidl  smoteo  tot  ■A^^'fi — 
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nn.  By  this  our  mother  is  for  ever  shamed. 

4,  Bome  will  desptise  her  for  this  foul  escape.* 

*r.  The  emperor,  in  his  rage,  will  doom  her  death. 

«.  I  hlush  to  think  upon  this  ignomy.f 

jtr.  Why,  there's  the  privilege  your  beauty  bears : 

treacherous  hue !  that  will  betray  with  blushing 

cdose  enacts  and  counsels  of  the  heart ! 

)'s  a  young  lad  firamed  of  another  leer  :I 

c.  how  the  black  slave  smiles  upon  the  father ; 

rno  should  say.  Old  lad,  lam  thine  own, 

s  your  brother,  lords ;  sensibly  fed 

lat  self-blood  that  first  gave  Ufe  to  you : 

firom  that  womb,  where  you  imprisoned  were, 

9  enfranchised  and  come  to  light : 

,  he's  your  brother  by  the  surer  side, 

ough  my  seal  be  stamped  in  his  face. 

cr.  Aaron,  what  shall  I  say  unto  the  empress  ? 

rm.  Advise  thee,  Aaron,  what  is  to  be  done, 

we  will  all  subscribe  to  thy  advice ; 

thou  the  child,  so  we  ma}'  all  be  safe. 

vr.  Then  sit  we  down,  and  let  us  all  consult. 

K>n  and  I  will  have  the  wind  of  vou : 

)  there :  Now  talk  at  pleasure  of  your  safety. 


[They  sit  on  the  ground, 
a 


im.  How  many  women  saw  this  child  of  his  P 

w.  Why,  so,  brave  lords;  When  we  all  join  in  league, 

.  a  lamb :  but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 

ohafed  boar,  the  mountain  lioness, 

ocean  swells  not  so  as  Aaron  storms. — 

say  again,  how  many  saw  the  child  ? 

fr.  Comeua  the  midwife^  and  myself 

no  one  else,  but  the  delivered  empress. 

fr.  The  empress,  the  midwife,  and  yourself : 

may  keep  counsel,  when  the  third  s  away : 

0  the  empress ;  toll  her,  this  I  said :—  [^Stahhing  her. 
:e^  weke !— so  cries  a  pig  prepared  to  the  spit. 

9m,  What  mean'st  thou,  Aaron  ?  Wherefore  didst  thou  this  ? 
tr.  O  lord.  Sir,  'tis  a  deed  of  poUcy : 

1  ^e  live  to  betray  this  guilt  of  ours  ? 
ng-tongued  babblmg  gossip?  no.  lords,  no. 
now  be  it  known  to  you  my  full  intent. 
fii^  one  Muhteus  Uves,  my  countryman, 
iFiie  but  yesternight  was  brought  to  bed ; 
diild  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  are : 
ack§  with  him,  and  ^ve  the  mother  gold, 
tell  them  both  the  circumstance  of  all ; 
how  by  this  their  child  shall  be  advanced 
be  received  for  the  emi)eror's  heir, 
substituted  in  the  place  of  mine, 

ihn  ^lis  tempest  whirling  in  the  court ; 

kpade.  f  L  e.  Ignominf.  %  Coixi\>\«3dLC(0L. 

^  JSargain  with. 
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And  let  the  emperor  daoiU  bim  Tor  hia  omi. 
Hu-k  ye,  locda,  ye  see,  Unit  1  have  given  her  phymo, 

IPoiiUing  to  titSvait. 
And  you  muat  needs  bestow  her  funeral ; 
The  nelda  are  near,  and  ;ou  are  gallant  groams: 
ThU  done,  see  tbal/ou  lake  DO  loDgerilByE, 
Sut  9«nd  the  midwife  presently  to  me. 
The  midwife  and  the  nurse,  well  mode  away, 
Then  let  the  ladieo  tattle  what  they  please. 

Chi.  AaroD,  I  see,  thou  wilt  not  trust  the  sir 
With  searets. 

Dem.  For  thit  cire  of  Tamora, 
Heisell^and  hers,  are  highly  bound  to  thee 

[£mne  Deubtbius  Ktul  Chison,  beariufi <(ff  OuTiVVt 

Aar.  Now  to  the  Goths,  ai  swift  as  swallow  flies; 
There  (o  dispose  this  treasure  in  mine  arms, 
And  secretly  1o  greet  the  empresa"  friends,— 
Come  on,  you  thick-lipp'd  stave.  I'll  bear  you  henoe ; 
For  it  is  you  that  puts  us  to  our  sbiHs : 
111  make  you  Toed  on  berries,  and  on  roote. 
And  feed  on  curds  and  whey,  and  suck  the  goat. 
And  oabin  in  a  cave ;  and  bring  you  up 
To  be  a  wurinr,  and  commaDd  a  ounp.  [&>li 

SCEXE  IIL—Tkeiame.    A  Pvtlie  Ftaaa. 


TO.  Come,  Marcus,  come  r— Kinsmen,  this  is  the  way  .— 
Sir  boy,  now  let  me  see  your  arohory ; 
Look  ye  draw  home  eaough,  and  'tis  there  straight : 
Terras  Jttraa  religuU  .- 

Be  you  remember'd,  Marous,  she's  Kone,  she's  Bed. 
Sir,  lake  YOU  W  your  tools.    You,  oouama,  shall 
Oo  sound  the  ocean,  and  cost  your  nets ; 
Eapnily  you  may  dud  her  in  the  sea ; 
Yet  there's  as  httle  justice  as  at  land ;  ■ 
No :  Fublius  and  Semproniuii,  you  most  do  it ; 
'Tis  you  must  dig  with  matlook.  and  with  spade, 
And  pierce  the  inmost  centre  of  the  earth : 
Then,  when  vou  come  to  Pluto's  region, 
J  pray  you,  deliver  him  this  p«Ution ; 
Tell  him.  it  is  for  Justice^  ana  for  aid: 
And  that  it  comes  IVom  old  Andronicua, — 
Shaken  with  sorrows  in  UDgroteful  Home. — 
Ah,  Rome ! — Well,  well ;  I  made  thee  raiserable, 
What  time  I  threw  the  people's  suSrat^ 
On  him  that  thus  doth  ^raanize  o'er  me. — 
Oo,  get  you  gone ;  and  pray  be  oarelbl  all, 
And  leave  you  not  a  man-of-wzir  unsearch'd  -, 
This  wicked  emperor  maj  te.iB  i\v.w'4'°™'oM™i, 
And,  kinsmen,  then  WB  mas  ?,oT)\¥efct"vaaC\w. 
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Jfor.  O,  Publius,  is  Dot  this  a  heavy  caae, 

0  see  thy  noble  uncle  thus  distract  ? 

JPub,  Therefore,  my  lord,  it  highly  us  concerns, 

y  day  and  ni^^ht  to  attend  him  carefully ; 

nd  feed  his  humour  kindly  as  we  may, 

ill  l^me  beget  some  careful  remedy. 

Mar.  Kinsmen,  his  sorrows  are  past  remedy. 

nn  with  the  Goths ;  and  with  reyengeful  war 

ike  wreak  on  Bome  for  this  ingratitude, 

nd  yengeanoe  on  the  traitor  Saturnine. 

IHt,  Publius,  how  now P  how  now,  my  masters?  What, 

ave  you  met  with  her  P 

Pmb.  No,  my  good  lord ;  but  Flutus  sends  vou  word, 

you  will  have  Keven^  flrom  hell,  vou  shall : 

arry^  for  Justice,  she  is  so  emplord, 

e  thinks,  with  Jove  in  heaven,  or  somewhere  else, 

•  thatperforce  you  must  needs  stay  a  time. 

at.  Me  doth  me  wrong,  to  feed  me  with  delays. 

1  dive  into  the  buminglake  below, 

id  paU  her  out  of  Acheron  by  the  neels. — 

arcnuL  we  are  but  shrubs,  no  cedars  we ; 

3  Ixig-Doned  men,  framed  of  the  Cyclop's  size : 

it  metal,  Marcus,  steel  to  ^e  very  back ; 

st  wrong*  with  wrongs,  more  than  our  backs  can  bear : 

id  nth  there  is  no  justice  in  earth  nor  hell, 

e  will  solicit  heaven :  and  move  the  gods, 

» lend  down  Justice  for  to  wreak  our  wrongs : 

one,  to  this  gear.f    You  are  a  good  archer,  Marcus. 

J  He  gives  them  the  arrows, 
pollinem: — 
i  Mortem,  that*  s  for  myself ; — 
ere,  boy,  w)  Pallas :— Here,  to  Mercury : 
»  Saturn,  Gains,  not  to  Saturnine, — 
m  were  as  good  to  shoot  asainst  the  wind. — 
» it,  boy.    Marcus,  loose  when  I  bid : 
my  word,  I  have  written  to  effect ; 
lere's  not  a  god  left  unsolicited. 
Mar.  Kinsmen,  shoot  all  your  shafts  into  the  court : 
e  win  afBict  the  emneror  in  his  pride. 
2i^.  Now,  masters,  draw.  [I%evshoot.^  O,  well  said, Lucius ! 
3od  boy,  in  Yirm's  lap ;  give  it  Pallas. 
Mar.  My  lord^  1  aim  a  mile  beyond  the  moon ; 
nir  letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  this. 
2!UL  Ha !  Publius,  Publius,  what  hast  thou  done ! 
i&  tee,  thou  hast  shot  off  one  of  Taurus*  horns. 
JKor.  This  was  the  sport,  my  lord ;  when  Publius  shot, 
le  Bull  being  gall'd,  gave  Aries  such  a  knock 
lat  down  fell  both  the  Bam's  horns  in  the  court ; 
nd  who  should  find  them  but  the  empress*  villain  ? 
le  laoc^'d,  and  told  the  Moor,  he  should  not  choose 
it  give  them  to  his  master  for  a  present 
3U,  Why,  there  it  goes :  God  give  your  lordsYnp  ^qi:^. 

'  StnUned,  f  Builnieaa. 
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Saler  a  Clowk,  tnifh  a  battel  and  two  pigi 
News,  news  (rom  teayen !  Mamua,  the  post  is  wma. 
(^irrmh,  ithntlidingB?  have  you  any  letters? 
S)iiill  I  hftvB justice?  what  eaja  Jupiter? 

CIo.  Ho !  the  gibbet-maker  ?  he  says,  that  he  hath  taim  then 
do<m  aeiin,  for  the  mim  must  not  be  baoeed  till  the 

Til.  But  what  says  Jupiter,  I  ask  thee  y 

do.  Alas,  Sir,  I  xoow  not  Jupiter  i  I  Derer  drank  irilhliui 
in  bU  my  lire. 

Til.  Why,  villain,  art  Dot  thou  the  carrier  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  of  my  pigeous,  Sir ;  uothing  else. 

Tit.  Why,  didat  tboa  Dot  oome  from  heaven . 

Cio.  From  heaven  ?  alas,  Sir,  I  never  came  there :  God  fellttft 
I  should  bo  go  bold  to  press  to  heaven  in  my  yoana  days.  W* 
I  am  goine;  with  my  pigeons  to  the  tribunu  plebs,*  M  lake  9 
a  matter  of  brawl  betwul  ray  uncle  and  one  ot  the  empranO 

Mar.  "Why,  Sir,  that  is  aa  Et  as  can  be,  to  serve  for  pwr 
oration ;  and  lei  him  deliver  tha  pigeons  to  tiie  emperor  trcH 

3!f,  Tell  me,  can  you  deliver  an  oration  to  the  emperor  iritll  1 

Clo.  Nay,  truly,  Bir,  I  could  never  say  grace  in  all  my  life. 

Tit.  Bimih,  oome  hither :  make  no  more  ado. 
But  give  your  pigeons  to  the  emperor: 
By  me  thnu  ahiilt  have  justice  at  his  hands. 
Hold,  hold ;— meanwhile,  herd's  muney  for  thy  chM'Be& 
Give  me  a  pea  and  idIi.— 
(iirrsh,  can  you  with  a  gnco  dolivor  a  aupphcatioD  ? 

Cla.  Ay.  Sir. 

Tit.  Then  here  is  a  supplioation  for  you.  And  wbeu  jrou  W 
'    him,  at  the  first  approach,  "  '    -  ■   - '       ■  -    ■  -  ■- 

:n  deliver  up  your  pigeons . 
be  at  band.  Sir ;  see  you  do  it  bravely, 

Clo.  I  warrant  you,  Sir  -  let  niu  alone. 

Tit.  Sirrah,  bast  thou  a  kuife  V  Come,  let  me  see  it. 
Here,  Marcus,  fold  it  in  the  oration ; 
For  tjiou  haet  made  it  like  aa  humble  suppliant : — 
And  when  thou  hast  given  it  to  the  emperor, 
IvQOOk  at  my  door,  and  tell  me  wbatbe  Gays. 

Clo.  God  be  with  jou,  Sir ;  I  will. 

TO.  Come.  Marcus,  let's  go  :— Publius,  follow  me.       f^wWd 

SCBIfE  ir.—Tlte  same.    Sefare  Ihs  Palaoe. 
Enter  SiTCRNiniT8,  Taudbi,  Cbiuoh,  Dbubtbios,  Ifitoi, 

ai»d  oUiera :  Satubninus   Kith  the  arroiet  in  Aid  luuut,ii^ 

TiTCs  shot. 

Sal.  Why.lordiswhatvrroiigsaretheseP  "Was 
An  emperor  of  Rome  thus  orerborue. 
Troubled,  oontiouted  thus :  and,  fur  the  extent 
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Of  €«al*  justioe,  used  in  such  oontempt  ? 
Mj  lords,  you  know,  as  do  the  mightml  gods, 
Howeyer  uiese  disturbers  of  our  peace 
ma  in  the  people's  ears,  there  nought  hath  pass'd, 
"^  %  even  with  law,  against  the  wilful  sons 
old  Andronicus.    And  what  an  if 
•onows  have  so  oyerwhelm'd  his  wits, 
A  we  be  thus  afflicted  in  his  wreaks, 
fits,  his  frenzy,  and  his  bitterness  ? 
And  now  he  writes  to  heaven  for  his  redress : 
fle^  Jiere's  to  Jove,  and  this  to  Mercury ; 
nam  to  Apollo ;  this  to  the  god  of  war : 

it  scrolls  to  fly  about  the  streets  of  Itome 
's  this,  but  ubeUing  against  the  senate, 
blasomng  our  injustice  everywhere  ? 
goodly  humour,  is  it  not,  my  lords  ? 
who  would  say.  in  Some  no  justice  were. 
L  if  I  live,  his  reigned  ecstasies 
1  be  no  snelter  to  these  outrages : 
.  he  and  his  shall  know,  that  justice  lives 
Setuminus'  health;  whom,  if  she  sleep, 
MmHI  80  awake,  as  she  in  fury  shall 
Oat  off  the  proud'st  conspirator  that  lives. 

Tom.  My  ^^racious  lord,  my  lovely  Saturnine, 
Iiord  of  my  hfe,  commander  of  my  thoughts, 
C3alm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus'  age, 
The  effects  of  sorrow  for  his  valiant  sons. 
Whose  loss  hath  pierced  him  deep,  and  scarr'd  his  heart ; 
And  rather  comfort  his  distressed  plight. 
Than  prosecute  the  meanest,  or  the  best 
For  these  contempts.    Why,  thus  it  shall  become 
HighfWitted  Tamora  to  glozef  with  all :  [Aside. 

Bui,  mtuBf  I  have  touched  thee  to  the  guick. 
Thy  life-blood  out :  if  Aaron  now  be  wise. 
Then  is  all  safe,  the  anchor 's  in  the  port.— 

Enter  Clown. 

How  now,  good  fellow  ?  wouldst  thou  speak  with  us  ? 

Clo,  Yes,  forsooth,  an  your  mistership  be  imperial 

Tarn.  Empress  I  am,  but  yonder  sits  the  emperor. 

Clo,  Tis  he. — God,  and  Saint  Stephen,  give  you  good  den :— I 
haye  brought  you  a  letter,  and  a  couple  of  pigeons  here. 

[Satubninus  reads  the  letter. 

Sat.  Go,  take  him  away,  and  hang  him  presently. 

Clo.  How  much  money  must  I  have  ? 

Tcim.  Come.  Sirrah,  you  must  be  hang'd. 

do.  Hang'a !  By'r  lady,  then  I  have  brought  up  a  neck  to  a 
fidr  end.  \_Exit,  guarded, 

8ai.  Despiteful  and  intolerable  wrongs ! 
Shall  I  endure  this  monstrous  villany  ? 
I  know  from  whence  this  same  devic/C  proceeds ; 

*  Equal.  \  Flatter. 


May  this  be  borne  ?  as  If  hu  trmtorouE  son^ 
Th»t  ilied  by  law  for  raurd  w  of  our  brother, 
Have  by  my  meane  been  butohet'd  wroogTiulj. — 
Go,  drag  the  villain  hither  br  tlie  hair ; 
Nor  a^  Dor  bocour,  shall  shape  priTilegc ;-- 
For  Ihia  proud  moult,  I'll  be  tl^  siaURhternintl ; 
t^ly  fcanUo  wretch,  that  holp'at  to  make  me  gi^eat, 
la  hope  thysclT  should  govern  Some  and  me. 

£Wcr  iT^Mn.ifTH, 
Wliat  newB  rntli  thee.  .4!miliu9  ? 

.^mil.  Arm,  arm,  my  lords :  Gome  never  had  mor 
The  Goths  have  gattier'dh.ead;  and  with  a  power 
or  high-resolved  men,  bent  to  the  spoil, 
They  hither  march  Brondn,  under  the  conduct 
Of  Lucius,  son  to  old  Androoicus  ; 
Who  threats,  in  course  of  this  revenge,  to  do 
As  much  as  ever  Coriolauus  did. 

Sat.  Ib  warhke  Lucius  general  of  the  GoUb; 
The«e  tidings  nip  me;  and  I  hang  the  head 
As  flowers  with  trost.  or  grass  beat  down  with  si 
Ay,  now  begin  our  sorrows  to  approach : 
'tis  he  the  oommou  people  love  so  muuh ; 
Myself  hath  often  overhEord  them  say 
{When  1  have  walked,  like  a  private  man), 
That  Lucius'  banishment  was  wrongTully. 
And  they  have  mieh'd  that  Lucius  were  theii , 

Tam.  Why  ahould  you  fear,  is  not  your  city  strong  ? 

Sal.  Ay,  but  the  citizena  fhvour  Lucius ; 
And  will  revolt  from  me  ta  succc 

Tam.  King,  ho  thy  thoughts  Id 
Is  the  sun  dimm'd,  uiat  ^n.ls  do 
The  eagle  Buffers  little  birds  tc  - 


it  pleaiure  stintt  tleir  melody : 

Even  so  mayst  thou  the  Kiddy  men  of  Bo 

Then  cheer  thy  spirit :  for  know  thou,  emperor, 
I  wiil  enchant  the  old  AndronicuB, 

With  words  more  sweet,  and  yet  m ^ 

Thsoi  baita  to  fish,  or  honep-stalks  to  sheep , 
When  oa  the  one  ia  wounded  with  the  buit^ 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  feed. 

Saf.  But  he  will  not  entreat  his  son  for  us. 

Tbn.  If  Tunora  entreat  him,  Uien  he  will : 
For  I  can  smooth,  and  fill  Lis  aged  ear 
With  golden  promises ;  tha.t  were  his  heart 


mSSSH  lY.]  TITUS  ANDBONICTTS.  368 

Of  warlike  Lucius,  and  appoint  the  meeting, 
Sven  at  his  fathers  house,  the  old  Andronicus. 

Sat.  ^milius,  do  this  message  honourably : 
And  if  he  stand  on  hostage  for  his  safety, 
^d  him  demand  what  pledge  will  please  him  best. 

JEmU.  Your  bidding  shall  I  do  effeotually.      lUxii  ^MILIUS. 

Tarn,  Now  will  I  to  that  old  Andronicus ; 
And  temper  him.  with  all  the  art  I  have, 
0V>  pluck  proud  Lucius  from  the  warlike  Gk>ths, 
And  now,  sweet  emperor,  be  blithe  again. 
And  Inury  all  thy  fear  in  my  devices. 

Sat.  Tnen  go  successfully,  and  plead  to  him.  [JEaeunt 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  L— Plains  near  Some. 
JEnter  LuciUS,  and  GOTHS,  noith  drum  and  colours. 

Imc.  Approved  warriors,  and  my  faithful  friends, 
I  have  received  letters  from  great  Itome, 
Which  signify,  what  hate  they  bear  their  emperor. 
And  how  desurous  of  our  sight  the^  are. 
ThiOTefore,  great  lords,  be  as  your  titles  witness, 
Imperious,  and  impatient  of  your  wrongs : 
And.  wherein  Bome  hath  done  you  any  scath,* 
Let  nim  make  treble  satisfaction. 

1  Qoth.  Brave  slip,  sprung  from  the  great  Andronicus, 
Whose  name  was  once  our  terror,  now  our  comfort; 
Whose  high  exploits,  and  honourable  deeds, 
IngratefulBome  requites  with  foul  contempt. 

Be  bold  in  us :  we'll  follow  where  thou  lead'st, — 
like  stinging  bees  in  hottest  summer's  day, 
Led  by  their  master^to  the  flower'd  fields, — 
And  be  avenged  on  cursed  Tamora. 

Goths.  And,  as  he  saith,  so  say  we  all  with  him. 

Luc.  I  humbly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  you  alL 
But  who  comes  here,  led  by  a  lusty  Goth  ? 

JEnter  a  GOTH,  leading  Aabon,  with  his  Child  in  his  arms. 

2  Qoth.  Eenowned  Lucius,  from  your  troops  I  stray'd 
To  gaze  upon  a  ruinous  monastery ; 

And  as  I  earnestly  did  fix  mine  eye 
Upon  the  wasted  building,  suddenly 
I  neard  a  child  cry  underneath  a  wall : 
I  made  unto  the  noise ;  when  soon  I  heard 
The  crying  bade  controll'd  with  this  discourse : 
Peace,  tavmy  slave;  half  me  and  ha^thy  dam! 
Did  not  thy  hwi'hetoray  whose  hrat  thou  art, 
H.ad  nature  lent  thee  but  thy  mother's  look, 

*  Harm. 


SM  TITDS  ^ 

FUlaSn,  Ika*  ntglUH  inTW  heat  an  emjieror  : 
Bmt  wicn  tia  butl  and  am  are  both  milk-white, 

Tktfi  lurtvr  do  begei  a  eoal-hlaeli  ealf. 

Peaee,  oiUain,  peace  ! — ereii  thuR  he  ratea  the  bnbe, — 

For  I  mutt  hear  Uiee  to  a  tnuitt  Oof  A  : 

FfAo,  lehen  Ae  knoioe  thou  art  the  empres^  babe, 

WUl  kold  thee  dearli/  for  fAy  mothin'i  aake. 

With  this  my  weapon  drawn,  I  rush'd  upon  him. 

Surprised  bim  sudilenl;  -,  anii  brought  him  hither. 

To  use  B«  you  think  neeoM  of  the  man. 

Luc.  O  worthy  Goth,  this  is  the  incarnate  devil, 
Thst  robb'd  Andronicua  or  hia  good  hand : 
This  is  the  pearl  that  pleased  ;rour  ompross'  eye ; 
Andhere'i  tbebaselruit  ofhisbumiualuet.- 
SBy,  wall-eye'd  slave,  whither  woiildst  thou  oonTc; 
This  growiag  image  of  Ihy  Gond-like  face '/ 
Why  dost  not  speak  P  What  1  deaf?  No,  not  a  word  P 
A  halt*        

_Liie'.  Tooiiiteihe^ 
'  aug  the  chi" " 
toveithe 

a  ladder. 

[A  {adder  Irou^ht.  uihieA  AlEON  a 
Aar.  Luuiua,  save  the  child ; 


That  hi^blr  may  advantage  Iboe  to  hi.._ . 
ir  thou  wilt  not,  beiyi  what  may  bebJl, 
111  speak  no  more ;  But  vengeanoe  rot  you  all ! 

Imc.  Bay  on  ;  and,  if  it  please  me  which  thou  speak'st, 
Thy  child  shall  live,  and  I  will  see  it  nourish'il. 

Aar.  An  if  it  please  thee  ?  why,  assure  thee,  Lucius, 
'Twill  vex  thy  soul  to  bear  wliat  I  aball  apeak ; 
Por  1  must  toll!  of  murders,  rapes,  andmaseacrea. 
Acts  of  blaok  night,  abominable  deeda, 
Complots  of  miiichiof,  treason ;  Tillaaiea 
Buthful  to  hear,  yet  piteouiJ;  perform'd : 
And  this  shall  all  be  Quried  by  my  death, 
UulesB  thou  swear  to  me  mj  child  shall  liTe. 

InK.  Tell  on  tby  mind;  laay,  thy  child  shall  live. 

Aar.  Swear,  that  he  stukll,  and  then  I  will  begin. 

Ijue.  Wbo  ahould  I  swear  by  ?  thou  boliev'st  no  god ', 
That  granted,  how  canst  thou  believe  an  oath  P 

Aar.  What  if  I  do  not  P  as  indeed,  I  do  not : 
Tet, — for  I  know  thou  art  religious. 
And  hast  a  thing  within  thea.  udled  conacience. 
With  twenty  popish  tricks  and  ceremonies. 
Which  I  have  seen  thee  careful  to  observe, — 
Therefore  I  urge  thy  oath  \-~Vat  that,  I  know. 
An  idiot  holds  hiB  oauHu  toe  a  soft. 
And  keeps  the  oatb,  wtojiti^ii  VtoV  ©ii\iaB>Kea 
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To  that  I'll  urge  him :— Therefore,  thou  shalt  vow 
By  that  same  god,  what  god  soe'er  it  be, 
Thafc  thou  ador'st  and  hast  in  reverence, — 
To  save  my  boy^  to  nourish,  and  bring  him  up ; 
Or  else  I  will  disoover  nought  to  thee. 

Luc,  Even  by  my  god,  I  swear  to  thee,  I  will. 

Aar.  First,  know  thou,  I  be^ot  him  on  the  empress. 

Jjue.  O  most  insatiate,  luxurious*  woman ! 

Aar,  Tut,  Lucius,  this  was  but  a  deed  of  charity. 
To  that  which  thou  shalt  hear  of  me  anon. 
'Twas  her  two  sons  that  murder'd  Bassianus : 
They  cut  thy  sister's  tongue,  and  ravish'd  her. 
And  cut  her  hands :  and  trimm'd  her  as  thou  saw'st. 

Xkc.  O.  detestable  villain  !  call'st  thou  that  trimming  ? 

Aa/r.  Why,  she  was  wash'd,  and  cut,  and  trimm'd ;  and  'twas 
Trim  sport  for  them  that  had  the  doinff  of  it. 

Jaus,  O  barbarous,  beastly  villains,  like  thyself! 

Aar,  Indeed,  I  w&s  their  tutor  to  instruct  them ; 
That  codding  spirit  had  they  from  their  mother, 
As  sure  a  card  as  ever  won  the  set : 
That  bloody  mind,  I  think,  they  leam'd  of  me, 
Ab  true  a  dog  as  ever  fought  at  head. — 
Well,  let  my  deeds  be  witness  of  my  worth. 
I  train'd  thy  brethren  to  that  guileful  hole, 
Wliere  the  dead  corpse  of  Bassianus  lay : 
I  wrote  the  letter  that  thy  father  found, 
And  hid  the  gold  within  the  letter  mention'd, 
Ck>nfederate  with  the  queen,  and  her  two  sons ; 
And  what  not  done  that  thou  hast  cause  to  rue. 
Wherein  I  had  no  stroke  of  mischief  in  it  ? 
I  play'd  the  cheater  for  thy  father's  hand ; 
And,  when  I  had  it,  drew  myself  apart. 
And  almost  broke  my  heart  with  extreme  laughter. 
Ipried  me  through  the  crevice  of  a  wall. 
When,  for  his  hand,  he  had  his  two  sonr  heads 
Beheld  his  tears,  and  laugh'd  so  heartily. 
That  both  mine  eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his ; 
And  when  I  told  the  empress  of  this  sport. 
She  swooned  almost  at  my  pleasing  tale. 
And,  for  my  tidings,  gave  me  twenty  kisses. 

Qaih,  Wnat !  canst  thou  say  all  this,  and  never  blush  ? 

Aar.  Ay,  like  a  black  dog.  as  the  saying  is. 

Luc.  Ait  thou  not  sorry  for  these  heinous  deeds  ? 

Aar.  Ay,  that  I  had  not  done  a  thousand  more. 
Even  now  I  curse  the  day  (and  yet,  I  think, 
Few  oome  within  the  compass  of  my  curse). 
Wherein  I  did  not  some  notorious  ill : 
As  Idll  a  man.  or  else  devise  his  death ; 
Bavish  a  maia,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it ; 
Accuse  some  innocent,  and  forswear  myself; 
Set  deadly  enmity  between  two  friends ; 

*  Licentioos. 


TTTOB  iHDHOXrOUS. 

Mike  poor  men's  osttle  break  tbeir  oeoks ; 
8«t  liri)  OD  biinia  and  haystacks  in  the  niaht^ 
I  bid  Ibe  owDers  quench  them  with  tbdr  t 


n  their  gorrows  almost  were  to  ^     . 
.  _    .    n  their  skins,  bb  ou  the  bark  of  trees, 
IIbtb  wilb  my  knife  oured  in  Bomui  letters, 
Jjtl  not  I/our  toTToa  die,  Ihmgh  I  on  lUad. 
Tut,  I  have  done  a  thousand  dreadful  tbin^ 
Ah  wilUnijly  as  one  would  kill  n  fly ; 
And  notbiug  grieiea  me  heartily  indeed. 
But  tliat  I  caooDt  do  ten  tbousaad  more. 

Imo.  Bring  down  the  donl ;  for  be  mual  not  die 
Bo  sweet  a  death  oa  bauKing  preeently. 

Aar,  If  there  be  devilk  'would  1  were  a  devil. 
To  live  and  bum  in  everlastini}  fire ; 
So  I  might  have  your  oompaQy  in  hell. 
But  to  torment  you  with  my  bitter  toogue ! 

Ijiie.  Sirs,  stop  his  mouth,  and  let  him  speak  no 
Eniei-  a  GOTH, 

Qal\.  Ifff  lord,  there  is  a  mesaenger  from  Bom^ 
Desires  to  be  admitted  to  your  presence. 

Luc,  Let  him  come  ncar.^ 

EnttT  ^liIILIDS. 

Welcome,  ^milius,  what's  the  news  &om  Eome?       h 
jShh^  Lord  Lucius,  and  you  princes  of  the  Goth^  ■ 

The  Boman  emneror  greets  you  all  by  me : 

And,  for  he  underatanda  you  are  in  anna. 

He  oravea  a  parley  at  your  bther's  house, 

'Willing  you  to  demnod  your  hostages, 

And  they  shall  be  immadialcly  dflhyerd. 
1  Qolh.  What  saj's  our  general  ? 
Ltu.  .£miliu9,  let  the  emperor  give  his  pledgee 

TTnto  my  fatfaer  and  m;  uncle  Marcus, 

And  we  will  come. — March  away. 

SCESE  n.—Some.     Before  TtTDS'  Einutt% 
Enter  Ti.uoRi^Cwao>i,  and  DsiiSTittna,  di 
Tom.  Tbus,  in  this  strange  and  sad  babilimeat, 
I  will  encounter  with  Andronioua; 
And  say,  I  am  Revenge,  come  ft'om  below. 
To  join  with  bim.anifright  his  heinous  wronga. 
Knock  al  his  study,  where,  they  say,  he  keepe. 
To  ruminate  straniie  plote  of  dire  revenge ; 
Tell  him,  Eevenaa  is  come  to  join  withhiiii. 
And  work  aonfuaion  on  his  enemies.  | 

Enler  TlTua,  above. 
Til.  Who  doth  moVesl  mj  wm.\cTO\!w.'maal 
Is  it  your  trick  t«  make  tub  ov  ^^"^  "^"^  • 


aCESE  n.]  TITUS  AKDB091CU8.  867 

That  80  my  sad  decrees  may  fly  away. 
And  all  my  studv  be  to  no  effect  ? 
Yoa  are  deceived :  for  what  I  mean  to  do. 
See  here,  in  bloody  lines  I  have  set  down ; 
And  what  is  written  shall  be  executed. 

Tom,  Titus,  I  am  come  to  talk  with  thee. 

TU,  No ;  not  a  word :  How  can  I  grace  my  talk. 
Wanting  a  hand  to  give  it  action  ? 
Thou  hast  the  odds  of  me,  therefore  no  more. 

Tom,  If  thou  didst  know  me,  thou  wouldst  talk  with  me. 

TU.  I  am  not  mad ;  I  know  thee  well  enough : 
Witness  this  wretched  stump,  these  crimson  lines ; 
Witness  these  trenches,  made  by  grief  and  care ; 
Witness  the  tiring  day,  and  heavy  night: 
Witness  all  sorrow,  that  I  know  thee  well 
For  our  proud  empress,  mighty  Tamora : 
Is  not  thy  coming  for  my  other  hand  ? 

Tarn,  Know  thou,  sad  man.  I  am  not  Tamora ; 
She  is  thy  enemy,  and  I  thy  niend : 
I  am  Bevenge ;  sent  Arom  the  infernal  kingdom. 
To  ease  the  gnawing  vulture  of  thy  mind. 
By  working  wreakful  vengeance  on  thy  foes. 
Come  down,  and  welcome  me  to  this  world's  light ; 
Confer  with  me  of  murder  and  of  death : 
There's  not  a  hollow  cave,  or  lurking-place, 
No  vast  obscurity,  or  misty  vale. 
Where  bloody  murder,  or  detested  rape, 
Gan  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  them  out ; 
And  in  their  ears  tell  them  my  dreadful  name, 
Bevenge,  which  makes  the  foul  offender  quake. 

7Hi.  Art  thou  Bevenge  ?  and  art  thou  sent  to  me, 
To  be  a  torment  to  mine  enemies  ? 

Tarn.  I  am ;  therefore  come  down,  and  welcome  me. 

TU,  Do  me  some  service,  ere  I  come  to  thee. 
Iio,  l^  thy  side  where  Bape  and  Murder  stands ; 
Now  give  some  'suranoe  that  thou  art  Bevenge. 
Stab  them,  or  tear  them  on  thy  chariot*wheels ; 
And  then  ill  comc^  and  be  thy  waggoner. 
And  whirl  along  with  thee  about  the  globes; 
Fnmde  thee  proper  palfries,  black  as  jet. 
To  hale  thy  vengeful  wa^n  swift  away, 
And  find  out  murderers  in  their  guilty  caves ; 
And.  when  thy  car  is  loaden  with  their  heads, 
I  vml  dianount,  and  by  the  waggon-wheel 
Tro^  like  a  servile  footman,  all  day  long ; 
Even  fh>m  Hyperion's  rising  in  the  east. 
Until  his  verv  downfall  in  the  sea. 
And  day  by  day  111  do  thb  heavy  task. 
So  thou  destroy  Bapine  and  Murder  there. 

Tarn,  These  are  my  ministers,  and  come  with  me. 

TU.  Are  they  thy  ministers  P  what  are  they  cali'd? 

Tom,  Bapine^  ana  Murder ;  therefore  called  so, 
*Cui9e  tbejr  take  vengeuioe  of  such  kind  of  men. 


Til.  Good  lord,  haw  like  the  empress* : 
And  yon  the  empress !  But  we  worldly 
Uive  miaerable,  mad,  miBtaking  eyta. 
O  sn«et  ReventK,  now  do  I  come  '  ~  " 


thee: 


jtent  Ihee, 
[Exit  TiTDBfrfMiii 
lain.  Thisclosuig  with  him  fits  bialunacf: 
Whitc'er  1  forge,  to  fbed  his  brain-sick  Bta, 
Ih)  jou  uphold  and  mtUDtBin  in  your  speeches, 
Por  now  lie  firmly  Mkes  me  for  Kevenge; 
And,  being  credulous  in  this  mud  thought. 


ITIfindwinecunningprBotioaoi.. , 

Tu  scatter  aod  disperse  the  giddy  Goths, 
Or,  aC  the  leai4,  muke  (hem  iiis  euemies. 
See,  hero  he  coined,  and  I  must  ply  my  theme. 
Enter  TlTDa. 

77(.  Lone  buve  I  been  farlom,  and  lUl  for  thea] 
Weliamc,  dread  fury,  Ut  my  wofill  bouse ; — 
Rspine,  and  Murder,  you  ore  weloome  too : — 
Uow  like  the  empress  and  her  sons  you  are ! 
Well  are  you  ittted,  bad  you  but  a.  Moor: — 
Could  not  all  hell  aSbrd  you  such  a  devil  F — 
For,  well  I  vat,  the  empreaa  never  wags. 
But  in  bor  company  there  is  a  Moor ; 
And,  would  you  represent  our  aueeo  aright, 
It  were  convonient  you  had  such  a  devil : 
But  welcome,  as  you  are.    What  shall  we  do  ? 

Tam,  What  would^t  thou  hive  us  do,  Andronl& 

Bern.  Show  me  a  murderer,  I'll  deal  with  luiiCa 

Chi.  Show  me  a  vilMn,  that  hath  done  a  r^ie,  f 
And  I  am  sent  to  be  reveDged  on  him. 

Tarn.  Show  me  a  tbousand,  that  bath  done  th« 
And  I  will  be  revenged  on  them  alL 

TU.  Iiook  round  about  tte  wicked  streets  ol 

And  when  thou  find'st  a  man  that's  like  thyself. 

Good  Murder, stab  him;  he"!  a  murderer. — 

Qo  thou  with  him ;  and  when  it  is  thy  bap. 

To  find  another  that  is  like  to  thee. 

Good  Rapine,  stab  him ;  he  is  n  raiisher. — 

Go  thou  with  them ;  and  in  the  emperor's  court 

There  is  a  queen,  attended  by  a  Moor ; 

Well  majst  then  know  her  by  thy  own  proporlionj 

Ibr  up  and  down  she  doth  resemUe  thee ; 

I  pray  tbee,  do  on  them  soroe  violent  death, 

Tbej  have  been  violent  to  me  and  mine. 

Tarn.  Well  hast  thou  lesson'd  us ;  this  shall  w 
But  would  it  please  tbee,  good  An^nicus, 
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him  come  and  banquet  at  thy  house :  s 

e  is  here,  even  at  thy  solemn  feast, 

ing  in  the  empress  and  her  sons, 

teror  himself,  and  all  thy  foes ; 

;hy  mercy  shall  they  stoop  and  kneel, 

them  shalt  thou  ease  thy  angry  heart. 

SAndronicus  to  this  device  ? 
reus,  my  brother ! — 'tis  sad  Titus  calls. 

Enter  Mabcus. 

le  Marcus,  to  thy  nephew  Lucius : 

alt  inquire  him  out  amon^  the  Groths ; 

repair  to  me,  and  bring  with  him 

the  chiefest  princes  of  the  Groths : 

encamp  his  soldiers  where  they  are : 

1,  the  emperor  and  the  empress  too 

my  house :  and  he  shall  feast  with  them. 

thou  for  my  love ;  and  so  let  him, 

mds  his  aged  father's  life. 

This  will  I  do,  and  soon  return  again.  [^ExU, 

Now  will  I  hence  about  thy  business, 

e  my  ministers  along  with  me. 

fay,  nay,  let  Kane  and  Murder  stay  with  me ; 

?11  call  my  brother  back  a^ain, 

kve  to  no  revenge  but  Lucius. 

What  say  you,  dovs  P  will  you  abide  with  him, 

[  go  tell  my  lord  the  emperor, 

lave  govem'd  our  determined  lest  ? 

his  humour,  smooth  and  speaik  him  fair,  [Agide. 

ry  with  him  till  I  come  agam. 

know  them  all,  though  they  suppose  me  mad ; 

i  o'er-reach  them  in  tneir  own  aevices, 

f  cursed  hell-hounds,  and  their  dam.  [A^e. 

Madam,  depart  at  pleasure,  leave  us  here. 

Farewell,  iuidronicus :  Revenge  now  goes 

oomplot  to  betray  thy  foes. 

know  thou  dost ;  and,  sweet  Bevenge,  farewell. 

[Exit  Tamoba. 
!ell  us.  old  man,  how  shall  we  be  employed  ? 
'at,  I  nave  work  enough  for  you  to  do. — 
come  hither,  Caius,  and  Valentine ! 

EtUer  PUBLIUS,  and  others. 

WThafs  your  will  ? 

[now  you  these  two  ? 

nb'  empress*  sons. 

lem,  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

ie,  PubUus,  fie !  thou  art  too  much  deceived ; 

is  Murder,  Bape  is  the  other's  name : 

refore  Iri^d  them,  gentle  Publius ; 

id  Valentine,  lay  hands  on  them : 

I  you  heard  me  wish  for  such  an  hour, 

2  b 


Ad<]  now  I  find  it ;  therefore  bind  them  dure ; 
Aud  iUip  thur  moutha,  il  the;  begin  to  cry. 

lExit  TiTDB.— PCBLIOB,  Jj-ff.  lag  hold  ON  CBISM 
aad  DeuBTRIUB. 

CM.  Villuna,  foibeai :  we  aiB  the  empress'  eons. 

Put.  And  therefucedo  we  «hat  ire  are  commandeJ. 
Stop  close  their  mouths,  let  them  not  speak  a  word: 
Is  he  sure  bounil  f  looli,  that  you  hind  them  fust. 
St-enter  TiTVs  AHDaoHicirs,  viiiK  Livuiu  ;  she  hetrxt4 
bcudn,  aad  he  a  knife. 

Til.  Come,  come,  Lavinia  :  look,  th;  foes  ore  bound; 
Sin,  stop  their  months,  let  tbeai  not  meaik  to  me ; 
Bnt  let  thom  hear  what  ttiarful  words  I  utl^r. 
O  villains,  Chiron  and  Demetrius  I 
Here  Rlandsthe  spring  whomjou  have  stain'd  with  mud| 
This  Koodly  summer  with  ;our  winter  miji'd. 
You  till'd  ner  husband ;  anci,  for  that  vile  faulty 
Two  of  her  brotliera  were  condemn'd  to  death ; 
H;  hand  cut  o£  and  made  a  merry  jest : 
Both  her  sweet  banda,  her  loague,  and  that,  more  dear 
Than  handa  or  tongue,  her  spotless  Dhastity, 
Inhuman  traitois,  jou  constraia'd  and  forced. 
What  would  you  say,  if  1  should  let  you  speak? 
Villains,  for  shame  you  could,  not  beg  for  grace. 
Usrk,  wretohes,  how  I  mean  to  martyr  you. 
This  one  haad  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  throats ; 
Whilst  that  Laiinia  'tween  her  stumps  doth  hold 
The  basin,  that  receives  your  guilty  blood, 
Tou  know,  your  mother  means  to  feast  with  me. 
And  calls  bersell^  Reven^,  and  thinks  me  mad,— 
Baric,  vill^ns  ;  I  will  grmd  your  bones  to  dust, 
And  with  your  blood  and  it,  I'll  make  a  paste ; 
And  of  the  paste  a  coffin"  I  will  rear. 
And  make  two  pasties  of  your  shameful  heads ; 
And  bid  that  strumpet,  your  unhallow'd  dam. 
Like  to  the  earth,  swallow  her  own  increascLt 
This  is  the  feast  that  I  hare  bid  her  to. 
And  this  the  banquet  eho  ah^l  surfeit  on ; 
For  worse  than  Philomel  yon  used  my  daughter. 
And  worse  than  Prague  I  will  be  revenged : 
And  now  prepare  your  ihroats, — LttTJuia,  oome, 

[.He  enlt  Heir  OnM 
Eeceive  the  blood ;  and,  when  that  they  are  dead. 
Let  me  go  grind  their  bones  to  powder  smaU, 
Ami  with  this  hateful  liquor  temper  it; 

n.,:!.,  >„(  .!.«..  ,j[g  bga^  ])B  bakcd. 
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Jo, 

^ow  bring  them  in,  for  I  Yrill  |)lay  the  cook, 

knd  see  tnem  ready  'gainst  their  mother  comes. 

IJExeunt,  bearing  the  dead  bodies, 

8CEKE  in. — The  same,    A  Pavilion,  with  tables.  Sec 
JSnter  LuciTTS,  Marcus,  and  Goths,  with  Aaron,  prisoner. 

Lue.  Uncle  Marcus,  since  'tis  my  father's  mind, 
Lhst  I  repair  to  Borne,  I  am  content. 

1  Qoth.  And  ours,*  with  thine,  befall  what  fortune  wilL 

Luo.  Gkxxl  uncle,  take  you  in  tnis  barbarous  Moor, 
nds  ravenous  tiger,  this  accursed  devil ; 
jet  him  receive  no  sustenance,  fetter  him, 
M  he  be  brought  unto  the  empress'  face, 
ftft  testimony  of  her  foul  proceedings : 
Ind  see  the  ambush  of  our  friends  be  strong : 
\  fear  the  emperor  means  no  good  to  us. 

Aar,  Some  devil  whisper  curses  in  mine  ear, 
Ind  prompt  me,  that  mv  tongue  may  utter  forth 
ITbe  venomous  malice  or  my  swelling  heart ! 

Luo.  Away,  inhuman  dog !  unhalTow'd  slave ! — 
lirs^  help  our  uncle  to  convey  him  in. — 

[Exeunt  GoTHS,  toith  Aabon.    Flourish. 
Dhe  trumpets  show,  the  emperor  is  at  hand. 

JBnter  Saturktnus  and  Tamora,  with  Tribunes,  Senaton, 

and  others. 

Sat.  What,  hath  the  firmament  more  suns  than  one  ? 

Jjuc.  What  bootsf  it  thee,  to  call  thyself  a  sun  ? 

Mar,  Rome's  emperor,  and  nephew,  break  the  parle  \X 
[These  quarrels  must  be  quietly  debated. 
^he  feast  is  ready,  which  the  careful  Titus 
iath  ordain'd  to  an  honourable  end, 
^r  peace,  for  love,  for  league,  and  good  to  Eome : 
^Lease  you,  therefere,  draw  nigh,  and  take  your  places. 

8<»t,  l£wou&  we  will 

^Hautboys  sound.    The  company  sit  down  at  table. 

?»<0r  Titus,  dressed  like  a  CooJe.  Lavinia,  veiled,  yoimgr Lucirs, 
and  others.    TiTUS  places  the  dishes  on  the  table. 

TU,  Welcome,  my  gracious  lord :  welcome,  dread  queen : 
Ifelooine,  ye  warlike  Goths ;  welcome,  Lucius ; 
Lnd  wdoome,  all :  although  the  cheer  be  poor, 
rwill  ffllyour  stomachs ;  please  you  eat  or  it. 

8at.  Why  art  thou  thus  attired,  Andronicus  ? 

TU,  Because  I  would  sure  to  have  all  well, 
Do  entertain  your  highness,  and  your  empress. 

Tami.  We  are  beholden  to  you,  good  Andronicus. 

TU.  An  if  your  highness  knew  my  heart,  you  were. 

•  Onr  mindL  t  Benefits.  X  I.  e.  Leave  off  parley. 

2b2 


■ethis; 

_^._]iua, 

.V)  slaj'  bis  daughter  nilb  his  own  right  hand. 
Because  ahe  was  eiiforced,  etain'd,  aiid  deSoirer'd  ? 

Sat.  it  w&B,  AndnmiouB. 

Til.  Your  reason,  mighty  lord  7 

Sat.  Because  the  ^r\  should  not  Burvive  her  Hhun^ 
And  b;  ber  presenve  etill  renew  his  aurrows. 

Tii.  A  rensoD  mighty,  strong,  and  eHeotua] ; 
A  pattern,  precedent,  and  lively  warrant, 
Por  me,  most  wretched  to  perform  the  liks : — 
Die,  die,  Lavinio,  and  thy  ebaine  with  thee  -,    [Se  UBt  Ll 
And,  with<thy  shame,  thy  bther's  sorrow  die  ! 

Sat.  What,  hast  thou  done,  unnatural,  and  unkind  ? 

Tit,  Eill'd  her,  fur  whom  my  tears  have  made  me  bUlui 
I  am  OB  woeful  as  Virginius  was  : 
A  nd  have  a  thousand  tiniee  more  cause  than  he 
To  do  this  outrage :  and  it  is  now  done. 

Sat.  What,  was  she  ravifih'd  ?  tell,  who  did  the  deed. 

Til.  Will't  please  ynu  eat  ?  will't  please  your  highness  I 

Tam,  Why  hast  thou  slain  thine  only  daughter  thiu? 

Til.  Not  I ;  'twas  ChiroU,  and  Demetrius : 
They  raTiab'd  her,  and  cut  away  ber  tongue. 
And  they,  twas  they,  that  did  her  all  this  wrong. 

Sat.  Go,  feWh  them  hither  to  ua  presently. 

Til.  Why,  there  Ihejr  nre  both,  baked  in  that  pie  ; 
Whereof  their  mother  daintily  hath  fed, 
Ji^aling  the  Qeeh  that  she  herself  batb  bred. 
"I'is  tiue,  'Us  true ;  witness  my  knife's  Bhsrp  point 

Sat.  Die,  frantic  wretch,  for  this  accnreed  deed. 

Imc.  Can  the  son's  eye  behold  his  tkther  bleed  r 
There's  meed  for  meed,  death  [or  a  deadly  deed. 

[Silln  SATUBHINUa.  A  ureal  iutnail.  Tit  j« 
confuiion  ditpa-iK,  MiHCUS,  LuRlOfl,  Mi 
parmaiu  ascend  the  ilepi  before  TitDb'  ion 

Mar,  Tou  aad-foced  men,  people  and  sons  of  Qome, 
By  uproar  sevor'd,  like  a  Bight  o(  fowl 
SuBtter'd  by  winds  and  high  tempeetuous  gusta, 
O,  let  me  teaoh  you  how  to  knit  again 
This  scatter'd  corn  into  one  mutual  shaa^ 
These  broken  limbn  again  into  one  body. 

Sen.  Lest  Home  herself  be  bane  unto  horaelf ; 
And  she,  whom  mighty  kingdoms  court's/  bo^ 
Iiike  a  forlorn  and  desperate  oost-away. 
Do  shameful  execution  on  herself. 
But  if  m^  frosty  ugns  and  chaps  of  age, 
Grave  witneeses  of  true  eiperionoe. 
Cannot  induce  you  to  attend  my  words, 
Speak,  Home's  dear  friend    foLuciusJ;  as 
When  wrt>\i\BM)\enro\Jon\i,«e'B6te4iijo[ 
To  love-sick.  D\4q'3  Ki>l'4,\.WtoS\R4e»,i 
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y  of  that  balefu  burnine  night. 
abtle  Greeks  surprised  King  Priam's  Troy ; 
what  Sinon  hath  bewitch'd  our  ears, 
hath  brought  the  fatal  engine  in, 
'es  our  Troy,  our  Borne,  tne  civil  wound.— 
"t  is  not  compact  of  flint,  nor  steel ; 
I  utter  all  our  bitter  grie^ 
ds  of  tears  will  drown  my  oratory, 
ak  my  very  utterance ;  even  i'  the  time 
i  should  move  you  to  attend  me  most, 
;  your  kind  commiseration : 
a  captain,  let  him  tell  the  tale ; 
•rts  will  throb  and  weep  to  hear  him  speak, 
rhen^oble  auditory,  be  it  known  to  you, 
reed  Chiron  and  Demetrius 
lejr  that  murdered  our  emperor's  brother ; 
y  it  were  that  ravish'd  our  sister : 
r  fell  faults  our  brothers  were  beheaded ; 
tor's  tears  despised ;  and*  basely  cozen'd 
true  hand,  that  fought  Bome's  quarrel  out, 
t  her  enemies  unto  the  grave, 
nyself  unkindly  banished, 
»  shut  on  me.  and  tum'd  weeping  out, 
oUef  among  Home's  enemies ; 
own'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  tears, 
id  their  arms  to  embrace  me  as  a  friend : 
01  the  tum'd-forth,  be  it  known  to  you, 
ve  preserved  her  welfare  in  my  blood ; 
m.  her  bosom  took  the  enemy's  point, 
ig  the  steel  in  my  advent'rous  body. 
ra  know,  lam  no  vaunter,  I : 
s  can  witness,  dumb  although  they  are, 
r  report  is  just,  and  full  of  iTuth. 
tl,  methinks,  I  do  digress  too  much, 
ty  worthless  praise :  O,  pardon  me ; 
n  no  friends  are  by,  men  praise  themselves. 
Now  is  mj  turn  to  speak ;  Behold  this  child, 

[Pointing  to  the  child  in  the  arms  of  an  Attendant, 
W98  Tamora  delivered ; 
.6  of  an  irreligious  Moor, 
chitect  and  plotter  of  these  woes ; 
lin  is  alive  in  Titus'  house, 
as  he  is,  to  witness  this  is  true. 
Ige,  what  cause  had  Titus  to  revenge 
rongs,  unspeakable,  past  patience, 
I  than  any  jiving  man  could  bear. 
1  have  heard  the  trutlu  what  say  you,  Bomans  ? 
)  done  aught  amiss  ?  Show  us  wherein, 
m  the  place  where  you  behold  us  now, 
r  remainder  of  Andronici 
nd  in  hand,  all  headlong  oast  us  down, 

♦  (He). 
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1m,  hand  in  buid,  Lucius  uid  I  will  ftill. 

.SniU.  Come,  come,  tbou  reverend  man  or  Bom^ 
And  bring  onr  emperor  gBodv  in  thy  hand, 
LuduB  our  emperor  ;  for,  well  I  know, 
'riie  wmmon  voice  do  cr;,  it  shall  be  ho. 

Soni.   l^Several   tpeai.j     Lucius,   all    hnili   Bomc^ 
emperor! 


Souk    [_Severiil    ipeak.']    Luciu^    all    ball;  Rome'i 

Lve.  Thanks,  gentle  B«mans ;  May  I  eovem  so, 
To  heal  Rome's  harma,  and  wipe  away  her  woe  ! 
Hut,  gentle  people,  give  me  aim  awhile, — 
For  nature  puta  me  to  a  heavy  tasit ; — 
Stand  all  aloof: — but,  unola,  draw  ;ou  near. 
To  Hlied  obsoquiouR  leara  uuon  this  trunk  : —  ^ 

O.  take  this  warm  kiason  thy  pale  cold  lipa,  {fiiMil 

Tueue  sorrowful  drops  upon  tmr  blood-stain'd  face, 
The  last  true  duties  of  thy  noble  son  ! 

3(br.  Tear  for  tear,  and  loving  kiss  for  kiss, 
Thy  hrotber  Marcus  tenders  on  tby  lips ; 
O,  were  the  sum  of  these  that  I  should  pay 
Countless  and  infinite,  yet  would  I  pay  them  '. 

Inc.  Come  hither,  boy;  come,  come,  and  leam  of  us 
To  molt  in  showers :  Tny  grandiire  loved  liiee  well  -. 
Many  a  time  be  danced  tbee  on  his  knee, 
Sung  tliee  asleep,  his  loving  breast  thy  piUaw ; 
Many  a  matter  bath  be  told  to  tbee, 
Meet,  and  agreeing  with  thine  infancy ; 
In  Uut  respect  then,  like  a  loving  cbild, 
Sbed  yet  some  small  drops  IVom  thy  tender  spring, 
Because  kind  nature  doti  require  it  so ; 
Priends  should  associate  friends  in  nicf  and  woe : 
Jlid  him  farewell  i  commit  him  to  the  grave ; 
Bo  him  that  kindness,  and  take  leave  of  him. 

Botf.  OgrandsireiKrandaiTB!  even  with  all  myhsui 
"Would  I  wero  dead,  so  you  did  live  again  ! — 
Oiord.  I  cannot  speak  to  him  for  weepingt; 
My  tears  will  choke  me,  if  I  ope  my  mouth. 

Etder  AUendants,  trtth  AaBOK. 

1  Som.  You  sad  Androuioi,  have  done  with  woea; 
Give  wiitence  on  tlu&  fticcnlhle  wretch, 
That  hatb  been  bieeier  o^  VHwa  fee  9«w,w^ 
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Let  him  stand,  and  rave  and  cry  for  food : 
one  relieyes  or  pities  him, 
e  offence  he  dies.    This  is  our  doom : 
;ta7,  to  see  him  fastened  in  the  earth. 

O,  why  should  wrath  he  mute,  and  fury  dumh  P 
o  l»by,  I,  that,  with  base  prayers, 
Ld  repent  the  evils  I  have  done : 
lousand,  worse  than  ever  yet  I  did, 
1 1  perform,  if  I  might  have  my  will ; 
good  deed  m  all  my  life  I  did, 
spent  it  fh)m  mjr  very  soul. 

Some  loving  friends  convey  the  emperor  hence, 
lye  him  burial  in  his  father's  grave : 
iher,  and  Lavinia^  shall  forthwith 
sed  m  our  household's  monument, 
that  heinous  tiger,  Tamora, 
lend  rite,  nor  man  in  mournful  weeds, 
lumfiil  bell  shall  ring  her  burial ; 
irow  her  forth  to  beasts,  and  birds  of  prey : 
fe  was  beast-like,  and  devoid  of  pity ; 
leing  so,  shall  have  like  want  of  pity, 
stice  done  to  Aaron,  that  damn'd  Moor, 
om  our  heavy  haps  had  their  beginning : 
afterwards,  to  order  well  the  state ; 
ike  events  may  ne'er  it  ruinate.  [JSxeunt, 
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WILLIAM    SHAKSPEARE, 


TO  THE  BTGHT  HOKOUBABLE 

HENRY     WEIOTHESLY, 

EARL  OF  SOUTHAMPTON,  AND  BARON  OP 

TICHFIELD. 


Right  Honoitbable, 
I  ENOW  not  how  I  shall  offend  in  dedicating  my  unpolished 
lines  to  your  lordship,  nor  how  the  world  will  censure  me  for 
choosing  so  strong  a  prop  to  support  so  weak  a  burthen :  only  if 
your  honour  seem  but  pleased,  I  account  myself  highly  praised, 
and  vow  to  take  advantage  of  all  idle  hours,  till  I  have  honoured 
you  with  some  graver  labour.  But  if  the  first  heir  of  my  inven- 
tion prove  deformed,  I  shall  be  sorry  it  had  so  noble  a  godfather, 
and  never  after  ear*  so  barren  a  land,  for  fear  it  yield  me  still  so 
bad  a  harvest  I  leave  it  to  your  honourable  survey,  and  your 
honour  to  your  heart's  content;  which  I  vnsh  may  always 
answer  your  own  vnsh,  and  the  world's  hopeful  ezpectatibn.t 

Your  Honour's  in  all  duty, 

William  Shakspeabb. 

•  7.  e.  plough. 

t  Lord  Southampton  was  at  this  period  twenty  years  old. 
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Our  author  himself  has  told  us  that  this  poem  was  his  first 
apoeition.  It  was  entered  in  the  Stationers'  books  by  Richard 

)ld,  on  the  18th  of  April,  1593 ;  and  again  by Harrison, 

1.,  on  the  23rd  of  June,  1594;  in  which  year  it  was  probably 
blished.] 


Vilia  miretur  vtUgug,  mihijlafms  Apollo 
Poeula  CattaUa  plena  nUnistrat  aqua,—Ondu 


Eyev  as  the  sun  with  purple-colour'd  face 
Had  ta'en  his  last  leave  of  the  weeping  morn, 
Bose-oheek'd  Adonis  hied  him  to  tne  chase ; 
Huntins  he  loved,  but  love  he  laugh'd  to  scorn : 
Sick-thoughted  Venus  makes  amain  unto  him, 
jAjid  like  a  bold-faced  suitor  'g^  to  woo  him. 

"  Thrice  fairer  than  myself  (thus  she  began). 
The  field's  chief  flower,  sweet  above  compare, 
Stain  to  all  nymphs,  more  lovely  than  a  man. 
More  white  and  red  than  doves  and  roses  are : 
Nature  that  made  thee,  with  herself  at  strife, 
Suth  that  the  world  hath  ending  with  thy  life. 

"  Vouchsafe,  thou  wonder,  to  alight  thv  steed. 
And  rein  his  proud  head  to  tiie  raddle-bow: 
If  thou  wilt  deign  this  favour,  for  thy  meec^ 
A  thousand  honey  secrets  shalt  thou  know. 
Here  come  and  sil^  where  serpent  never  hisses. 
And  being  set,  TU  smother  thee  with  kisses. 

*  And  yet  not  cloy  thy  lips  with  loath'd  satiety. 
But  rather  Ikmish  them  amid  their  olenty. 
Making  them  red  and  pale  with  fresh  variety  *, 
Tfoi  kiMes  short  as  ope,  one  Ions  as  twenty : 
^£mimmer*8  day  will  seem  an  nour  but  shorty 
wasted  in  such  time-beguiling  sporW 


Witb  thii,  (be  seizetb  on  bis  sreatins  palm, 
The  pnoedent*  of  pith  aod  liveUhood, 
And.  trembliDii  in  ttex  paaaoa,  Balis  it  balm. 
Earth's  goiereign  aalve  to  do  a  gpddeas  good . 
Bcong  in  enni^  desire  doth  lend  bar  Toree, 
Conn^eouB);  to  pluuk  him  from  his  hone.     ^ 
Over  one  arm  the  luaty  oourser'a  rein, 
Ilnder  the  other  was  tbe  lender  bov, 
Who  blusb'd  and  pouted  in  aduU  disdaia. 
With  leaden  appetite,  u  napt  to  toy ; 
SLe  red  and  hot,  as  oo^  of  glowing  Rre, 
Ke  red  for  shame,  but  Trosty  in  desire. 
The  studded  bridle  on  a  r^ged  bough 
Nimbly  she  fastens  (O  bow  quick  is  lore  1) ; 

The  steed  is  stalled  up,  ander 

To  tie  the  rider  she  begins  to  prose : 
Baal[WB.rd  she  pusb'd  him,  as  she  would  be  thrusl, 
And  guvem'd  him  in  strength,  though  not  in  lusi 
So  soon  nas  she  along,  as  he  was  down, 
Each  Iraning  on  their  elbowE  and  thdr  hips : 
Now  doth  she  stroke  hia  cheek,  now  doth  tie  tnin. 
And  'gins  tfl  chide,  but  noon  she  stops  his  lips  -, 
And  kissing  speaks,  with  lustful  language  broken, 
"  If  thou  wdt  chide,  thy  lips  aball  never  open." 
He  bums  with  bashful  shame ;  she  nith  her  lean 
I>oth  quench  the  maiden  burning  of  his  cheeks; 
Then  with  her  windy  si  gbs,  and  golden  burs, 
To  fan  and  blow  them  dry  agnin  she  seeks : 
He  says,  she  is  immodest,  blames  her  miBs;t 
What  follows  more,  sLe  smothers  nith  a  ki^ 
Even  ts  an  empty  eagle,  sharp  by  fast 
TicasX  with  her  beak  on  feathers,  flesh,  and  bone, 
ShakinK  her  wings,  deTouring  all  in  bast*, 
Till  either  gorge  be  EtulTd,  or  pre;  be  goue. 
Even  so  she  kiss'd  hia  brow,  his  cheek,  his  d 
And  where  site  ends,  ehe  doth  anew  bettin. 
Porced  to  content,  §  but  never  to  obejN 
Panting  he  hea,  and  breathing  in  her  One ; 
She  feedeth  on  the  steam,  as  on  a  prey. 


So  fhsten'd  il 

Pure  shame  and  awed  resistance  mads  him  ft. 
Which  bred  more  beauty  in  hia  angry  eyes : 
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Still  she  entreats,  and  prettilv  entreats, 
For  to  a  pretty  air  she  tunes  ner  tale ; 
Still  is  he  sullen,  still  he  lowers  and  frets, 
*Twixt  crimson  shame  and  anger,  ashy-pale ; 

Being  red,  she  loves  him  best ;  and  being  white, 

Her  best  is  better'd  with  a  more  delight* 

Look  how  he  can,  she  cannot  choose  but  love ; 
And  bv  her  fair  immortal  hand  she  swears 
Prom  his  soft  bosom  never  to  remove, 
Till  he  take  truce  with  her  contending  tears, 

Which  long  have  rain'd.  making  her  cheeks  all  wet ; 

And  one  sweet  kiss  shall  pay  this  countless  debt. 

TTpon  this  promise  did  he  raise  his  chin, 

Like  a  di-dapperf  peering  through  a  wave. 

Who  being  lookM  on,  ducks  as  quickly  in ; 

So  offers  he  to  give  what  she  did  crave ; 
But  when  her  lips  were  ready  for  his  pay, 
He  winks,  and  turns  his  Ups  another  way. 

Never  did  passenger  in  summer's  heat 
More  thirst  for  drink,  than  she  for  this  good  turn. 
Her  help  she  sees,  but  help  she  cannot  get ; 
She  batnes  in  water,  yet  in  fire  must  burn : 

"Oh  pity,'*  'gan  she  cry,  "  flint-hearted  boy ; 

Tis  but  a  kiss  I  beg ;  why  art  thou  coy  ? 

**  I  have  been  woo'd,  as  I  entreat  thee  now, 

Even  by  the  stem  and  direful  god  of  war, 

Whose  sinewy  neck  in  battle  ne'er  did  bow. 

Who  conquers  where  he  comes,  in  every  jar; 
Yet  hatn  he  been  my  captive  and  my  slave, 
And  begg'd  for  that  wbich  thou  unask'd  shalt  have. 

"  Over  my  altars  hath  he  hung  his  lance. 

His  batter'd  shield,  his  uncontrolled  crest, 

And  for  my  sake  hath  leam'd  to  sport  and  dance, 

To  coy,  to  wanton,  dally,  smile,  and  jest ; 
Scorning  his  churlish  drum,  and  ensign  red. 
Making  my  arms  his  field,  his  tent  my  bed. 

"  Thus  him  that  over-ruled,  I  oversway'd, 
.  Leading  him  prisoner  in  a  red-rose  chain : 
Strong-temper'd  steel  his  stronger  strength  obeyed. 
Yet  was  he  servile  to  my  coy  disdain. 
O  be  not  proud,  nor  brag  not  of  thy  might, 
Por  mastering  her  that  foil'd  the  god  of  fight. 

"  Touch  but  my  lips  with  those  fair  lips  of  thine 
(Though  mine  be  not  so  fair,  yet  are  they  red). 
The  kiss  shall  be  thine  own  as  well  as  mine : — 
What  seest  thou  in  the  ground  ?  hold  up  thy  head ; 
Look  in  mine  e:^eballs  where  thy  beauty  lies  :Z 
Then  why  not  lips  on  Ups,  since  eyes  on  eyes  ? 

The  red  which  before  was  desi  is  bettered  by  the  white  *,  ^e  wXUe  \)i^ 

rex/,  us  be  Alternately  blushes  and  tarns  pale.   ' 

Tbe  water-fowl,  called  a  dab-chiclc.  X  I.  e.  «a  Va^tc&ttw. 


M 


a  uiD  ADOKia. 

tokisa?  thei 

And  1  Ytill  wink,  bo  shall  the  daj , 

Love  keepi  bis  reeels  where  (hers  be  but 
]ie  Inld  to  play,  our  sport  is  not  in  ught 
These  bJue-ieiQ'd  vuleta  whereon  we  1__ 
Never  cau  blab,  uor  Lnow  the;  wbst  we 
"  The  tender  spring  upon  thy  tempting  tip 
Shows  thes  unnpe:  yet  mavat  thou  wall  be  tssUd ; 
Mnke  use  of  time,  let  not  ndvtuitaBe  slip ; 
Beaut;  within  iUelT  should  not  bo  wasted : 
Fbjt  Bowers  that  are  Dot  gather'd  in  their  prime, 
Bot  and  consume  thetnseive^  in  little  time. 
•■  Were  I  hBrd-favour'd.  fDu^  or  wrinkled-old, 
tll-natured,  crooked,  ohurlisn,  harsh  in  Toioe, 
O'er-worn,  deapis*d,  rhoumatia  and  cold, 
Thick-sight«d,  oarren,  lean,  and  laokin|!  jutoe. 
Then  migblat  thou  pauie.  Tor  then  I  we—  - 
But  haviag  no  defecla,  why  doat  abhor 


Mine  eyes  are  erey,  and  bright,  aDd  i^uiok  ia  tunnog: 

My  beauty  as  the  spring  doth  yearly  grow, 

My  flesh  is  soft  and  plurop,  my  marrow  burning ; 

M/  amooth  moist  hand,  were  i'  "*'■  "■"  ' —  '  '- 

Would  in  thy  palm  dissolve,  o 


Then  migblat  thou  pauie.  Tor  then  I  were  not  lor  tbce; 
But  haviag  no  defecla,  why  doat  abhor  me  7 
Thou  canat  not  see  on«  wrinkle  in  mj  brow  , 
_Iino  eyes  are  grey,  and  bright,  and  nuink  i"  *' 
My  beauty  as  the  spring  doth  yearly  grow, 

witli  thy  hajid  felt, 

"  Bid  me  discourse,  I  wUI  eacbant  thine  ear.t 
Or,  tike  a  Mr;,  triji  upan  the  gre«a. 
Or,  like  a  nymph,  with  long  dishevoll'd  hair,    , 
Dance  on  the  sands,  and  yet  no  footing  seen:   1 
Love  is  a  spirit  an  compact  of  fire,  L 

Not  gross  to  aink,  bu(  light,  and  will  aspire.  ■ 
"  Witness  this  primrose  bank  whereon  I  lie ; 
These  foroetesa  flowers  like  sturdy  trees  support  me: 
Two  slrengtbless  doves  nill  draw  me  through  the  sky, 
From  morn  till  night,  even  where  I  list  1«  sport  me: 
Is  love  so  light,  sweet  boy,  and  may  it  be 
That  thou  stiouldat  th.ink  it  heavy  unto  theei* 
"  Is  thine  own  heart  to  thine  own  liioe  affected  t 
Can  ttiy  right  hand  seize  love  upon  thy  left  ? 
Then  woo  thyselj^  be  of  thyself  rqeoted. 
Steal  thine  ovm  Ireedoui,  and  complain  of  tbelL 
Marciasus  so,  bimself,  himself  foriwtk, 
And  died  to  kiaa  hii  shadow  in  the  brook. 
"  Torches  are  made  to  li-ght,  jewels  to  wear, 
Dainties  to  taate,  f^h  beauty  for  the  use, 
Ilerbs  for  their  smell,  and  sappy  plants  to  bear; 
Things  growing  to  themselves  are  growth's  abuse  :I 
Seeds  spring  from  seeds,  and  beauty  breedeth  beauty, 
Thou  wort  begot, — '■>  •">•  '*■  ■-  "■"  ■'■''-'■ 
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**  Upon  the  earth's  increase  why  shouldst  thou  feed, 
Unless  the  earth  with  thy  increase  be  fed  ? 
By  ^w  of  Nature  thou  art  bound  to  breed, 
That  thine  may  live  when  thou  thyself  art  dead ; 

And  80  in  spite  of  death  thou  dost  surviye. 

In  that  thy  likeness  still  is  left  alive/' 

By  this,  the  love-sick  queen  began  to  sweat. 
Por,  where  they  lay,  the  shadow  had  forsook  them, 
And  Titan,  tired  in  the  mid-day  heat, 
With  burning  eye  did  hotly  overlook  them ; 

Wishing  Adonis  had  his  team  to  guide. 

So  he  were  like  him,  and  by  Venus'  side. 

And  now  Adonis,  with  a  lazy  spite. 

And  with  a  heavy,  dark,  disuking  eye, 

His  lowering  brows  overwhelming  his  fair  sight, 

Like  misty  vapours,  when  therblot  the  sky. 

Souring  his  cheeks,  cries,  *'!Fie,  no  more  of  love ; 

The  sun  doth  bum  my  face ;  I  must  remove." 

**  Ah  me,*  quoth  Venus. "  young,  and  so  unkind ! 

What  bare  excuses  mak^st  thou  to  be  gone ! 

ril  sigh  celestial  breath,  whose  gentle  wind 

Shall  cool  the  heat  of  this  descending  sun ; 
rU  make  a  shadow  for  thee  of  my  nairs : 
If  they  bum  too,  111  quench  them  with  my  tears. 

**  The  sun  that  shines  from  heaven,  shines  but  warm,* 
And  lo,  I  Ue  between  that  sun  and  thee ; 
The  heat  I  have  from  thence  doth  little  harm. 
Thine  eye  darts  forth  the  fire  that  bumeth  me ; 

And  were  I  not  immortal,  life  were  done, 

Between  this  heavenly  and  earthly  sun. 

"  Art  thou  obdurate,  flinty,  hard  as  steel. 

Nav  more  than  flint,  for  stone  at  rain  relenteth  ? 

Art  thou  a  woman's  son,  and  canst  not  feel 

What  'tis  to  love  ?  how  want  of  love  tormenteth  ? 
O  had  thy  mother  borne  so  bad  a  mind. 
She  had  not  brought  forth  thee,  but  died  unkind. 

"  What  am  I,  that  thou  shouldst  contemn  me  this  ?t 

Or  what  great  danger  dwells  upon  my  suit  ? 

What  were  thy  lips  the  worse  for  one  poor  kiss  ? 

Speak,  fair ;  but  speak  fair  words,  or  else  be  mute : 
Give  me  one  kiss.  111  ^ve  it  thee  again. 
And  one  for  interest,  if  thou  wilt  have  twain. 

"  Pie,  lifeless  picture,  cold  and  senseless  stone. 

Well-painted  idol,  image  dull  and  dead. 

Statue,  contenting  but  the  eye  alone. 

Thing  like  a  man,  but  of  no  woman  ored ; 
Thou  art  no  man,  though  of  a  man's  complexion. 
For  men  will  kiss  even  by  their  own  direction." 

*  I.  e.  genially:  not  boms. 

1 1,  e.  contemptuoasly  refuse  thlB  favoiuc. 


Tliii'  said,  impAtieuce  ohokee  bor  pleading 


Being  judge  m  love,  toe  oranotriEht  her  cause: 
And  now  ebe  weeps,  sod  now  she  taia  would  qieik, 
And  now  her  eobe  do  her  intendmenls*  breol. 
Snmctiniee  she  Bhskee  her  head,  and  then  his  hnnd. 
Now  Baseth  she  on  hinL  now  on  the  ground ; 
SumeBmos  har  aims  inlold  him  like  a  band ; 
She  would,  be  will  not  in  her  orinB  be  boimd : 
And  when  fram  thence  he  struggtes  to  be  gnat. 
She  locks  har  lily  dagere  one  in  one. 
"  Fondling,"  she  s&ith,  "  since  I  have  homm'd  thee  litre, 
Within  the  circuit  of  thia  ivory  pale, 
111  be  the  pork,  and  tbou  Shalt  be  m;  deer ; 
Feed  where  thou  wilt,  on  mountain  or  iu  dM" 
Graze  on  my  llpe ;  and  if  thwe  bills  be  dq 
Stray  lower,  where  the  pleasant  fountw 
"  Within  this  Umit  is  relief  enough, 
Sweet  bottom-^rass.  and  high  dehghtful  r^*^! 
Hound  rifini;  hillouks.  brakes  obscure  and  rou^ 
To  shelter  thee  from  tempest  and  from  rain ; 
Than  be  my  deer,  since  I  am  such  a  park ; 
No  dog  shall  rouse  thee,  though  a  thousand  bark" 
At  (his  AdoDJB  smilei,  w  iu  disdain. 
That  in  each  obeek  appfars  a  pretty  dimple : 
Loce  made  those  holk)Wii,f  if  himself  were  slun. 
He  might  be  buried  in  a  Mmb  so  simple ; 
Fore-knowing  well,  if  there  he  came  to  lie, 
VTby  there  love  tivod,  and  there  he  could  not  die. 
;pilB, 

B&ue  mad  before,  how  dott  siiB  now  ibr  wibl 
Btfuck  dead  at  GrEt,  what  needs  a  seoond  striking? 
Poor  queen  of  love,  in  thine  own  law  forlorn. 
To  love  a  cheek  that  smiles  at  thee  in  auam ! 
Now  which  wiff  shall  ishe  turn  P  what  shall  she  saj  ? 
Her  words  are  dnne,  her  woes  the  more  iuureamog : 
The  time  is  spent,  her  object  will  away. 
And  from  her  twining  arms  doth  urge  releasing: 
"  Pity,"  she  cries,  "  Home  favour,  some  remorse'^— 
Away  lie  springs,  and  hnsteth  lo  his  horse. 
But  !o,  from  forth  a  copse  that  neighbours  by, 
A  breeding  jennet,  lusty,  young,  and  proud, 
Adonis'  trampling  courser  doth  e^^py. 
And  forth  she  runhes,  soorts,  and  neighs  nJoud: 
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Imperiously  he  leaps,  he  neighs,  he  bounds, 
And  now  his  woven  ^rts  he  breaks  asunder, 
The  bearing  earth  with  his  hard  hoof  he  wounds, 
Whose  hollow  womb  resounds  like  heaven's  thunder ; 

The  iron  bit  he  crushes  'tween  his  teeth. 

Controlling  what  he  was  controlled  with. 

His  ears  up-prick'd ;  his  braided  hanging  mane 

Upon  his  oomiiass'd*  crest  now  stands  on  end ; 

HiB  nostrils  drink  the  air,  and  forth  again. 

As  from  a  furnace,  vapours  doth  he  send  : 
His  eye,  which  scornfully  glisters  like  fire. 
Shows  ms  hot  courage  and  his  high  desire. 

Sometimes  he  trots,  as  if  he  told  the  steps. 

With  gentle  majesty,  and  modest  pride : 

Anon  he  rears  upright,  curvets  and  leaps. 

As  who  should  say,  Lo  !  thus  my  strength  is  tried ; 

And  thus  I  do  to  captivate  the  eye 

Of  the  fair  breeder  tnat  is  standing  by. 

What  recketh  he  his  rider's  angry  stir, 

His  flattering  holUiy  or  his  Standi  I  say  ? 

What  cares  he  now  for  curb,  or  pricking  spur  ? 

For  rich  cai>arisons,  or  trappings  gay  ? 
He  sees  nis  love,  and  nothing  else  he  sees. 
For  nothing  else  with  his  proud  sight  agrees. 

Look,  when  a  painter  would  surpass  the  life. 
In  limning  out  a  well-proportion'd  steed, 
His  art  with  Nature's  worlunanship  at  strife. 
As  if  the  dead  the  Uving  should  exceed ; 

So  did  this  horse  excel  a  common  one. 

In  shape,  in  courage,  colour,  pace,  and  bone. 

Bound-hoofd,  short-jointed,  fetlocks  shag  and  long. 
Broad  breast,  fhll  eyes,  small  head,  and  nostril  wide, 
Hi^h  crest,  snort  ears,  straight  legs,  and  passing  strong, 
Thin  mane,  thick  tail,  broad  buttock,  tender  hide : 

Look  what  a  horse  should  have,  he  did  not  lack. 

Save  a  proud  rider  on  so  proud  a  back. 

Sometimes  he  scuds  far  off,  and  there  he  stares, 

Anon  he  starts  at  stirring  of  a  feather ; 

To  bid  the  wind  a  base  he  now  prepares,t 

And  wh^rf  he  run,  or  fly,  they  knew  not  whether ; 
For  through  his  mane  and  tail  the  high  wind  sings, 
Fanning  me  hairs,  who  wave  like  feather'd  wings. 

He  looks  upon  his  love,  and  neighs  unto  her ; 
She  answers  him,  as  if  she  knew  his  mind : 
Being  proud,  as  females  are,  to  see  him  woo  her, 
She  puts  on  outward  strangeness,S  seems  unkind ; 
ftpoms  at  his  love,  and  scorns  the  heat  he  feels, 
JMxag  his  kind  embracements  with  her  heels. 

*  Aielied.  t  As  at  prisoners* -baae. 

J  muiribr  t^ether.  t  /.  e.  seeming  coyness* 


Then,  tike  ft  meknchalj'  mslmnt«nt, 
He  viub  hia  l&il  ■  th&t,  like  &  fidling  plurae, 
Oool  shadow  lo  his  meltiTig  bulilooks  lent ; 
He  stomiKi,  and  bites  the  poor  Bles  in  bii  fume : 
His  love  percelTinE  boir  he  is  enraged. 
Grew  kiader,  and  aa  Tiiry  wss  asEuagel. 
His  teaty  master  goeth  about  to  take  him ; 
When  lo,  the  unbftck  'd  breeder,  AiIl  of  Tear, 
JeBlous  orcatflhing,  swiftly  doth  forsake  him, 
With  her  the  horse,  and  left  Adonis  Ibere : 
Af  they  were  mna,  udU>  the  wood  they  hie  them, 
Out-stripping  croirs  that  strive  to  over-llr  them. 
All  Bwoln  with  oluranK,  down  Adonis  sits, 
Banninttt  hia  boisterous  aod  unruly  beaat ; 
Aud  now  the  happy  season  onoe  more  fits. 
That  love-sick  Love  by  pleading  may  be  blest; 
For  lovera  say,  the  heort  hath  treble  wron^ 
Wheo  it  is  barr'dthB  aidanoe  of  the  tonjiue. 
An  oven  that  is  stopp'd,  or  river  stay'd, 
Bumeth  mere  hotif,  snelletb  with  more  rage ; 
80  ot  ooDcealed  sorrow  mav  be  said ; 
Free  vent  of  words  iave's  fire  doth  assuage : 
But  when  the  heart's  sttorneyl  once  IS  mut«, 
The  cheat  breaks,  as  desperate  in  bis  suit. 

„ ind). 

And  with  his  bonnet  hides  his  angry  brow: 
Looks  □□  the  dull  earth  with  disturbed  mitid ; 
Taking  00  notice  that  she  is  bo  nigh, 
For  all  aiikancB  ho  holds  her  in  bis  eye. 
O  what  a  sight  it  was,  wistlyS  to  view 
How  she  mmo  stealing  to  the  vrajward  boy '. 
To  note  the  lighting  oonfliot  of  her  hue  I 
Bow  nhlte  aod  red  eaeh  other  did  destror '. 
But  now,  her  oheek  was  pale,  and  by-and-by 
It  flash'd  forth  flre,  as  lightmng  from  the  sky. 
Now  was  she  just  before  bim  as  he  saL 
And  hke  a  lowly  lover  down  she  kneels : 
With  one  fair  hand  she  heaveth  up  hia  hat, 
Her  other  tender  band  his  fair  checks  feels ; 
His  tender  oheeks  receive  her  soft  hands'  nrinl, 
As  apt  aa  new  fallen  snow  takes  any  dint.  ]| 
0  what  a  war  of  looks  was  then  betweon  Ihem ! 
Her  eyes,  petitioners,  to  his  eyes  suing 
His  eyes  saw  her  eyes  as  they  had  not  seen  them; 
Her  eve*  woo'd  stilL  his  eyes  disdoin'd  the  wooing : 
And  all  thiE  dumb  ptay  had  its  BUts  mode  iriuu 
With  leara,  which,  i3borus-liko,iF  her  eyes  did  nua 
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Full  gently  now  she  takes  him  by  the  hand, 

A  lily  prison'd  in  a  gaol  of  snow. 

Or  ivory  in  an  alabaster  band : 

So  white  a  friend  engirts  so  wnite  a  foe  :  - 

This  beauteous  combat,  wilful  and  unwilling, 
Show'd  like  to  silver  doves  that  sit  a-billing. 

Once  more  the  engine  of  her  thoughts*  began : 

"  O  fSurest  mover  on  this  mortal  round,  f 

Would  thou  wert  as  I  am,  and  I  a  man, 

My  heart  all  whole  as  thine,  thy  heaTt  my  wound ; 
For  one  sweet  look  thy  help  I  would  assure  thee, 
Though  nothing  but  my  body's  bane  would  cure  thee." 

**  Give  me  my  hand,'*  saith  he,  "  why  dost  thou  feel  it  ?'' 
*'  Give  me  my  heart,"  saith  she,  "  and  thou  shalt  have  it ; 

0  give  it  me,  lest  thy  hard  he^  do  steel  it. 
And  being  steel'd,  soft  sighs  can  never  srave  it :  X 

Then  love's  deep  groans  I  never  shall  regard, 
Because  Adonis  heart  hath  made  mine  hard.'* 

**  For  shame  *'  he  cries,  "  let  go,  and  let  me  go ; 
My  da^s  delight  is  past,  my  norse  is  gone, 
And  'tis  your  fault  I  am  bereft  him  so ; 

1  pray  you  hence,  and  leave  me  here  alone; 
For  all  my  mind,  my  thought,  my  busy  care, 
Is  how  to  get  my  palfrey  from  the  mare." 

Thus  she  replies :  "  Thy  palfrey,  as  he  should. 

Welcomes  the  warm  approach  of  sweet  desire. 

Affection  is  a  coal  that  must  be  cool'd ; 

Else,  suffered,  it  will  set  the  heart  on  fire : 
T^e  sea  hath  bounds,  but  deep  desire  hath  none. 
Therefore  no  marvel  though  thy  horse  be  gone. 

"  How  like  a  jade  he  stood,  tied  to  a  tree, 

Servilely  master'd  with  a  leathern  rein  ! 

But  when  he  saw  his  love,  his  youth's  fair  fee,§ 

He  held  such  petty  bondage  in  disdain ; 
Throwing  the  base  thong  from  his  bending  crest. 
Enfranchising  his  mouth,  his  back,  his  breast. 

**  Who  sees  his  true  love  in  her  naked  bed^ 
Teaching  the  sheets  a  whiter  hue  than  white, 
But,  when  his  glutton  eye  so  full  hath  fed, 
His  other  agents  aim  at  like  delight  ? 

Who  is  so  faint,  that  dare  not  oe  so  bold. 

To  touch  the  fire,  the  weather  being  cola  ? 

*  Let  me  excuse  thy  courser,  gentle  boy ; 

And  learn  of  him;  I  heartily  beseech  thee, 

To  take  advantage  of  presented  joy ; 

Though  I  were  dumb,  yet  his  proceedings  teach  thee. 
O  learn  to  love ;  the  lesson  is  but  plain, 
And,  onoe  made  perfect,  never  lost  again." 

*  /.  e.  ber  voice.  \  Tbe  0\ct>Q«. 

;  Bnfrsrei^  /.  ^.  make  an  impression  on  it.  S  Ti^tttA. 
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"  I  know  not  love,"  quoth  he,  "  nor  will  I  know  it. 

Unless  it  be  a  boar,  and  tben  I  chase  it : 

"Tis  much  to  barrow,  uid  I  will  not  owe  it ; 

My  love  to  love  ia  love  hut  to  difgrace  it;* 
For  I  have  heard  it  is  a  life  in  death, 
That  laughs,  and  weaps,  and  all  but  with  a  brealh. 

"  Who  weora  a  garment  shapeless  and  onflnLsh'd  ? 

"Who  plucks  the  bud  boforo  one  leaf  put  forth  ? 

1  f  springing  things  be  any  jot  dimiwah'd. 

They  wither  in  their  prime,  provB  nothing  worth : 
The  oolt  that's  back'd  and  burthen'd  being  yountf, 
Loseth  his  pride,  and  never  waxeth  strong. 

"  You  hurt  m;  hand  with  wriniong ;  let  us  part. 

And  lesTe  this  idle  theme,  this  boouesa  cbkt : 

Eeoiove  your  ae^e  from  my  unyielding  hemt ; 

To  toTe'a  alarmf  it  will  not  ape  tbs  gate. 
DiEmiss  your  vows,  your  feiaued  tears,  your  flattery; 
For  where  a  heart  is  hard,  they  make  no  batt^."| 

"  What  1  canab  thou  talk,"  quoth  she, "  barst  Ulou  k  longoi 

0  would  thou  hadst  nol^  or  1  had  no  hearing ! 

Thy  mermaid's g  voice  bath  done  me  double  wrong: 

1  hod  mf  load  before,  now  presa'd  with  bearing : 
Melodious  disoord,  heavenly  tune  horah-aoun^Dg, 
Earth'sdeep-sweetmuate,  and  heuC'sdeep-scov  wounding.  ^ 

"  Had  I  no  eyes,  hut  ears,  my  ears  would  lovo 

That  inward  beauty  and  invisible ; 

Or,  were  I  deaf,  thy  outward  parts  would  move 

£ach  port  in  me  that  were  but  senmble ; 
Though  neither  eyes  nur  ears,  to  hear  nor  see. 
Yet  should  I  be  in  lo-re,  by  touohina  thea. 

"  Soy,  that  the  aenae  of  feeling  vrare  bereft  tn^ 

And  that  I  oould  not  see,  nor  hear,  nor  touch. 

And  nothing  but  the  very  smell  were  left  tne, 

Yet  would  my  love  to  thee  be  still  aa  much  i 
For  from  ttiesliirtoryll  of  tby  fiMWeioelling 
Comes  breath  perfumed,  that  brcedeth  love  hy  tmeHiog. 

"  But  O,  what  banquet  wert  thou  to  the  t^le. 

Being  nurse  and  feeder  of  the  other  four ! 

Would  they  not  wieb  the  feaat  should  ever  last. 

And  bid  auspicion  double-loek  the  door  ? 
iost  jealousy,  Ihataonr  unwelcome  gues^ 
Should,  by  hia  stealing  in,  disturb  the  feosL" 

Once  more  the  ruby-colour'd  portal  open'd. 

Which  to  his  epeech  did  honey  naes^e  yield ; 

Like  a  red  morn,  that  aver  yet  beloken'd 

Wreok  to  the  seaman,  tempest  to  the  field, 
Sorrow  lo  ehepherda,  woe  unto  the  birds. 
Oust  and  foul  Bawsi  to  berdmen  and  to  herdu 


VENUS  AND  iJ>0NI8.  889 

This  ill  presage  advisedly  she  marketh : 

!Even  as  Uie  wind  is  husVd  before  it  raineth. 

Or  as  the  wolf  doth  srin  before  he  barketh, 

.Or  as  the  berry  breaks  before  it  staineth, 
Or  like  the  deadly  bullet  of  a  f^n, 
His  meaning  struck  her  ere  his  words  begun. 

And  at  his  look  she  flatly  falleth  down, 
^r  looks  kill  love,  and  love  by  looks  reviveth. 
A  smile  recures  the  wounding  of  a  frown, 
And  bleffied  bankrupt^  that  by  love  so  thriveth ! 
The  silly  boy  beUevmg  she  is  dead, 
Claps  her  pale  cheek,  till  clapping  makes  it  red ; 

And  in  amasse  brake  off  his  late  intenl 

For  diarply  he  did  think  to  reprehend  her. 

Which  ounninjg  love  did  wittily  prevent : 

Fair  jbll  the  wit  that  can  so  well  defend  her ! 
For  on  the  grass  she  lies  as  she  were  slain. 
Till  his  broach  breatheth  life  in  her  again. 

He  wrings  her  nose,  he  strikes  her  on  the  cheeks, 
He  bends  her  fingers,  holds  her  pulses  hard ; 
He  chafes  her  lips,  a  thousand  ways  he  seeks 
To  mend  the  hurt  ihaJb  his  unkindness  marr'd ; 

He  kisses  her ;  and  she,  by  her  good  will, 

Will  never  rise,  so  he  will  kiss  her  still. 

The  night  of  sorrow  now  is  tum'd  to  day ; 
Her  two  blue  windows*  faintly  sue  up>neaveth, 
liike  the  fair  sun,  when  in  his  fresh  array 
He  cheers  the  mom,  and  all  the  world  relieveth : 

And  as  the  brieht  sun  glorifies  the  sky. 

So  is  her  fEice  iUumined  with  her  eye. 

Whose  beams  upon  his  hairless  face  are  fix'd^ 
As  if  firom  thence  .they  borrowed  all  their  shme. 
Were  nev^  four  such  lami)s  together  mix'd. 
Had  not  his  clouded  with  his  brows'  repine  ;t 

But  hen,  which  through  the  crystal  t€«irs  gave  light, 
Shone  like  the  moon,  in  water  seen  by  night. 

**  O,  where  am  I,"  quoth  she  ?  "  in  earth  or  heaven. 
Or  in  the  ocean  drench'd,  or  in  the  fire  ? 
What  hour  is  this  ?  or  mom  or  weary  even  ? 
Do  I  delight  to  die,  or  life  desire  ? 

Bat  now  I  lived,  and  life  was  death's  annoy ; 

But  now  I  died,  and  death  was  lively  joy. 

**  O  thou  didst  kill  me ;— kill  me  once  again : 
Thy  eyes'  shrewd  tutor,  that  hard  heart  of  thine, 
Hm  taught  them  scomful  tricks,  and  such  disdain. 
That  ihey  have  murder'd  this  poor  heart  of  mine ; 
And  toeee  mine  eyes,  true  l^ers  to  their  queen, 
But  ibr  thy  piteous  hps  no  more  had  seen. 


/  Z  *  *MB  dMriuaed  by  the  discontented  knitting  of  Yua  bTtrw*. 
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And  as  they  lust,  their  verdure  still  end! 
To  <]rivs  inl^tioD  ttom  the  dangerous  f  i 

That  the  star-EaBerg,  haring  writ  on  d< , 

May  saj,  the  plaa"*  is  haniBh'd  by  thy  bremh. 
"  Pure  lips,  sweet  sealc  id  my  soft  lips  imprinted, 
What  bargains  may  1  make,  still  to  be  sealing? 
To  sell  myself  I  can  be  well  oontenled, 
So  thou  wilt  buy,  and  payj  sad  use  good  dealing : 

Which  purchase  if  thou  make,  forfearorslipe,! 

Set  thy  Beal'Dumual  on  my  wnz-red  lips. 
"  A  thousand  kissea,  bu^,  my  heart  from  me ; 
And  pay  them  at  thr  leisur^  one  by  one^ 
What  is  ten  hundred  kisses  unto  thee  ? 
Are  the^  not  quioMy  told,  and  quickly  t;i 

Say,  lor  non-payment  thai  the  debt  anould  double. 

la  twenty  hunureil  lusses  auoh  a  trouble  ?  " 
"  Fdr  queen,"  quoth  he,  "  if  any  love  yon  o\,-  ..,_, 
Measure  my  strangeness  with  my  unripe  years  ;§ 
Before  I  know  myself,  seek  not  to  know  me; 
No  fisher  but  the  ungrown  try  fbrbears : 

The  mellew  plum  aoth  f^I,  the  green  fiti 

Or  being  early  pluck'd,  isao  " "    "    ' 

"  liook,  the  world's  comforter,  with  wea.. 
His  day's  hot  task  hath  ended  in  the  Wm 
The  owl.  nigl  ■'  '       


le  owl,  night's  herald,  shrieks,  'tit  my  M^^H 
le  sheep  are  gone  to  fold,  birds  to  their  neat: 
The  uoal-bloiik  clouds  that  shadow  henven's  ugh 
Do  summon  us  to  port,  and  bid  good  night. 

"  Nowlet  mesayjfDDdnipii,  andsoaay  you; 
If  you  will  say  bo,  you  shall  have  a  Mss." 
"  Oood  lUgM,   quoth  she ;  and,  ere  he  sbjb  m 
The  honey  fee  |)  of  parting  tender'd  is ; 

Her  arms  do  lend  his  neek  a  sweet  embmce ; 

Incorporate  then  they  seem ;  face-grows  ti;  foci 

Till,  breathless,  he  disjoin'd,  and  backward  drew 
Tlie  heavenly  moistare,  that  sweet  coral  mouth. 
Whose  precious  ta^te  her  tliir^ty  lips  well  knew. 
Whereon  they  surfeit,  yet  complain  of  drougM: 

He  with  her  plenty  press'd,  she  faint  w"'"   * — ' 

Their  lips  together  glued  fall  Ui 
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Now  auick  Desire  hath  caught  her  yielding  prey, 

And  ^lutton-Uke  she  feeds,  yet  never  fllleth ; 

Her  lips  are  conquerors,  his  Ups  obey. 

Paying  what  ransom  the  insulter  willeth ; 

Whose  vulture  thouj^ht  doth  pitch  the  price  so  high, 
That  she  will  draw  his  lips'  rich  treasure  diy. 

And  having  felt  the  sweetness  of  the  spoil, 

"With  blindfold  fury  she  begins  to  forage ; 

Her  face  doth  reek  and  smoke,  her  blood  doth  boil, 

And  careless  lust  stirs  up  a  desperate  courage ; 
Plantinj;  oblivion,  beating  reason  back, 
Eorgettmg  shame  s  pure  blush,  and  honour's  wrack. 

Hot,  faint,  and  weary,  with  her  hard  embracing, 
like  a  wild  bird  being  tamed  with  too  much  handling. 
Or  as  the  fleet-foot  roe.  that's  tired  with  chasing. 
Or  like  the  firoward  iniant,  still'd  with  dandling, 
He  now  obeys,  and  now  no  more  resisteth. 
While  she  takes  all  she  can,  not  all  she  listeth.* 

What  wax  so  frozen  but  dissolves  with  temp'ring. 
And  yields  at  last  to  every  light  impression  ? 
Thines  out  of  hope  are  compass'd  oft  with  venf  ring, 
Chiefly  in  love,  whose  leave  exceeds  commission :  f 
Affection  faints  not  like  a  pale-faced  coward. 
But  then  wooes  best,  when  most  his  choice  is  froward. 

When  he  did  frown^  O  had  she  then  gave  over. 

Such  nectar  from  his  lips  she  had  not  suck'd. 

Foul  words  and  frowns  must  not  repel  a  lover ; 

What  though  the  rose  have  pricks  ?  yet  is  it  pluck'd : 
Were  beauty  under  twenty  locks  kept  fast, 
Yet  love  breaks  through,  and  picks  tnem  all  at  last. 

Por  pity  now  she  can  no  more  detain  him ; 
The  poor  foolf  prays  her  that  he  may  depart : 
She  18  resolved  no  longer  to  restrain  him ; 
Bids  him  farewell,  and  look  well  to  her  heart, 

The  which,  by  Cupid's  bow  she  doth  protest, 

He  carries  thence  encaged  in  his  breast. 

**  Sweet  boy,"  she  says,  "  this  ni^ht  I'll  waste  in  sorrow, 

Por  my  sicK  heart  commands  mine  eyes  to  watch. 

Tell  me,  love's  master,  shall  we  meet  to-morrow  ? 

Say,  shall  we  ?  shall  we  ?  wilt  thou  make  the  match  ?" 
He  tells  her,  no ;  to-morrow  he  intends 
To  hunt  the  boar  with  certain  of  his  friends. 

"The  boar !"  quoth  she,  whereat  a  sudden  pale,§ 
Like  lawn  being  spread  upon  the  blushing  rose, 
Usurps  her  cheeks ;  she  trembles  at  his  tale, 
And  on  his  neck  her  yoking  arms  she  throws : 

She  sinketh  down,  still  hanging  on  his  neck. 

He  on  her  belly  falls,  she  on  her  back. 

AU  die  would  be  pleased  to  have.  t  Which  i&  sob^ecX  to  xio  Tvi\n&, 

lUf  wmJtonaerly  an  expresnon  of  tenderness.  <)  l?«&snni». 


Now  IB  iha  in  the  ver;  lists  or  love. 

Her  chunpion  mnuDted  for  the  bol  enoounter :— ' 

All  U  ima^DBr?  >be  drith  prove, 

Ue  iriU  not  muiege*  her,  altbougb  be  mount  heci 
That  ironw  tluD  Tant^ul^  u  her  annof, 
Tq  clip  t  Eljfiiuin,  wid  to  laoit  her  joy. 
Even  as  poor  birds,  deceived  with  painted  grspeg. 
Do  surfeit  by  the  eye,  »Dii  pine  tho  nmw. 
Even  to  she  lui^isheth  in  her  Toisbaps, 
As  those  poor  birds  that  faelplesit  berries  »w: 
The  warm  effeote  nhioh  she  in  bim  finds  mirauEi 
She  seeks  to  kindle  irilh  contioiul  kiwiiig. 
But  all  in  Tain  ;  good  queen,  it  will  not  be : 
iithe  hath  igaay'd  as  much  a»  may  be  proved ; 
Her  pleading  natb  deserved  a  greater  fee; 
She's  Love,  she  loves,  and  jel  she  ia  not  loved. 
'Fie.  He.    he  Bkvs.     vou  erush  me:  let  me  Ko: 


•  Fie,  fie,   he  says,    j  -^  ^.  ^u.  ^.^ ,  «,. 
You  have  no  reason  bo  withhold  me  k 


reet  b(9,«RlWi 


Whotie  tushes  never-ebeatti'd  he  whetteth 
Like  to  a  mortal  §  bulober,  bent  to  kilL 

"  On  his  bow-bftclL  he  bath  a  battle  set 

Of  briallj  pikes,  that  ever  threot  his  fora . 

His  cyo9  like  glow-worms  shine  nhen  be  dotli  fret ; 

His  Buout  dip  sepulobres  where'er  he  goes ; 
Being  moved,  he  strikes  wbate'er  is  in  his  way. 
And  whom  ha  strikes,  his  crooked  tuabesH  slay. 

"  His  brawny  ^des.  witb  hairy  bristles  armed. 

Are  better  proof  than  thy  spear's  point  can  enter ; 

His  short  thick  neck  cannot  be  easily  harmed ; 

Being  ireful,  on  the  lion  he  will  venture ; 
The  thorny  bTamblea  and  embracing  bushes, 
Aa  fearful  oC  him,  part ;  through  whom  he  rusb» 

"  Alas,  he  nought  esteems  that  Taoe  of  thine. 

To  whioh  Love's  aye  pays  tributarv  gaaes ; 

Nor  thy  soft  hands,  sweet  lips,  andorystal  eync,^ 

Whoso  fill!  perfection  all  the  world  amnsies; 
But  having  tiico  at  vantage  (wondrous  dread'.**) 
"Would  root  these  beauties  as  he  roots  the  mead. 

"  0,  let  him  keep  his  loathsome  cabin  still : 


is  danger  by  thv  will ; 

y  tbRt  thrive  well,  take  counsel  of  their  fHend.^ 


Beauty  bath  □□osht  to  do  with  such  foul  neDds. 

Come  not  withinTiis  d ■—  "--  — '" 

Thy"  tbRt  thrive  well, _., 

Vnien  thou  didst  name  the  boor,  not  to  dissemble. 

I  teuf'A  thy  fortune,  and  my  jmnts  did  tremble. 

1  NothoJpbi 
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**  Didst  thou  not  mark  my  face  ?    Was  it  not  white  ? 

Saw^st  thou  not  signs  of  f^r  lurk  in  mine  eye  ? 

Grew  I  not  faint  ?    And  fell  I  not  downright  ? 

Within  mj^  bosom,  whereon  thou  dost  lie, 
My  boding- heart  pants,  beats,  and  takes  no  rest, 
But,  like  an  earthquake,  shakes  thee  on  my  breast. 

"For  where  love  reigns,  disturbing  iealousy 
Both  call  himself  affection's  sentinel ; 
Gives  false  alarms,  suggesteth  mutiny, 
And  in  a  peaceful  hour  doth  cry,  kill,  kill; 

Distempering  gentle  love  with  his  desire, 

As  air  and  water  doth  abate  the  fire. 

**  This  sour  informer,  this  bate*-breeding  spy. 

This  canker  that  eats  u]9  love's  tender  spring, 

This  carry-tale ;  dissensious  jealousy. 

That  sometimes  true  news,  sometimes  false  doth  bring, 
Knocks  at  my  heart,  ana  whispers  in  mine  ear, 
That  if  I  love  thee,  I  thy  deatn  should  fear : 

**  And  more  than  so,  presenteth  to  mine  eye 

The  picture  of  an  angry-chafing  boar. 

Under  whose  sharp  tanra  on  his  back  doth  lie 

An  image  like  thyself,  all  stain'd  with  gore ; 
Whose  blood  upon  the  fresh  flowers  being  shed, 
Doth  make  them  droop  with  grief,  and  hang  the  head. 

**  Wliat  should  I  do,  seeing  thee  so  indeed. 

That  trembling  at  the  imagination. 

The  thought  of  it  doth  make  my  faint  heart  bleed  ? 

And  fear  doth  teach  it  divination : 
I  nrophesy  thy  death,  my  Uving  sorrow, 
1/ thou  encounter  with  the  boar  to-morrow. 

"  But  if  thou  needs  wilt  hunt,  be  ruled  by  me ; 

Uncouple  at  the  timorous  flying  hare, 

Or  at  the  fox,  which  lives  by  subtilty. 

Or  at  the  roe,  which  no  encounter  dare : 
Pursue  these  fearfulf  creatures  o'er  the  downs, 
And  on  thy  well-breath'd  horse  keep  with  thy  hounds. 

**  And  when  thou  hast  on  foot  the  purblind  hare, 
Mark,  the  poor  wretch  to  overshoot  his  troubles, 
Howne  out-runs  the  wind,  and  with  what  care 
He  cranks  and  crosses,  with  a  thousand  doubles : 

The  many  musitst  through  the  which  he  goes. 

Are  like  a  labyrinth  to  amaze  his  foes. 

*  Sometime  he  runs  among  the  flock  of  sheep, 
To  make  the  cunning  hounds  mistake  their  smell : 
And  sometime  where  earth-delving  conies  §  keep. 
To  stop  the  loud  pursuers  in  their  yell ; 

AndTsometime  sorteth  ||  with  a  herd  of  deer; 

Danger  deviseth  shifts ;  wit  waits  on  fear : 

amteatkm,  f  Full  of  fear.  X  Q«^^^^<^^^« 

f  Consorts  with. 


"  Pbr  there  his  smell  with  uthars  being  ii^...uin<VL, 
The  hot  scent-snuliiDB  hounds  are  driiea  to  doUD-, 
Ceani^  their  clamocaiu  cr;  till  Uier  hare  singled 
With  much  adiO  the  oold  fault  clemiir  out;' 
Then  do  they  speud  their  moutha:  GcIiq  relfti^  _ 
As  if  another  chase  were  in  the  Hkies.         "" 


To  hearken  if  his  foeit  pursue  him  still; 

Anon  their  loud  alarums  he  doth  hear ; 
And  now  his  grief  may  be  oomparad  well 
To  one  sore^ick,  Lbat  hears  the  pne^ng  bell. 

"  Then  ahalt  thou  see  the  dew-hedabbled  wretch 
Turn,  and  return,  indenting  J  with  the  way; 
Bouil  envious^  brier  his  weary  less  doth  scratcli. 
Each  shadow  makes  him  slop,  e^  murmur  stay : 

For  misery  is  trodd«D  on  bf  many. 

And  being  loir,  nev«r  relieyed  by  any. 
"  Lie  quietly,  and  hear  a  little  more ; 
Nar,  do  not  striiERle,  for  thou  shalt  not  rise: 
To  make  thee  hate  tb«  hunting  of  the  boar, 
VnLke  thyself,!!  thou  hear^t  ma  moniliee ; 

Applying  this  to  that,  and  BO  t«  so; 

For  love  can  comment  upon  eyerj  woe. 
"Where  did  Heave?" — "  No  matter  where,"  qaoth  hfi 
"Leave  me,  and  then  the  story  aptly  ends ; 
The  night  is  spent."—"  TV  hy,  what  of  that"  quoth  slif. 
"  I  am/'  quoth  he,  "  enpected  of  my  friends ; 

And  now  'tia  dark,  and  going  I  shall  flill." 

"  In  night,"  quoth  ehe,    desire  sees  best  of  all. 
"But  if  thou  fall,  0  then  imagine  this. 
The  earth  in  love  with  thee  thy  footing  trips, 
And  all  is  but  to  rob  thee  of  a  kies, 
Bich  preys  make  rich  men  thievee ;  so  do  tfay  lips 

Make  modeat  Dian  cloudy  and  forlorn. 

Lest  she  should  steal  a  fcifs,  and  die  foraworn.f 

"Now,  of  this  dark  night  I  iierceive  the  reason; 
Cjrothia  for  shame  ob-scures  her  silver  shine. 
Till  forging  nature  be  imndemn'd  of  treason. 
For  steSing  niouliia  from  heaven  that  were  divine. 
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"  And  therefore  hath  she  bribed  the  Destinies, 
To  cross  the  ourious  workmanship  of  nature, 
To  mingle  beauty  with  infirmities, 
And  pure  perfection  with  impure  defeature  ;* 

Making  it  subject  to  the  tyranny 

Of  sad  mischances  and  much  misery ; 

"  As  burning  fevers^  agues  pale  and  faint, 

lAfe-poisoning  pestilence,  and  frenzies  wood,t 

The  marrowoeating  sickness,  whose  attaint 

Disorder  breeds  by  heating  of  the  blood : 
Surfeits,  impostumes,  gnef,  and  damn'd  despair. 
Swear  nature's  death  for  framing  thee  so  fair. 

**  And  not  the  least  of  all  these  maladies, 
But^  in  one  minute's  sight,  brings  beauty  under : 
Both  favour,  savour,  hue,  and  qualities. 
Whereat  th'  imperial  gazer  late  did  wonder, 
Are  on  the  sudden  wasted,  thaVd  and  done,t 
As  mountain-snow  melts  with  the  mid-day  sun. 

**  Therefore,  despite  of  fruitless  chastity, 

Love-lacking  vestals,  and  self -loving  nuns, 

That  on  the  earth  would  breed  a  scarcity. 

And  barren  dearth  of  daughters  and  of  sons. 
Be  prodigal :  the  lamp  that  burns  b^  night. 
Dries  up  nis  oil,  to  lend  the  world  ms  light. 

"  What  is  thy  body  but  a  swallowing  grave. 
Seeming  to  bur^r  that  posterity 
Which  oy  the  rights  of  time  thou  needs  must  have. 
If  thou  destroy  them  not  in  their  obscurity  ? 

If  so,  the  world  will  hold  thee  in  disdain, 

Siths  in  thy  pride  so  fair  a  hope  is  slain. 

**  So  in  thyself,  thyself  art  made  away ; 

A  mischief  worse  than  civil,  home-bred  strife, 

Or  theirs,  whose  desperate  hands  themselves  do  slay. 

Or  butcher-sire,  that  'reaves  his  son  of  Ufe. 
Foul  cankering  rust  the  hidden  treasure  firets,  i| 
But  gold  thaf  s  put  to  use,  more  gold  begets." 

"  Nay  then,"  quoth  Adon,  "  you  will  fall  again 

Into  ^our  idle  over-handled  theme ; 

The  kiss  I  gave  you  is  bestoVd  in  vain, 

And  all  in  vain  you  strive  sigainst  the  stream : 
For  by  this  black-faced  night,  desire's  foul  nurse, 
Tour  treatise  makes  me  Uke  you  worse  and  worse. 

**  If  love  have  lent  you  twenty  thousand  tongues. 
And  every  tongue  more  moving  than  your  own, 
Bewitching  Uke  the  wanton  mermaid's  songs, 
Tet  from  mine  ear  the  tempting  tune  is  blown ; 
For  know,  my  heart  stands  armed  in  my  ear, 
And  will  not  let  a  false  sound  enter  there  -, 

Ftom  d^aire.  Ft,  to  undo.  t  Frantic.  X  \>eatato7^^. 

*to«^  \  Eats  away. 


"  L«t  tlie  deoemng  harmony  should  nuj 
Into  Ibe  quiet  ^ulMure  of  my  brea»t ; 
And  then  my  little  beajt  were  quite  uiidon(^,S 
In  hia  bedchamber  to  be  bur'd  of  rest. 

No,  Indf ,  no ;  my  heart  longB  Dot  to  gr 

But  soundly  ileeps,  nhile  now  it  sleeps  al 


1  hate  not  love,  but  your  desioe  io  io?B, 
That  leoda  embraoemeots  uoto  every  st — 

You  do  it  for  increase :  O  stiaDEe  eic 

Whwi  reason  is  the  bawd  W  lust's  abuse, 
"  Call  it  not  love,  for  love  to  heaven  is  fled 
Since  Bweatiog  lust  on  earth  usurps  his  namej 
Under  nhose  simplo  Bemhlnnce  he  hath  Ted 
Upon  frosh  beauty,  blotting  it  wiQi  blame ; 
Which  the  hot  tyrant  stajna,  and  soon  bereaves, 
As  calerplUare  do  lh«  tender  leaves. 
"  Love  comforteth,  like  sun-shine  after  rain. 
But  iu&t's  effect  is  tempest  after  sun  ■. 
Love's  geoble  spring  doth  always  fresh  retaolo, 
Lust's  winter  comes  ere  summer  half  be  done. 
Love  surfeits  not  j  lust  like  a  glutton  dies : 
Love  is  all  truth ;  lust  full  of  forged  lies. 
"  More  I  could  telL  but  more  I  dare  act  say : 
The  text  is  old,  the  orator  too  green. 
Therefore  in  Eadness,  now  1  will  anay  ; 
Mr  faoe  is  full  of  shajne,  my  heart  or  t«en  :t 
Mine  ears  that  lo  your  wanton  bilk  attended. 
Do  burn  thoraselsea  for  having  no  oKendsd." 
"With  thi&  he  breaketii  from  the  sweet  embrace 
Of  those  fair  arms  whirh  bound  him  to  her  breast, 
And  homeward  through  the  dark  lawns  runs  apace; 
Leaves  Love  upon  her  back  deeply  dislreEj'd. 
Look  how  a  brii'ht  star  shooteth  from  the  sky. 
So  ghdcB  he  in  the  night  from  Yenus'  eye ; 
Which  afUr  him  she  darts,  as  one  on  shore 
Gazing  upon  a  late  embarked  friend, 
Till  the  wild  waves  will  have  him  seen  no  more. 
Whose  ndgee  with  the  meeting  clouda  contend : 
So  did  the  merciless  and  pitchy  night 
Fold  in  the  object  that  did  feed  her  nght. 
Whereat  amazed,  as  ooe  that  unaware 
Hath  dropp'd  a  precious  jewel  in  the  flood. 
Or  'stoaish'd  aa  night-wanderers  often  are, 
Their  hght  blown  out  id  some  mistrustl^il  wood  ;* 
Even  so  confounded  in  the  dark  she  lay. 
Having  lost  the  fair  discovery  other  way.j 
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And  now  she  beats  her  heart,  whereat  it  groans, 
That  all  the  neighbour-caves,  as  seeming  troubled, 
Make  verbal  re^tition  of  her  moans ; 
Passion  on  passion  deeply  is  redoublea : 

Ah  me!  sne  cried,  and  twenty  times,  woe,  woe ! 

And  twenty  echoes  twenty  times  cry  so. 

She  marking  them,  begins  a  wailing  note. 

And  sings  extemp'rally  a  woeful  ditty ; 

How  love  makes  ^oune  men  thrall,*  and  old  men  dote ; 

How  love  is  wise  in  folly,  foolish,  witty : 

Her  heavy  anthem  still  concludes  in  woe, 

And  still  the  choir  of  echoes  answers  so. 

Her  song  was  tedious,  and  outwore  the  night. 
For  lovers'  hours  are  long,  though  seeming  short : 
If  pleased  themselves,  others,  they  think,  dehght 
In  such  like  circumstance,  with  such  like  sport : 

Their  copious  stories,  oftentimes  begun. 

End  without  audience,  and  are  never  aone. 

For  who  hath  she  to  spend  the  ni^ht  withal. 
But  idle  sounds,  resembling  parasites,t 
Like  shriU-tongued  tapsters  answering  every  call, 
Sootluns[  the  humour  of  fantastic  wits 't  X 

She  said,  'tis  so :  they  answer  all  'tis  so ; 

And  would  say  after  her  if  she  said  no. 

liO !  here  the  gentle  lark,  weary  of  rest. 
Prom  his  moist  cabinet  mounts  up  on  nigh. 
And  wakes  the  morning,  from  whose  sUver  breast 
The  sun  ariseth  in  his  majesty; 
Who  doth  the  world  so  gloriously  behold. 
That  cedar-tops  and  hills  seem  burnish'd  gold. 

Yenus  salutes  him  with  this  fair  good  morrow : 
**  O  thou  clear-god.  and  patron  of  all  light. 
Prom  whom  each  lamp  and  shining  star  doth  borrow 
The  beauteous  influence  that  makes  him  bright, 
There  lives  a  son  that  suck'd  an  earthly  mother, 
May  lend  thee  light,  as  thou  dost  lend  to  other.' 

This  said,  she  hasteth  to  a  myrtle  grove. 
Musing  the  morning  is  so  much  o'er- worn,  § 
And  yet  she  hears  no  tidings  of  her  love : 
She  hearkens  for  his  ];ioundB,  and  for  his  horn : 
Anon  she  hears  them  chant  it  lustily. 
And  all  in  haste  she  coasteth||  to  the  cry. 

And  as  she  runs  the  bushes  in  the  way. 
Some  catch  her  by  the  neck,  some  kiss  her  face, 
Some  twine  about  her  thigh  to  make  her  stay ; 
She  wildly  breaketh  fi-om  their  strict  embrace, 
Like  a  milch  doe,  whose  swelling  dugs  do  ache. 
Hasting  to  feed  her  fawn  hid  in  some  brake. 

'  Thnll,  among:  other  meanings,  means  enslaved,  ai\d  haxd,  cnMtl  *.  ^^ 
utext  sogfests  the  latter  meaninip  here. 
^  FlMttenen,  $  Wild,  eccentric  gsJuoita. 

Wondering  the  morning  is  so  far  advanced.  \  Ap^raaidbtt^ 


I!*  tbi«,  sbe  hears  the  hounds  are  at  b  bay, 
wborest  she  Elarta,  Ukie  one  that  stties  an  ■£. 
Wrealh'd  up  in  !Mal  folils,  just  in  his  way,   ' 
The  (ear  whereof  doth  make  him  shake  and  m. 
Even  «o  the  timorous  ysl ping  of  the  houDdl 
Appals  her  senses,  aod  her  epright*  coufolni 
Tor  now  she  knows  it  is  no  RenUe  chase, 
Itut  the  blunt  boar,  rough  bear,  or  lion  pre 
Bouause  tbe  arv  remaineth  in  one  place. 
Where  fearfully  the  dogs  eiclaim  sjoud: 
Pindina  their  enemy  to  be  so  curat^t 
Th^  tul  strain  courf  sy  who  shaQ  cope  hiB 
This  dismal  ory  rings  sadly  in  her  ear. 
Through  whicU  it  entern  to  aurprise  her  he»i_ 
"Who,  overcome  by  doubt  and  bloodlees  fear,]! 


They  bnaely  fly.  and  dare  not  stay  tbe  fieLdj 


Till,  cheering  up  her  senses  sore  dismay'd, 
She  tella  them  'tis  a  cajiseleaa  phantasy, 
And  childish  error  that  they  are  aft^d ; 
Bids  them  leave  quaking,  wills  tbem  feitr  no  more 
And  with  that  word  she  spied  the  hunted  boaci 
WhoK  Ihithy  mouth  bepunted  all  with  red,  ■ 
Like  milk  aaii  hlood  beinemtn^cd  both  tora'^ 
A  sesond  fear  through  all  her  smews  spreoit' 
Which  madly  hurries  her  she  knows  aotwilfl 


'  runs,  and  now  she  will 
ie  tbe  boar  for 
A  tbousaod  spleens l|  bear  ber  a  thousand  ways' 
She  treads  the  paths  that  she  untreods  again ; 
Her  more  than  haste  ia  matedlF  with  delaya. 
Like  the  proceedings  of  a  drunken  brain ; 
>Sill  of  respect,"  ret  ■  •■ 

In  band  with  all  tliit 
Here  kennoll'd  in  a  brake  she  finds  a  haun4  V 
And  asks  the  weary  catilT  for  his  master ; 
And  there  another  licking  of  his  wound, 
'Qainst  venom'd  sores  the  only  sovereign  Tila) 
And  here  abe  meets  another  sadly  soowline, 
To  whom  she  speaks ;  and  be  replies  with  uowling. 
"When  be  had  ceased  his  ill'resounding  noise. 
Another  ilap-mouth'd  mourner,  blaolt  nud  p ' 
Against  tbe  welkin  voUeys  out  his  vc " 
Another  and  another  answer  hiio. 
Clapping  their  proud  tails  to  the  grouiid  b 
Shaking  their  s<.-ratcb'd  ears,  bleeding  u  u| 

;  Each  is  courio<ni&V?  lU^ipi^^^  ^a 
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Look,  how  the  world's  poor  people  are  amazed 
At  api)aritions,  signs  and  prodigies, 
Whereon  with  fearful  eyes  they  long  have  gazed. 
Infusing*  them  with  dreadful  prophesies ; 

So  she  at  these  sad  signs  draws  up  her  breath, 

And,  sighing  it  again,  exclaims  on  death. 

**  Hard-favour'd  tyrant,  ugly,  meager,  lean, 

Hateful  divorce  of  love,''  thus  chides  she  death, 

**  Grim-grinning  ghost,  earth's  worm,  what  dost  thou  mean 

To  stifle  beauty,  and  to  steal  his  breath. 

Who  when  he  lived,  his  breath  and  beauty  set 

Gloss  on  the  rose,  smell  to  the  violet  ? 

**  If  he  be  dead, — O  no,  it  cannot  be, 

Seeing  his  beautv,  thou  shouldst  strike  at  it — 

O  yes,  it  may ;  thou  hast  no  eyes  to  see, 

But  hatefully  at  random  dost  thou  hit. 
Thy  mark  is  feeble  age ;  but  thy  false  dart 
Mistakes  that  aim,  and  cleaves,  an  infant's  heart. 

**  Hadst  thou  but  bid  beware,  then  he  had  spoke, 

And  hearing  Mm,  thy  power  had  lost  its  power. 

The  destinies  will  curse  thee  for  this  stroke ; 

They  bid  thee  crop  a  weed,  thou  pluck'st  a  flower ; 
Love's  golden  arrow  at  him  should  have  fled. 
And  not  death's  ebon  dart  to  strike  him  dead. 

**  Dost  thou  drink  tears,  that  thou  provok'st  such  weeping  ? 

What  may  a  heavy  g[roan  advantage  thee  ? 

Why  hast  thou  cast  into  eternal  sleeping 

Those  eyes  that  taught  all  other  eyes  to  see  ? 
Now  nature  cares  not  for  thy  mortal  vigour, 
Since  her  best  work  is  ruin'd  with  thy  rigour." 

Here  overcome,  as  one  fiiU  of  despair, 
She  vail'df  her  eyeUds,  who,  like  sluices,  stopp'd 
The  crystal  tide  that  from  her  two  cheeks  fair 
In  the  sweet  channel  of  her  bosom  dropp'd ; 
But  through  the  flood-gates  breaks  the  silver  rain. 
And  witii  his  strong  course  opens  them  again. 

0  how  her  eyes  and  tears  did  lend  and  borrow  ! 

Her  eyes  seen  in  her  tears,  tears  in  her  eye ; 

Both  crystals,  where  they  view'd  each  other's  sorrow. 

Sorrow,  that  friend^  signs  sought  still  to  dry ; 
But  uke  a  stormy  day,  now  wind,  now  rain. 
Sighs  dry  her  cheeks,  tears  make  them  wet  again. 

Variable  passions  throng  her  constant  woe. 

As  striving  which  should  best  become  her  grief; 

All  entertain'd,  each  passion  labours  so. 

That  every  j^resent  sorrow  seemeth  chief. 
But  none  is  best ;  then  join  they  all  together. 
Like  many  douds  consulting:!;  for  foul  weatuer. 

ap.  f  Lowered,  t  Meetkks^S^^!^*BC< 


By  thill,  hr  ofT  alie  hears  some  huntsman  h(j 
A  nurse's  mag  ne'er  plraaed  her  babeK 
Ths  dire  unaRiDatioD  she  did  foUow 
This  sound  01  hope  doth  labour  to  expel ; 

Pot  now  reviving  joy  bids  her  rejoice. 

And  Batten  her,  it  is  Adonis'  Toioe. 
"Whereat  ber  tears  b^an  to  tnm  their  tide, 
Being  prison'd  in  her  eye,  lilce  pearls  in  glus ; 
Yet  sometimes  bile  an  orient  drop  beside, 
Wbich  her  cheek  meltis,  aa  «»miD^  it  gtaouldxi 

To  wash  the  foul  Tice  of  Che  sluttish  grounq^ 

Who  is  but  drunken  when  she  seen" """  "* 

0  hArd-bolieving  love,  how  strange  it 
Not  to  believe,  and  yet  too  creduJouB 

Thy  weal  and  woe  an  both  of  them 

Bespiur  uid  hope  make  thee  ridioulouf  . 

The  one  doth  flatter  thee  in  thoushls  unlikely. 
With  likely  thoughts  the  other  lults  thee  quickly. 

Now  Ehe  unne«yee  the  web  that  she  bad  wrought; 

Adooi*  Wvee,  and  death  is  not  to  blame ; 

It  was  not  she  that  call'd  him  all  to  naught ; 

Now  ahe  adds  honour  to  his  hateful  name ; 
She  depee  him  kiog'  of  graves,  and  pave  for  kings. 
Imperial  supreme  of  all  mortal  things. 

"  No,  no,"  quoth  she,  "  sweet  Death,  1  did  but  jest ; 

Tet  pardon  me,  I  Telt  a,  kind  of  fear, 

When  B»  I  met  the  boar,  that  bloody  beast, 

Which  knowti  no  pity,  but  is  still  Bevere ; 
Ttien,  gentle  shadow  (truth  1  must  confess), 
1  niil  d  OD  thee,  fearing  my  love's  daceHfiC 

"  'Tis  not  my  foult  -,  the  bniur  provoked  my  tougne ; 

Be  wreak'd  on  him,  invisible  commander  ; 

'Tia  he,  foul  creature,  that  hath  done  thee  wrong ; 

1  did  but  acl,  he's  author  of  thy  slander : 
Grief  hath  two  tongues,  and  never  woman  yet 
Could  rule  them  both,  without  ten  women's  wit" 

Thus  hoping  that  Adaoia  is  alive, 

Her  rash  suspeot*  ah&  doth  o^itBDuato ; 

And  that  bis  bi^uty  may  the  better  thrive^ 

With  death  she  humbly  doth  insinuate; 
Tells  him  of  trophies,  statues,  tombs :  and  ttoriest 
His  victories,  his  triumphs,  and  his  glories. 

"  O  Jove,"  quoth  she,  "  how  much  a  fool  was  I, 

To  be  of  such  a  weak  and  silly  mind, 

"To  wBil  bis  death,  who  lives,  and  must  not  die. 

Till  mutual  overthrow  of  mortal  kind  1 
For  he  being  dead,  with  him  is  beauty  slajo. 
And,  beauty  dead,  black  chaos  ct —  -  — ■- 


VBNTJS  AND  ADONIS.  401 

"  Fie,  fie,  fond  love,  thou  art  so  full  of  fear, 
As  one  with  treasure  laden,  hemm'd  with  thieves ; 
Trifles,  unwitnessed  with  eye  or  ear. 
Thy  coward  heart  with  false  hethinking  grieves." 
Even  at  this  word  she  hears  a  merry  norn, 
Whereat  she  leaps,  that  was  hut  late  forlorn. 

As  falcon  to  the  lure,  away  she  flies ; 

The  ^rass  stoops  not,  she  treads  on  it  so  light ; 

And  in  her  haste  unfortunately  spies 

The  foul  hoar's  conquest  on  her  fair  delisht ; 
Which  seen,  her  eves,  as  murder'd  with  the  view, 
Like  stars  ashamed  of  day,  themselves  withdrew. 

Or,  as  the  snail,  whose  tender  horns  being  liit, 
Shrinks  backward  in  his  shelly  cave  with  pain. 
And  there,  all  smother'd  up,  in  shade  doth  sit. 
Long  after  fearing  to  creep  forth  again ; 

So,  at  his  bloody  view,  her  eves  are  fled 

Into  the  deep  oiEurk  cabins  of  her  head. 

Where  they  resign'd  their  office  and  their  light 

To  the  disposing  of  her  troubled  brain ; 

Who  bids  them  still  consort  with  ugly  night, 

And  never  wound  the  heart  with  looks  again ; 
Who,  like  a  kin^  perplexed  in  his  throne, 
By  their  suggestion  gives  a  deadly  groan. 

Whereat  each  tributary  subject  quakes ; 
As  when  the  wind,  imprison  d  in  the  ground, 
Struggling  for  passage,  earth's  foundation  shakes, 
Whicn  with  cold  terrors  doth  men's  mind  confound : 
This  mutiny  each  part  doth  so  surprise, 
That  firom  uieir  dark  beds,  once  more  leap  her  eyes ; 

And,  being  open'd,  threw  unwilling  sight 
Upon  the  wide  wound  that  the  boar  had  trench'd* 
In  his  sofb  flank ;  whose  wonted  lily  white 
With  purple  tears,  that  his  wound  wept,  was  drench'd : 
No  flower  was  nigh,  no  grass,  herb,  leaf,  or  weed. 
But  stole  his  blooa,  and  seem'd  with  him  to  bleed. 

This  solemn  sympathy  poor  Yenus  noteth ; 
Over  one  shoulder  doth  she  hang  her  head : 
Dumbly  she  passions,  fhuiticly  she  dotethif 
She  thinks  he  could  not  die^  he  is  not  dead. 

Her  voice  is  stopp'd,  her  joints  forget  to  bow ; 

Her  eyes  are  mad  that  they  have  wept  till  now. 

Upon  his  hurt  she  looks  so  steadfastly. 

That  her  sight  dazzling  makes  the  wound  seem  three ; 

And  then  she  reprehends  her  mangling  eye. 

That  makes  more  gashes  where  no  hreach  should  be : 

His  face  seems  twain,  each  several  limb  is  doubled ; 

Por  oft  the  eye  mistakes,  the  brain  being  trouble. 

*  Cut  t  Goes  half  m«d. 

OL,  r.  2  B 


My  ai^a  aro  blown  ttnj  my  aalb  tews  gono. 
MiDo  eyen  are  tanx'i  to  Sra,  my  lieaii  to  load: 

H«at7  hmrb's  lead  melt  at  mine  efea,  as  fire  I 

So  shall  I  die  by  drop*  of  hoi  desire. 
"  Alas,  poor  world,  what  treaiure  bast  thou  loit ! 
What  face  renminB  alive  thnt's  worth  thB  (iewioa  ? 
Who»e  hiague  is  muaio  nan  ?  what  canst  thou  bosfi- 
Of  tbioES  loDE  siDce,  or  nuythiiitr  eosuiott  ? 

The  uowera  are  sweety  their  oaloure  Fresh  and  Iriiu; 

But  true-sweet  be»ut;  lived  luid  died  Id  him 
"  Bonnet  or  leil  heaoeTorth  do  creature  wear  I 
Nor  Gun  nor  wind  will  ereratriTe  to  kiss  you: 
Having  no  fair  to  lose.*  you  need  not  fear ; 
The  Bun  doth  soocn  y-ou,  and  tUfl  wind  doth  hiss  you . 

But  when  Adoois  1  ived,  aun  and  shaip  air 

Luck'd  like  two  thieves,  to  rob  bim  of  his  lair  i 
"  And  therefore  would  he  put  his  bonnet  on. 
Under  whose  brim  tlie  gaudy  sun  would  peep ; 
The  wind  would  blowr  it  off,  B.ud,  being  gone, 
Play  with  his  looks;  then  would  Adanis  weeii: 

And  straight,  in  pity  of  his  tender  yeant 

Tbey  botii  would  strive  who  first  shoula  irs  tua  tnan. 
**  To  see  his  faoe,  the  lion  walk'd  aloDi 
Behind  some  bedEo.  beca,uso  he  would  t. 
To  recreate  himadf,  when  he  hath  snug, 
The  tiger  would  be  tuDie,  and  gently  hear  him; 

If  he  bad  s]K>k^  the  wolf  would  leave  his  prej, 

And  never  (^ight  the  silly  lamb  that  d^. 
"  When  he  beheld  his  shadow  in  the  brook. 
The  fisbes  spread  on  it  their  golden  gills ; 
When  he  was  by,  the  birds  such  pleasure  took. 
That  some  would  aing,  some  other  in  their  bilb 

Would  bring  hioi  mulbernes,  and  ripe  redaharrit.«; 

He  fad  them  with  bis  sights  they  him  with  buriei. 
"  But  this  foul,  grio),  and  unihin-suouted  buarj 
Whose  downward  eye  still  looketh  tbr  a  itrave,      . 
He'er  saw  the  beauteous  livery  that  hn  wnm  -      * 


He  thought  to  kiss  him,  and  hath  kill'd 
"  "lis  true, 'tis  true :  thus  whs  Adonis  slai 
He  ran  upon  the  bmr  with  his  sharp  speai , 
Who  would  not  whet  bis  leetb  at  him  wti 
But  by  a  kiss  thought  to  persuade  bim  tfin: 
And  Dusihng  in  hij!  flnnfc,  the  InvjngsWii 
Sheatb'd,  unaware,  his  tusk  in  bis  soft  gr 
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**  Had  I  been  tooth'd  like  him,  I  must  oonfen 
With  kissing  him  I  should  have  kill'd  him  first ; 
But  he  is  d^td,  and  never  did  he  bless 
Myyouth  with  his :  the  more  I  am  aoourst.** 
With  this  she  falleth  in  the  place  she  stood, 
And  stains  her  face  with  his  congealed  blood. 

She  lodes  upon  his  lips,  and  they  are  pale : 

She  takes  him  by  the  hand,  and  that  is  cold ; 

She  whispers  in  his  ear  a  heavv  tale. 

As  if  he  heard  the  woeful  words  she  told : 
She  lifts  the  coffer  lids  that  close  his  eyes. 
Where  lo !  two  lamps,  burnt  out,  in  darkness  lies : 

Two  glasses,  where  herself  herself  beheld 

A  thousand  times,  and  now  no  more  reflect ; 

Their  ^rtue  lost,  wherein  they  late  exceli'd, 

And  every  beau^  robb'd  of  his  effect : 
"  Wonder  of  time,"  quoth  she, "  this  is  my  spite,* 
That^  you  being  dead,  the  day  should  yet  be  light. 

**  Sinoe  thou  art  dead,  lo !  here  I  prophesy, 
Sorrow  on  love  hereafter  shall  attend; 
It  shill  be  waited  on  with  jealousy, 
find  sweet  besinning,  but  unsavoury  end ; 

Ne'er  setUed  equally,  too  high  or  low ; 

Tliat  all  love's  pleasure  shall  not  match  its  woe. 

"  It  shall  be  fickle,  false,  and  AiIl  of  fhiud. 
And  shall  be  blasted  in  a  breathing-while  ;t 
The  bottom  poison,  and  the  top  o'er-straw^d 
With  sweets^  that  shall  the  sharpest  sight  beguile : 
Th»  stfongeet  body  shall  it  make  most  weak. 
Strike  tiie  wise  dumb,  and  teach  the  fool  to  speak. 

"  It  shall  be  sparing,  and  too  full  of  riot. 
Teaching  decrepit  age  to  tread  t  the  measures ; 
The  stanng  ruffian  shall  it  keep  in  quiet^ 
Fluck  down  the  rich,  enrich  the  poor  with  treasures : 
It  shall  be  raging-mad.  and  silly-mild, 
ICake  the  young  old,  the  old  become  a  child. 

*  It  shall  suspect,  where  is  no  cause  of  fear; 

It  shall  not  fear,  where  it  should  most  mistrust ; 

It  shall  be  merciftil,  and  too  severe. 

And  most  deceiving,  when  it  seems  most  just ; 
Perverse  it  shall  be,  when  it  seems  most  toward. 
Put  fear  to  valour,  courage  to  the  coward. 

**  It  shall  be  cause  of  war,  and  dire  events, 

And  set  dissension  'twixt  the  son  and  sire ; 

Subieot  and  servile  to  all  discontents, 

JIlb  dry  combustions  matter  is  to  fire ; 
Sith  in  his  prime  death  doth  my  love  destroy, 
They  ihaA  love  best,  their  love  shall  not  en^oy ." 

rUfflaparptmeir  to  vex  me,  t  In  a  breath.  X  To  &»xvc«, 

2  l>2 


Bf  (his,  tlie  bo;  th&t  by  Lcr  side  ^HJ  klli'd, 
yfiui  melted  like  a  viuraur  I^m  tier  eight, 
And  in  bis  blood  thai  on  the  ground  laj  spiU'c 
._,.  . L '^withwh 


ill'd, 


A  purple  flower  iiiruiig  ut>,  ohequer'd  with  white : 
Resemliling  nell  bis  pale  cheeks,  and  the  blooil 
Which  in.  round  drops  upon  their  wlut«n^s  au>i>il. 

She  bowa  her  head,  the  new-aprung  flower  to  sinell, 

Compariiig  it  to  her  Adonis'  breath; 

And  Bays,  within  ber  bosom  it  ehal!  dwell, 

Since  he  himself  is  reft  from  hei  by  death : 
She  cropB  the  etaJk,  and  in  the  breach  appears 
Green  dropping  sap,  whiob  she  compares  to  tesis. 

'  Poor  flower,"  quolh  she, "  this  was  thj'  father'a  gut« 

i Sweet  issue  of  a  more  sweet-^meUing  aire), 
'or  every  little  grief  to  wet  his  ei;e9 : 
To  KTOW  unfa  hinisolf  was  his  desire. 
And  so  'tis  thine :  but  know,  it  is  as  good 
To  wither  in  my  bn^oat,  as  in  his  blood. 
"  Here  was  thy  Mher's  bed,  here  in  my  breast ; 
Thou  art  the  next  of  blood,  nod  'tis  thy  right : 
Iio  I  in  this  hollow  cradle  take  thy  rest. 
My  throbbing  heart  shall  rock  thee  day  and  night : 
There  shallnot  he  one  minute  of  an  hour, 
Wherein  I  will  not  Msa  my  sweet  love's  flower." 
Thus,  wearr  of  the  world,  away  she  liies, 
And  yokes  her  siiTBr  doics ;  by  whose  swift  aii 
Their  mistress  mounted,  through  the  emp^  skin 
In  her  light  chariot  quickly  is  oanvey'd, 
Holding  their  course  to  Paphos,  where  their  queen 
Means  to  immure  herseir,  and  iiol  be  seen. 
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TO  THB  BIGHT  HOKOUIUBLS  W 


HENEY    WEIOTHESLY, 

EARL  OF  SOUTHAMPTON,  AND  BABON  OP 

TICHFIBLD. 


Thb  love  I  dedkate  to  your  lordship  is  wittiDiit  end;  wimd 
this  pamphlet,  without  hegixming,  is  bat  a  superfluoiH  moiltf • 
The  warrant  I  have  of  your  honourable  disposition,  not  ^ 
worth  of  my  untutored  lines,  makes  it  assured  of  aooqpteM 
What  I  have  done  is  yours,  what  I  have  to  do  is  yoon;  being 
part  in  all  I  have  devoted  yours.  Were  my  worth  grpiter,  117 
duty  would  show  greater :  mean  time,  as  it  is,  it  is  bound  to  your 
lordship,  to  whom  I  wish  long  life,  still  lengthened  with  iD 
happiness. 

Tour  Lordship's,  in  all  duty, 

William  Shaksfbask 


THE  AEGUMENT  * 


LxTCixTS  Tabquinius  (for  his  excessive  pride  sumamed  Super- 
jbus),  after  he  hiul  caused  his  own  father-in-law.  Servius  Tullius, 
to  be  oruelly  murdered,  and,  contrary  to  the  Koman  laws  and 
customs,  not  reauiring  or  staying  for  the  i)eople's  sufirages.  had 
poflsessed  himself  of  tne  kingdom,  went  accompanied  with  his 
•cms  and  other  noblemen  of  Rome,  to  besiege  Ardea.  During 
which  siegei,  the  principal  men  of  the  army  meeting  one  evening 
ivt  the  tenl  of  Sextus  Tarquinius,  the  king's  son.  in  their  dis- 
ooursee  after  supper  every  one  commended  the  virtues  of  his  own 
wife;  among  whom,  CoUatinus  extolled  the  incomparable  chas- 
tity of  his  wife  Lucretia.  In  that  pleasant  humour  they  all 
ported  to  Bome;  and  intending,  by  their  secret  and  sudden 
anival,  to  make  trial  of  that  which  every  one  had  before 
Bvonched.  only  Gollatinus  finds  his  wife  (though  it  were  late  in 
fhe  njg^)  spinning  amongst  her  maids :  the  other  ladies  were  all 
foond  dancing  and  revelling,  or  in  several  disports.  Whereupon 
the  noblemen  yielded  Gollatinus  the  victory,  and  his  wife  the 
flune.  At  that  time  Sextus  Tarquinius  being  inflamed  with 
Jioorooe'  beauty,  yet  smothering  his  passions  for  the  present, 
departied  with  tne  rest  back  to  the  camp;  from  whence  he 
diortly  after  privily  withdrew  himself,  and  was  (according  to  his 
estete)  royally  entertained  and  lodged  by  Lucreoe  at  CoUatium. 
The  nine  ni^^t,  he  treacherously  stealeth  into  her  chamber, 
violently  ravished  her,  and  early  in  the  morning  speedeth  away. 
Imcreoe^  in  this  lamentable  plight,  hastily  disi)atcneth  messen- 
mra,  cme  to  IU)me  for  her  father,  another  to  the  camp  for  Colla- 
une.  They  came^  the  one  accompanied  with  Junius  Brutus,  the 
otibMar  with  Pubhus  Valerius;  and  finding  Lucrece  attired  in 
mourning  habit,  demanded  the  cause  of  her  sorrow.  She,  first 
taking  an  oath  of  them  for  her  revenge,  revealed  the  actor,  and 
whole  manner  of  his  dealing,  and  witnal  suddenly  stabbed  her- 
BBitL  Which  done,  with  one  consent  they  all  vowed  to  root  out 
the  whole  hated  family  of  the  Tarquins ;  and  bearing  ^e  dead 
body  to  Bome,  Brutus  acquainted  the  people  with  the  doer  and 
maimer  of  the  vile  deed,  with  a  bitter  mvective  against  the 
tyranny  of  the  king :  wherewith  the  people  were  so  moved,  that 
with  one  consent  and  a  general  acclamation  the  Tarquins  were 
all  exiled,  and  the  state  government  changed  from  kings  to 
consuls. 

• 

*  TlaiM  wcgaauaat  appears  to  have  been  written  by  Shakspeare,  being: 
prefixed  to  tlie  originai  edition  in  1504,  and  is  a  cariosity;  being,  with  the 
two  dedications  to  the  Earl  of  Southampton,  the  only  prose  compositions 
cf  oar  great  poet  (not  in  a  dramatic  form;  now  remah)^. 
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["A  BooEeutitled  tbe'EavishmeDt  of  Lucreoe'  irsB  entered 
nn  Ihe  StotionerB'  register,  bj  Mr.  Harrison,  boil,  Majr  S,  ISW, 
and  tha  pnem  was  firat  printed  in  41o.  in  the  Bome  year.  It  n* 
again  published  in  lamo.  in  less,  1600,  and  1607.  There  wek 
also  editions  in  1EB6  and  1603.  There  was  on  edition  publislied 
in  1816,  purporting  to  be  nnoiy  revited  and  correct,  but  it  i*  of 
all  (be  ediliona  the  most  innoounrte  and  corrupt.  The  slorjot 
LucrecB  is  given  in  the  first  volume  of  Painter'a '  Palace  of  PI*- 
sure,'  whenofl  our  author  probahlj  Ijarrowed  Iho  argument  of  te 


Bome  by  the  trustless  wings  ol 


Haply*  that  noma  of  chatie  unhapply  set 
This  batelesst  edwe  on  his  keen  appetite; 
When  Collatine  unnisely  did  not  letl 
To  praise  the  elear  unmatched  red  and  white 
Which  triamph'd  in  that  sky  of  his  delight, 
Where  morUil  stars,  as  bright  as  heaven  s  beauties, 
Witi  pure  aspeola  did  him  peculiar  duties. 
For  he,  the  night  before,  in  Tarquin's  tent, 
Unlook'd  the  treasure  of  his  happy  state ; 
What  priceless  wealth  the  heavens  had  him  lent 
lu  the  possession  of  his  beauteous  mate ; 
Eecioning  his  fortune  at  such  high-proud  mle, 
That  kings  mi«bt  be  eispBused  to  mora  fomt^ 
But  king  nor  peer  to  such  a  peerless  dame. 
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O  hai)pmess  erjoy'd  but  of  a  few ! 

And,  if  possessed,  as  soon  decajr'd  and  done* 

As  is  the  morning's  silver-melting  dew 

Against  the  solden  splendour  of  tne  sun ! 

An  expired  date,  cancelled  ere  well  begun : 
Honour  and  beauty,  in  the  owner's  arms. 
Are  weakly  fortress'd  from  a  world  of  harms. 

Beauty  itself  doth  of  itself  persuade 
The  eyes  of  men  without  an  orator : 
What  needeth  then  apology  be  made 
To  set  forth  that  which  is  so  singular  ? 
Or  why  is  Collatine  the  publisher 

Of  tnat  rich  jewel  he  should  keep  unknown 

From  thievish  ears,  because  it  is  his  own  ? 

Perohance  his  boast  of  Luoreoe's  sovereignty 

Suggestedt  this  proud  issue  of  a  king ; 

Eor  Dy  our  ears  our  hearts  oft  tainted  be : 

Perohance  that  envy  of  so  rich  a  thing. 

Braving  compare,  disdainfully  did  sting 
His  mdi-pitohNl  thoughts,  that  meaner  men  should  vaunt 
The  golden  hap:};  which  tneir  superiors  want. 

But  some  imtimely  thoueht  did  instigate 

His  all-too-timeless  Speed,  if  none  of  those : 

His  honour,  his  affairs,  his  friends,  his  state. 

Neglected  sill,  with  swift  intent  he  goes 

To  quench  the  coal  which  in  his  liver  glow8.§ 
O  rash-false  heat,  wrant  in  repentant  cold. 
Thy  hasty  II  spring  still  blasts,^  and  ne'er  grows  old ! 

When  at  CoUatium  this  false  lord  arrived, 
WeU  was  he  welcomed  by  the  Roman  dame. 
Within  whose  face  beauty  and  virtue  strived 
Which  of  them  both  should  underprop  her  fame ; 
When  virtue  bragg'd,  beauty  wotdd  blush  for  shame; 
When  beauty  boasted  blushes,  in  despite 
Virtue  would  stain  that  or**  with  silver  white. 

But  beauty,  in  that  white  intituled,tt 
From  Venus'  doves  doth  challenge  that  fair  field; 
Then  virtue  claims  iVom  beauty  beauty's  red. 
Which  virtue  gave  the  golden  age,  to  sdld 
Their  silver  cheeks,  and  call'd  it  then  meir  shield ; 
Teaching  them  thus  to  use  it  in  the  fight, — 
When  shame  assail'd,  the  red  should  fence  the  white. 

*  Consomed.  f  Prompted,  instigated.  t  Chance. 

4  The  liver  was  formerly  supposed  to  be  the  seat  of  love. 

I  Too  early.  ^  Becomes  blighted. 

**  Or,  i.  e.  gold,  to  which  the  poet  compares  the  deep  colour  of  a  blu$b, 

ft  Ti^dng  na  title  firom  that  whiteness. 


0  TSKXinOFLCCBECnL 

This  Itemldry  in  Lucrew'  &ee  ms  Men, 
Argued  by  beaut/a  red,  and  virtue's  whileL 
Of  either^  colour  vm  we  alher  queen^ 
Proving  Irran  world's  minority  weir  ngM : 
Yet  tlieu'  amtntioD  umkei  Uiem  s^  to  fight ; 
The  Bovereignty  of  either  being  oo  great, 
Tlut  oft  Ihc^  interchange  eiMih  oUiiES^s  seat. 
This  silent  war  of  lilies  and  of  rosea 
Which  Tarquin  vien'd  in  her  fair  iaoe'e  field. 
In  their  pure  ranks  hiii  traitor  eye  enol<Mes; 
Where,  lest  between  them  Ixith  it  should  be  IdU'd, 
The  cownrd  captiTe  vanquished  iloth  yield 
To  those  two  armies,  that  would  let  him  go, 
Bather  than  briumph  in  so  fnlae  a  Toe. 

Now  thinks  he  Ihot  her  biulNuid's  shallow  tongue 

iXhe  nlKgard  prodigal  that  praised  her  eo) 
n  that  high  task  haU)  done  her  beauty  wrong. 
Which  far  exceeds  his  barr«Q  skill  to  show  : 
Therefore  that  praiee  which  CoUaline  doth  own,' 
Enchanted  Tarquin  answers  with  surmise. 
In  silent  wonder  of  still-gazing  eyes. 

This  earthly  saJnIi  adored  by  this  deril. 

Little  euspecteth  the  DHne  ivorshitipeT ; 

For  tboughte  unatain'd  do  Beldom  dreaira  on  eril ; 

Birds  never  limed  no  secret  bushes  fear : 

So  guiltless  she  securely  gives  good  cheer 

And  reverend  welct  "" '    '  ' 

Whose  inward  ill  n< 

For  that  he  colour'd  with  bis  high  estate, 
Hiding  hsse  ^  in  plsjtsf  ormmesty ; 
That  nothing  in  him  seem'd  inordinale, 
Save  sometime  too  much  vronder  of  his  pye, 
Which,  having  all,  all  could  not  satisfy ; 
But,  [loorly  rich,  so  wantetb  in  his  store, 
Thsit  oloy'd  with  much,  he  pineth  still  for  more. 

But  she  that  never  coped  ivith  stmnger  eyes. 
Could  pick  no  meaning  from  their  parling^  looks, 
M  or  read  the  subtte-shining  secrecies 
Writ  in  the  glnssy  margentB  of  such  books  i5 
She  touch'd  no  unknown  baits,  nor  tear'd  no  books; 
Nor  could  she  moridizell  his  wunton  sight, 


Mare  than  his  eyes  were  a] 


f  nijecl  nfpraiat,  i. 
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He  stories  to  her  ears  her  husband's  &me, 

Won  in  the  fields  of  fruitful  Italy ; 

And  decks  with  praises  Collatine*8  high  name, 

Made  glorious  by  his  manly  chivalry^ 

With  Bruised  arms  and  wreaths  of  victory ; 
Her  joy  with  heaved-up  hand  she  doth  express, 
And,  wordless,  so  greets  heaven  for  his  success. 

Par  from  the  purpose  of  his  ooming  thither, 
He  makes  excuses  for  his  being  there. 
No  cloud^f  show  of  stormy  blustering  weather 
Doth  yet  in  his  fair  welkin*  once  appear ; 
Till  sable  Nights  mother  of  Dread  and  Fear, 

Upon  the  world  dim  darkness  doth  display, 

And  in  her  vaulty  prison  stows  the  day. 

For  then  is  Tarquin  brought  unto  his  bed, 
Intendingt  weariness  with  heavy  spright;t 
For.  after  suppw,  long  he  questioned  § 
With  modest  Luorece,  and  wore  out  me  night : 
Now  leaden  slumber  with  life's  strength  doth  fight ; 

And  every  one  to  rest  himself  betakes, 

Save  thieves,  and  cares,  and  troubled  minds  that  wakes. 

As  one  of  which  doth  Tarquin  lie  revolving 

The  sundry  dangers  of  his  will's  obtaining ; 

Tet  ever  to  obtain  his  will  r66olving^ 

Thou||h  weak-built  hopespersuade  nim  to  abstaining : 

Despair  to  gain,  doth  traffic  oft  for  gaining ; 
Juid  when  great  treasure  is  the  meed  proposed, 
Though  death  be  adjunct,  there's  no  death  supposed. 

Those  that  much  covet,  are  with  gain  so  fond 

That  what  they  have  (not  that  which  they  possess)  || 

They  scatter  and  unloose  it  from  their  bona, 

And  so,  by  hoping  more,  they  have  but  less ; 

0^  gaining  more,  the  profit  of  excess 
Is  out  to  surfeit,  and  such  ^eis  sustain, 
That  they  prove  bankrupt  m  this  poor-rich  gain. 

The  aim  of  all  is  but  to  nurse  the  life 
With  honour,  wealth,  and  ease,  in  waning  Vi^e ; 
And  in  this  aim  there  is  such  thwarting  strue. 
That  one  for  all,  or  all  for  one  we  gage  ;ir 
As  life  for  honour,  in  fell  battles'  rage ; 

Honour  for  wealth ;  and  oft  that  w^th  doth  cost 

The  death  of  all,  and  all  together  lost. 

So  that  in  venf  ring  ill,  we  leave**  to  be 
The  things  we  are,  for  that  which  we  expect : 
And  this  ambitious  foul  infirmity, 

*  Sky.  t  Pretendingr.  t  Spirit. 

i  Held  couvernation.  H  I.  e.  which  tliey  truly  possess. 

%  Risk.  •*  Cease. 
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Id  lianog  much,  tormentc  ub  irith  defect 
Of  thftt  wa  have :  so  then  we  do  negleat 
The  thing  we  have,  »nd  all  for  want  of  wit, 
Make  something  nothiag.  b;  aagmentiiiB  it. 
Such  bnzard  now  miut  dating  Tarquin  make, 
PawniDg  his  houourto  obtain  hi«  laBt; 
And  for  himBslf,  himself  ha  must  foreaie : 
For  where  is  truth,  if  there  be  no  self-trust  ? 
Whea  iball  he  thiok  to  find  a,  atranger  just. 
When  he  himself,  himself  coofbundg,  DetrsfS 
To  slanderaus  tongues,  and  wretched  hat«iuldafs? 
Now  stole  upon  the  tiine  the  dead  of  night, 
When  heavy  sleep  had  closed  up  morloT eyes ; 
No  oorafartable  star  did  lead  his  hght. 
No  noise  but  owls'  and  wolves'  death-boding  eries, 
Now  serves  the  season  that"  they  may  surprise 
The  sillf  lambs;  pure  tlioughts  are  deoa  and  still, 
While  lust  and  murder  wake  to  alajn  and  kilL 
And  now  this  lustful  lord  leap'd  ^m  his  bod. 
Throning  his  mantle  rudelir  o'er  his  arm ; 
Is  madly  tose'd  between  dceire  and  dread ; 


Doth  too,  too  oft  betake  him  ti      .     , 

B^ten  away  by  frain'Siok  rude  Desire. 
His  falchion  on  a  Qint  he  softlr  smitetk 
That  from  the  cold  atone  eparks  of  fire  do  fty. 
Whereat  a  waxen  torch  forthwith  he  lightelh, 
Whioh  must  be  lode-«tar  io  his  lusthil  eve ; 
And  to  ^e  flauie  thus  speaks  advisedly  ir 

"  As  from  this  cold  ffint  1  enforced  this  flre. 

So  Lucrece  must  I  force  to  my  desire." 
Hera  pale  with  fear  he  doth  premeditate 
The  danEers  of  his  loathsome  entorpiise. 
And  in  his  inward  mind  he  doth  debato 
What  following  sorrow  may  on  this  arise-. 
Then  looking  scororully,  he  doth  despise 

H'"  naked  armour  of  sUll-slaughter'd  lust,} 

^d  justly  thus  DontroU  his  thoughts  unjusb  I 
"FMrtorch,  burn  out  thy  light,  and  lend  it  not  J 
To  darken  her  whose  light  excelleth  thine  I  | 
And  die,  unhallow'd  thoughts,  before  you  blot  i 
With  your  undcannesa  that  whioh  is  divine  1 
Offerpure  incense  to  so  pure  a  shrine: 

Jiel  tail  humanity  abhor  the  deed  ,  ^,  , 

That  spots  and  stains  love's  modest  snow-white  »eed.| 

t  SUUilkughCeiiag? 
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"  O  shame  to  knighthood  and  to  shining  arms ! 
O  foul  dishonour  to  my  household's  grave  !* 
O  impious  act,  including  all  foul  harms ! 
A  martial  man  to  he  sort  fancy'sf  slave ! 
True  valour  still  a  true  respect:};  should  have; 

Then  my  digression  is  so  vile,  so  hase, 

That  it  will  live  engraven  in  my  face. 

"  Yea,  though  I  die,  the  scandal  will  survive, 
And  be  an  eye-sore  in  my  golden  coat ; 
Some  loathsome  dash  the  herald  will  contrive,  § 
To  cipher  me  how  fondly  I  did  dote ;  || 
That  my  posterity,  shamed  with  the  note, 

Shall  curse  my  bones,  and  hold  it  for  no  sin 

To  wish  that  I  their  rather  had  not  been. 

"  What  win  I,  if  I  gain  the  thing  I  seek  ? 

A  dream,  a  breath,  a  froth  of  fleeting  joy : 

Who  buys  a  minute's  mirth,  to  wail  a  week  ? 

Or  sells  eteruity,  to  get  a  toy  ? 

For  one  sweet  grape  who  will  the  vine  destroy ; 
Or  what  fond  beggar,  but  to  touch  the  crown. 
Would  with  the  sceptre  straight  be  strucken  down  ? 

**  If  Collatinus  dream  of  my  intent. 

Will  he  not  wake,  and  in  a  desperate  rage 

P<^  hither,  this  vile  purpose  to  prevent  ? 

This  siege  that  hath  engirt  his  marriage, 

This  blur  to  youth,  this  sorrow  to  the  sage, 
This  dyin^  virtue,  this  surviving  shame 
Whose  crime  will  bear  an  ever-during  blame  ? 

"  O  what  excuse  can  my  invention  make. 

When  thou  shalt  charge  me  with  so  black  a  deed  ? 

Will  not  mv  tongue  be  mute,  my  frail  joints  shake  ? 

Mine  eyes  mrego  their  light,  my  false  heart  bleed  ? 

The  guilt  being  great,  the  fear  doth  still  exceed ; 
And  extreme  fear  can  neither  fight  nor  fly. 
But  coward-like  with  trembling  terror  die. 

**  Had  Collatinus  kill'd  my  son  or  sire. 

Or  lain  in  ambush  to  betray  my  life. 

Or  were  he  not  my  dear  friend,  this  desire 

Mi^ht  have  excuse  to  work  ui)on  his  wife ; 

As  m  revenge  or  quittal  of  such  strife : 
But  as  he  is  my  kinsman,  my  dear  Mend, 
The  shame  and  fault  finds  no  excuse  nor  end. 

*  The  sepulchre  of  my  ancestors.  t  Love.  t  Aim. 

^  In  the  books  of  heraldry  a  particnlar  mark  of  disgrace  is  mentioned* 
ly  which  tbe  escntcheons  of  those  persons  were  anciently  distinguished^ 
ifio  "  di^rourteously  used  a  widow,  maid,  or  wife,  against  her  wiU.*' 

I  ^  pevpetoate  my  mad  infatuation. 


"  Shama/vt  U  it ,— •?,  if  the  ftict  be  known : 
BaliiflUiti*, — there  is  no  hat«  in  loviogt 
nibegherlote,-— ftiifiieu  not  hrr  omi  i* 
The  woist  ia  but  deaial,  and  reproiing: : 
Mf  will  is  strong,  put  retBoa's  weak  removiDg. 


Who  fo 


n  old  ni 


Shiu  by  6  psjnkd  o^Ui  be  Vept  in  awe."t 
Thus,  graoeleas,  holds  he  digputation 
'Tween  frosen  ooneciance  imd  hot-biiminp  will, 
And  with  good  thoughte  iD&kes  dispensation. 
Urging  the  woner  senBa  for  vantage  still : 
Wbiob  in  a  moment  doth  ooofouiid  and  kill 
,A11  pure  affecH  Siud  doth  so  far  praoeed. 
That  wbat  is  nle  shone  like  a,  lirtuous  deed. 
Quoth  he, "  She  took  me  kindl;  \>y  the  bund. 
And  gBxed  for  tidings  in  my  eager  ejea, 
Fearing  some  bard  news  (^om  the  naruke  band 
Where  ber  beloved  Collatinua  ties. 
O  how  her  fear  did  make  be;  colour  rise  '. 
Firet  red  as  roses  that  on  lawn  we  lay. 
Then  white  as  lawn,  the  roses  took  I  awo;. 


Which  struck  her  sajj,  and  then  it  ftater  rock'il, 
Until  hor  huEband's  welfare  she  did  hear ; 
Whereat  she  Bmiled  with  so  sweet  a  cheer, 

That  had  Naiciseua  seen  ber  as  she  stood. 

Self-love  had  never  drown'd  him  in  the  Qood. 
"  Why  hunt  I  then  for  wilour  or  eiouses  ? 
All  orators  are  dumb  when  Iteauly  pleadetb ; 
Poor  wrelcbea  have  remorse  in  poor  abuses ; 
Ixive  thrives  not  In  the  heart  that  shadows  dreodalb : 
AGectJon  is  mi^  captain,  and  he  leadeth ; 

And  when  his  raudy  banner  ia  display'd, 

The  ooward  fiKhtG,  and  wttl  not  be  diimay'd. 
"  Then  childish  fear  avaunt  1  debating  die ! 
liespeot  and  reoran,  wul  on  wrinkled  aice ! 
M;  heart  shall  never  eountermaod  mine  eye : 
Sad II  pause  and  deep  regard  beseem  the  sage; 
My  part  is  youth,  and  beats  these  IVoiu  thestage^lT 

Desire  my  pilot  is,  beauty  my  priia ; 

Then  who  fears  sinking  where  such  treasure  lies  P° 
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As  com  o'ergrown  ^7  weeds,  so  heedftil  fear 

Is  almost  chimed  by  unresisted  lust. 

Away  he  steals  witn  open  listening  ear. 

Full  of  foul  hope,  and  ftill  of  fond  mistrust : 

Bol^  wMcfa,  as  servitors  to  the  ux^ust, 
So  cross  mm  with  their  opposite  persuasion, 
That  now  he  vows  a  league,  and  now  invasion. 

Within  his  thought  her  heavenly  image  sits, 

And  in  the  self-same  seat  sits  Collatine : 

That  eye  which  looks  on  her,  confounds  his  wits ; 

That  eye  which  him  beholds,  as  more  divine. 

Unto  a  view  so  false  will  not  incline ; 
But  with  a  pure  appeal  seeks  to  the  heart, 
Wliich  once  corrupted,  takes  the  worser  part ; 

And  therein  heartens  up  his  servile  powers. 

Who,  flatter'd  by  their  leader's  jocund  show. 

Stuff  up  his  lust^  as  minutes  fill  up  hours ; 

And  as  their  captain,  so  their  pride  doth  grow, 

Pimng  more  slavish  tribute  than  they  owe. 
Bv  reprobate  desire  thus  madly  led, 
Tne  Soman  lord  maroheth  to  Lucreoe'  bed. 

The  looks  between  her  chamber  and  his  wilL 
Each  one  by  him  enforced,  retires*  his  wara ; 
But  as  they  open,  they  all  rate  his  ill,t 
Which  drives  the  creeping  thief  to  some  regard  :t 
The  threshold  grates  tne  door  to  have  him  heard  ;§ 

Night-wand'ring  weasels  shriek  to  see  him  there ; 

They  Ihght  him,  yet  he  still  pursues  his  fear. 

As  eudh  unwilling  i>ortal  yields  him  way. 
Through  httle  vents  and  crannies  of  the  i)lace 
The  wmd  wars  with  his  torch,  to  make  him  stay. 
And  blows  the  smoke  of  it  into  his  face, 
Extinguishing  his  conduct  ||  in  this  case ; 
But  bis  hot  heart,  which  fond  desire  doth  scorch, 
Puflfe  forth  another  wind  that  fires  the  torch : 

And  being  lighted,  by  the  light  he  spies 
Lucretia's  glove,  wherein  her  needle  sticks: 
He  takes  it  from  the  rushes  where  it  lies;f 
And  griping  it,  the  neeld**  his  finger  pncks : 
As  who  should  say,  this  glove  to  wanton  tricks 

Is  not  inured ;  return  again  in  haste ; 

Thou  seest  our  mistress^omaments  are  chaste. 

But  all  these  poor  forbiddings  could  not  stav  him; 
He  in  the  worst  sense  construes  their  denial : 
The  doors,  the  wind,  the  glove  that  did  delay  him, 

'  Bncini  iMUSk.  f  Reproach  his  evil  deed  by  creaking^. 

:  Coptidcr  about.  i  Discover  him. 

Condmei  t<x  conductor, 

f  Sooms  in  England  were  strewed  with  rashes  in  our  authot*a  tixne« 
•  KmUftfrneedle. 


He  takea  for  accldenlol  tbings  of  trial ; 
Or  as  thi»ebara  wbioh  EUip  the  hourly  diaJ, 
Who  with  a  Uog'iing  stay  his  oouree  doth  It 
Till  evoTf  minute  paf  b  the  hour  his  dchL 
"  So,  «o,"  quoth  he, "  these  lets  attend  the  tiii«i    , 
Like  little  frosle  that  Kimetin9e  threat  the  spring 
Tu  add  a  more  rejoicing  tio  the  priuie,f 
And  give  the  snenpedl  birds  more  cause  to  aing, 
Puin  pays  the  inooma  of  each  precious  thing  ;§ 
HiiBe  rocks,  hixh  winds,  strong  pirat^  shelves  a 
Tho  mercbanC  lean,  ere  nuh  at  uome  he  lands." 
Now  is  he  oome  unto  the  chamber^oor 
Tbut  Gbuts  him  fWim  the  heaven  of  his  thoughti 


1 

nng,  I 


Hnth  hair'd  him  from  tb  e  blesaed  thiiig  he  soughL 

So  from  himself  irapir"-  ■^-"- "-' 

Hhat  for  Me  prey  to 


So  from  himself  impiet;  hath  wrought 
That  for  hie  prey  to  pray  he  doth  beg_. 
As  if  the  heavens  should  counteuaooe  his 


But  in  the  midst  of  his  ucihiitful  prayer, 
Having  Boliuited  the  eternal  powerj 
That  hiH  foul  thoughte  might  com]Nis3  his  fair 
And  they  would  stand  auspicious  to  the  hour. 
Even  there  ho  storta : — quoth  he, "  I  miMt  dei_ 
The  powers  to  whom  I  pray,  abhor  this  bc^ 
How  raw  they  then  assist  ma  in  the  set " 


The  maokeEt  sin  is  cleor'd  with  nbsolutjon ; 


Apiiust  love's  Ore  Tear's  Trost  hath  dissolution. 

The  eye  of  heavon  is  out,  aod  miaty  nisht 

Covers  the  shame  that  follows  sweet  daught." 

This  said,  his  guilty  hand  pluok'd  up  the  latch, 

And  with  his  knee  the  door  he  opeus  wide : 


Who  sees  the  lurking  serpent,  stepa  aside ; 
But  Ehe,  sound  sleeping,  fearing  no  such  t 
Lies  at  the  mercy  of  his  mortgl  sting. 
Into  the  chamber  wickedly  he  stalks, 
And  gazetb  on  her  yet  unstained  beo. 
Tbe  curtuDS  being  close,  about  he  walk^ 
Bolliug  his  greedy  eyo-tollj  in  his  bead: 
By  their  high  treason  ia  bis  heart  misled ; 

Wbioh  gives  the  «atcliword  lo  his  band  full  ac 
To  draw  the  cloud  thai  hides  the  silver  moon. 
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3ok,  as  the  fair  and  fiery-pointed  sun, 

usmng  from  forth  a  cloud,  bereaves  our  sight ; 

ven  so,  the  curtain  drawn,  his  eyes  be^un 

3  wink,  being  bUnded  with  a  greater  hght : 

liether  it  is,  that  she  reflects  so  bright. 

That  dazzleth  them,  or  else  some  shame  supposed ; 

But  bUnd  thoy  are,  and  keep  themselves  enclosed. 

.  had  thev  in  that  darksome  prison  died, 
ben  had  they  seen  the  period*  of  their  ill ! 
hen  Collatine  again  by  Lucrece'  side, 
1  his  clearf  bed  might  have  reposed  still : 
ut  they  must  ope,  tnis  blessed  league  to  kill ; 
And  holy-thoughted  Lucrece  to  their  sight 
Must  Bell  her  joy,  her  life,  her  world's  delight. 

!er  lily  hand  her  rosy  cheek  lies  under, 

ozening  the  pillow  of  a  lawful  kiss ;  t 

^ho  therefore  angry,  seems  to  part  in  sunder, 

d.  t  Spotless. 

longr  the  poems  of  Sir  John  SackUng^  (who  is  said  to  have  heen  a 
tdmhrer  of  our  author)  is  one  entitled  A  Supplement  of  an  imperfect 
f  Venea  of  Mr.  William  Shakspeare**,  which  begins  with  these  lines, 
hat  varied.  We  can  hardly  suppose  that  Suckling  would  have 
a  passage  extracted  from  a  regiilar  poem  an  imperfect  copy  of 
Perhaps  Shakspeare  had  written  the  lines  quoted  below  (of  which 
in  might  have  had  a  manuscript  copy)  on  some  occasion  previous  to 
blication  of  his  Luereee,  and  afterwards  used  them  in  this  poem, 
ome  variation.  In  a  subsequent  page  the  reader  will  find  some 
that  appear  to  have  been  written  before  Venus  and  Adonis  was  com- 
of  which,  in  like  manner,  the  leading  thoughts  were  afterwards 
red  in  that  poem.  This  supposed  fragment  is  thus  supplied  by 
2g. — ^The  variations  are  disUngoished  by  Italic  characters. 

I. 

"  One  of  her  hands  one  of  her  cheeks  lay  under. 
Cozening  the  pillow  of  a  lawfnl  kiss; 
Which  therefore  sweWd  and  seemed  to  i)art  asunder. 
As  angry  to  be  robb*d  of  such  a  blisK : 

The  one  looked  pale,  and  for  revenge  did  long, 
•    White  toother  blushed  'cause  it  had  done  the  wrong, 

U. 

*'  Out  o/the  bed  the  other  fair  hand  was, 
On  a  green  satin  quilt;  whose  perfect  white 
Look'd  like  a  daisy  in  afield  o/ grass,  ( 
And  show'd  like  unmelt  snow  unto  the  sight : 

There  lay  this  pretty  perdue,  safe  to  keep 

The  rest  o*  the  body  that  lay  fast  asleep. 

III. 

*'  Her  eyes  (and  therefore  it  was  night)  close  laid, 

Strove  to  imprison  beauty  till  the  mom ; 

But  yet  the  doors  were  of  such  flrie  stuff  made. 

That  it  broke  through  and  show'd  itself  in  scomi 
Throwing  a  kind  of  hght  about  the  place. 
Which  tum*d  to  smiles,  still  as't  came  near  her  face. 


J  Thus  far  (says  Suckling)  S^hakxpemt. 
r.  2  B 


8  THE  B4PE  OP  LDDBBTO. 

Swellmg  on  either  side  In  wuit  ha  blue ; 
Bftween  whose  hilli  her  head  intombed  is  .- 
Where,  like  a  lirtuoiu  tnooument,  ghe  lie^* 
To  he  aJlniireil  of  lewd  UDhiillDw'd  eyas. 
'Without  the  had  her  other  ^r  hand  was. 
On  the  ereea  coverlet ;  whose  perfect  while 
Bhow*!!  nks  an  April  dmsy  on  the  gniss. 
With  pearl/  iweat,  readmbUng  dew  i.t  night. 
ITpr  AVA4.  liltA  ntB.nffoldH.  hnjl  fiii4»ffl.th'il  th(tir  livti 


And  death's  dim  look  in  life's  mortaJitj. 
Each  in  her  sleep  themaelTes  ro  beautif;, 
An  ir  between  them  twain  there  were  no  strife, 
But  that  hlh  lived  in.  death,  and  deuth  in  life. 
Her  broosla,  like  ivory  globes  oiroled  with  blue, 
A  pair  of  maiden  worldi  uncoDquered, 
Bave  of  their  lord  no  bearine  yoke  thay  knew. 
And  him  by  oathi  tbe^  truly  honourwl. 
Theee  worlds  in  Tarqimi  new  amhitton  fared; 
Who,  like  a  foul  usurper,  went  about 
From  this  fair  throne  to  heave  the  owner  out. 
What  could  be  see,  but  mightily  ho  noted  ? 
What  did  he  note,  but  stroosly  he  desired? 
What  he  beheld  on  that  he  firmly  doted. 
And  in  his  will  his  wilful  eye  he  tired.§ 
With  more  than  admiraljoii  he  admired 
Her  B^ure  veins,  her  alabaster  skin. 
Her  coral  lips,  her  Eiiow-nhit«  dimpled  ol 
A^  the  grim  lion  fltwnetli  o'er  his  prey, 
Rharp  hunger  by  the  ctmquest  saliafiM, 
80  o'er  this  sleeping  soul  doth  Tarqnir  -*- 

His  rage  -■'-'- ■- — -^ 

Slack'4  r 
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His  eye,  which  late  this  mutiny  restrains, 
Unto  a  greater  uproar  tempts  Lis  veins : 

And  they,  like  straggling  slaves  for  pillage  fighting, 
Obdurate  vassals,  fell  exploits  afifectmg, 
In  bloody  death  and  ravishment  delighting, 
Nor  children's  tears,  nor  mothers'  groans  respecting, 
Swell  in  their  pride,  the  onset  still  expecting : 
Anon  his  beating  neart,  alarum*  striking. 
Gives  the  hot  charge,  and  bids  them  do  their  liking. 

His  drumming  heart  cheers  up  his  burning  eyc^ 

His  eye  'commends  the  leading  to  his  hand : 

His  hand,  as  proud  of  such  a  dignity. 

Smoking  with  pride,  march'd  on  to  make  his  stand 

On  her  hare  breast,  the  heart  of  all  her  land ; 
Whose  ranks  of  blue  veins,  as  his  hand  did  scale, 
Left  their  round  turrets  destitute  and  pale. 

They  mustering  to  the  quiet  cabinet 

Where  their  dear  governess  and  lady  lies, 

Do  teU  her  she  is  dreadfull:^  beset. 

And  firight  her  with  confusion  of  their  cries 

She,  much  amazed,  breaks  ope  her  look'd-up  eyes, 
Who,  peeping  forth,  this  tumult  to  behold. 
Are  by  his  flaming  torch  dimm'd  and  controU'd. 

Imagine  her  as  one  in  dead  of  night. 
From  forth  dull  sleep  by  dreadfm  fancy  waking, 
That  thinks  she  hatn  beheld  some  ghastly  sprite, 
Wliose  grim  asp^t  sets  eVery  joint  a-shaking ; 
What  t^or  'tis !  but  she  in  worser  taking, 
From  sleep  disturbed,  heedfully  doth  view 
The  si^t  which  makes  supposed  terror  true. 

Wrapp'd  and  confounded  in  a  thousand  fears, 

like  to  a  new-kill'd  bird  she  trembling  lies ; 

She  dexes  not  look;  yet,  winking,  there  appears 

Quick-shifting  antics,  ugly  in  her  eyes : 

Such  shadows  are  the  weak  brain's  forgeriei» : 
Who,  angry  that  the  eyes  fly  from  their  lights, 
In  darkness  daunts  them  with  more  dreadful  sights. 

His  hand  that  yet  remains  upon  her  breast, 

(Rude  ram,  to  oatter  such  an  ivory  wall !) 

May  feel  her  heart  (poor  citizen !)  distress'd. 

Wounding  itself  to  death,  rise  up  and  fall. 

Beating  her  bulkf^  that  his  hand  shakes  withal. 
This  moves  in  him  more  rage,  and  lesser  pity, 
To  make  the  breach,  and  enter  this  sweet  city. 

Firsts  like  a  trumpet,  doth  his  tongue  begin 

To  sound  a  parley  to  his  heartless  foe. 

Who  o'er  the  white  sheet  peers  her  whiter  chin, 

•  irar-ay.  t  Body, 

2b2 
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Tlie  reaaon  of  iliis  rash  alarm  to  Imoir 
Which  he  bj  duiah  demcaaour  seeks  to   .  . 
But  fhe  with  yehemeat  prajera  urgeth  si 
Under  nhat  colour  he  commits  this  ill. 
ThuB  he  replies :  "  The  colour  in  thy  face 
(That  even  (or  aoeer  mSiltea  the  U);  ps]e. 
And  the  red  rose  blusb  at  her  ovm  diBgrace), 
Bh&ll  plead  far  me,  and  tell  laj  loving  t&le: 
Under  that  colour  am  I  Dome  to  scale 
Thf  Deter-canquer'd  tort ;  the  fault  is  thin" 
For  those  thine  eyes  belia;  thee  unto  mi  a* 
"  Thus  I  forestsU  t^ee,  if  tbou  mean  to  ohide  j 
Thf  beauty  bath  ensnared  thee  to  tbis  nisf 
Where  thou  with  patience  must  my  will  al 
My  will  that  ronrks  thee  for  my  earth's  d*' 
Wbich  I  lo  oanauer  aoHght  nitb  all  my  m., 
But  SB  reproarand  reason  beat  it  dead. 
By  thy  brisht  beauly  was  it  newly  bred.' 
"  I  see  what  crrssei  my  atlemjit  will  bring ; 
I  know  what  thorns  the  growing  roue  defends 


.._.  is  deaf,  and  boors  no  heedful  friends; 

OdIv  he  hath  an  eye  to  gaae  on  beauty, 
And  dotee  on  what  he  looks,  'gainst  law  or  du 


Orstopthel „ — .  -. ,..  . 

I  kaow  repentant  teriTa  ensue  the  deed. 

Reproach,  disdain,  and  deadly  enmi^; 

Yet  BtrivB  I  to  embrace  mine  infemy.** 
Tbia  said,  he  shakos  aloft  his  Eomaa  blade^ 


I 


Whose  crooked  beak  threate  if  he  m 

So  under  the  insulting  falchion  lies 
Hannless  Iiucretia,  cnnrkine  what  he  t^]a,  ■  * 
With  trembline  fear,  as  fowl  hew  faloona'  h 

"  Luorece,"  quoth  he,  "  tbis  ninbt  I  must  eujof  tbee ; 

If  thou  deny,  then  foroe  must  work  my  way, 

VoT  in  thy  bed  I  purpose  to  destroy  thee ; 

That  done,  some  worthless  slave  of  Ihioc  I'll  slay. 

To  kill  Ihine  honour  with  thy  life's  decay ; 
*nH  in  thy  dead  arms  do  I  mean  to  uloce  him, 
If  I  slew  him,  seeing  thee  embrace  him. 


Swearing  I  slew  h 


'M 
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*  So  thy  surviving  husband  shall  remain 
The  scornful  mark  of  every  open  eye ; 

Thy  kinsmen  hang  their  heads  at  this  disdain, 
Fhy  issue  blurr'd  with  nameless  bastardy  :* 
^nd  thou,  the  author  of  their  obloquy, 

Shalt  have  thy  trespass  cited  t  up  in  rhymes. 

And  sung  by  children  in  succeeding  times. 

*  But  if  thou  yield,  I  rest  thy  secret  friend : 
The  fault  unknown  is  as  a  thought  unacted; 
Al  little  harm,  done  to  a  great  good  end, 
For  lawful  poUcy  remains  enacted. 

The  poisonous  simple  sometimes  is  compacted 
In  a  pure  compound ;  being  so  applied, 
His  venom  in  effect  is  purified. 

'"*  Then  for  th^  husband's  and  thy  children's  sake. 
Tender  my  suit  :X  bequeath  not  to  their  lot 
The  shame  that  ft'om  them  no  device  can  take, 
The  blemish  that  will  never  be  forgot ; 
Worse  than  a  slavish  wipe,§  or  birth-hour's  blot:|| 

Por  marks  descried  in  men's  nativity 

Are  nature's  faults,  not  their  own  infamy." 

Here  vnth  a  cockatrice'  dead-kiUing  eye, 

He  rouseth  up  himself,  and  makes  a  pause, 

While  she,  the  picture  of  pure  i>iety, 

like  a  white  hind  under  tne  grype  slf  sharp  claws, 

Pleads  in  a  wilderness,  where  are  no  laws. 

To  the  rough  beast  that  knows  no  gentle  right, 

Nor  aught  obeys  but  his  foul  appetite. 

Look,  when  a  black«faoed  cloud  the  world  doth  threat. 
In  his  dim  mist  the  aspiring  mountains  hiding. 
Prom  earth's  dark  womb  some  gentle  gust  doth  get. 
Which  blows  these  pitchy  vapours  from  their  biding. 
Hindering  their  present  fall  oy  this  dividing ; 
So  his  unhaUow'd  haste  her  words  delays, 
And  moody  Pluto  winks  while  Orpheus  f)lays. 

Yet,  foul  night-waking  cat,  he  doth  but  dally. 
While  in  his  hold-fast  foot  the  weak  mouse  panteth : 
Her  sad  behaviour  feeds  his  vultur  folly,** 
A  swallowing  gulf  that  even  in  plenty  wanteth : 
His  ear  her  prayers  admits,  but  his  heart  granteth 
No  penetrable  entrance  to  her  plaining : 
Teaxs  harden  lust^  though  marble  wear  with  raining. 

Ln  illegitimate  chUd  has  no  name  by  inheritance. 

M;  forth.  t  Regard  it. 

.lie  brand  with  which  slaves  were  marked. 

lie  oorporai  Uemishes  with  which  children  are  sometimes  bom. 

lie  gr0inf  generally,  any  bird  of  prey. 

VHi^ed  infatuation. 
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Her  pitf-plet^iog  eyef  ni 


Uer  modeot  eloquence  with  ngh«  is  mixed. 

Which  to  herotatory  adds  morejraco. 

Bbe  puts  the  period  often  trom  hut  plaoe,  _ 

And  'midst  the  aentenoe  to  ber  accent  breaks^ 
That  twioa  she  doth  begin  ere  once  she  speaks. 

She  cOniurea  him  by  high  almighty  Jove, 
B;  koightbood,  gentry,  and  sweet  IViend^p's  oath. 
By  her  untiinely'  tears,  her  husband's  lore, 
By  holy  human  law,  and  common  troth, 
Bybeaven  and  earth,  and  all  the  power  of  both, 
Tbat  to  his  borrow'd  bed  he  maJte  retire. 
And  stoop  to  honour,  not  to  foul  dedre. 
Quoth  she :  "  B«niTd  not  hospitality 
with  nioh  black  pairTnent  aa  tuou  hast  pretended ;+ 
Mud  not  the  fountain  that  gave  drink  hi  thee; 
Mar  not  the  thioK  tbat  cannot  be  amended ; 
End  thy  ill  aim,  before  Ihy  slioot  be  ended  :X 
He  ia  no  woodman  tbat  doth  bend  his  bow 
To  strilie  a  poor  unseaaonable  doe. 
"  My  husband  is  thy  b^end,  for  his  soke  spare  me ; 
Thyself  art  miRhty,  Tor  thioe  own  take  leave  me ; 
Mysell'a  neakliDK,  da  not  then  enansre  me. 
Thou  loak'st  not  like  deceit ;  do  not  deceive  me : 
My  sighe,  like  wbirlwindss  labour  hence  to  heave  thee. 
If  ever  man  were  moved  with  woman's  moans, 
Be  moved  with  my  tears,  my  aiRha,  my  gcouia ; 


To  soften  it  with  their  continual  motion ; 
For  stones  dissolved  to  water  do  coBvertS 
O,  it  no  harder  than  a  stone  thou  art. 

Melt  at  my  tears  and  be  compssuonate  t 

Soft  pity  enters  at  an  iron  gate. 

"  In  Torquin's  likeness  I  did  enterteia  thee: 
Hast  thou  put  on  his  shape  to  lio  him  shuint 
To  ^1  tbe  host  ot  heaven  I  complain  me, 
Thou  wrong'st  his  bonour,  wound'at  Ma  prino^ 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  seem'st;  and  if  thesa 
Thou  saem'st  not  wbat  thou  art,  a  god,  a  kit__ 
For  kings  like  gods  should  govern  everytfaingil 
"  How  will  thy  shame  be  seeded||  in  thine  aj,., 
"When  thus  thy  vices  bud  before  thy  spring  ? 
If  in  thy  hope  thou  dar'at  do  such  oulrage. 
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What  dsj^st  thou  not  when  once  thou  art  a  king  ? 

0  be  remember'd,*  no  outrageous  thing 
From  vassal  actors  can  be  wiped  away ; 
Then  kings'  misdeeds  cannot  be  hid  m  clay.t 

"  This  deed  will  make  thee  only  loved  for  fear, 
But  happy  monarchs  still  are  fear'd  for  love : 
With  foul  offenders  thou  perforce  must  bear, 
When  they  in  thee  the  like  offences  prove : 
If  but  for  lear  of  this,  thy  will  remove ; 

For  princes  are  the  glass,  the  school,  the  book. 

Where  subjects*  eyes  do  learn,  do  read,  do  look. 

**  And  wilt  thou  be  the  school  where  Lust  shall  learn  ? 
Must  he  in  thee  read  lectures  of  such  shame  ? 
Wilt  thou  be  glass,  wherein  it  shall  discern 
Authority  for  sin,  warrant  for  blame, 
Toprivilege  dishonour  in  thy  name  ? 

Tnou  back'st  reproach  against  long-living  laud. 

And  mak'st  fair  reputation  but  a  oawd. 

**  Hast  thou  command?  by  him  that  gave  it  thee, 

From  a  pure  heart  command  thy  rebel  will : 

Draw  not  thy  sword  to  guard  iniauity. 

For  it  was  lent  thee  all  that  brood  to  kill. 

Thyprincely  office  how  canst  thou  fulfil, 
Wnen,  patterned  by  thy  faulty  foul  Sin  may  say, 
He  leam'd  to  sin,  and  thou  didst  teach  the  way  ? 

"  Think  but  how  vile  a  spectacle  it  were 

To  view  thy  present  trespass  in  another. 

Men's  faults  do  seldom  to  themselves  appear ; 

Their  own  transgressions  partially  they  smother : 

This  guilt  would  seem  death-worthy  in  thy  brother. 
O  how  are  they  wrapp'd  in  with  infamies, 
That  from  their  own  misdeeds  askance  theif  eyes  ! 

"  To  thee,  to  thee,  my  heaved  up  hands  appeal, 
Not  to  seducing  lust,  thy  rash  relier  ;| 

1  sue  for  exiled  maj^y's  repeal ;  § 

Let  him  return,  and  fluttering  thoughts  retire : 

His  true  respect  will  'prison  false  desire. 
And  wipe  the  dim  mist  from  thy  doting  eyne, 
That  thou  shalt  see  thy  state  and  pity  mine/' 

•*  Have  done,"  quoth  he ;  "  my  uncontrolled  tide 
Turns  not,  but  swells  the  higher  by  this  let. 
Small  lights  are  soon  blown  out,  huge  fires  abide. 
And  with  the  wind  in  greater  fury  fret : 
The  petty  streams  that  pay  a  daily  debt 

To  their  salt  sovereign,  with  their  fresh  falls'  haste, 

Add  to  his  flow,  but  alter  not  his  taste." 


*  BeAritinyoTirmind. 

t  The  memory  of  the  ill  actions  of  kings  wiU  remain  after  their  death. 

t  Tby  reckless  supporter.  I  Recall. 
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"  Thou  Kit,"  quoth  flhe,  "  a  wa,  a  soTerftipo 
And  Ld,  there  Aitls  into  ttyr  boundlefs  Qoul 
Black  luBt,  dithonour,  ituune,  muguvernlug, 
WhoseekiosUin  (beDCCsaDrthrblood. 
iriU  time  [Wb^  ilia  sta&U  change  thy  good, 
Thr  tea  within  a  puddle's  nomb  is  herded. 
And  not  the  puddle  in  thy  sea  dbperaed. 
"So shall  these slriTea  baking,  and  tliou  their  sbt«: 
Thou  nobly  bpse,  they  basely  dignified; 
mh„..  <h^.  A.;,  i.f^  ajid  [hey  ihy  fouler  gravem 


But  low  shrubs  wither  at  the  cedart  root. 


re,"  quofii  he,  "by  heasen.  I  will  pot 

Yield  to  my  love;  if  noL,  Gnforoed  nat^ 
Instead  of  lore'a  oo;  lou-ch,*  elrnll  rudely  tear  thee 
That  done,  deBpitelully  1  mean  to  bear  thee 
Unto  the  butiG  bed  or  some  rascal  eroom. 
To  bo  thy  partner  in  this  ghnmoful  doom.'' 
This  said,  he  sete  his  foot  upon  the  light, 
For  light  and  lust  are  deadly  enemies: 
Shame  folded  up  in  blind  oonoealing  night, 
When  moat  unseen,  then  moat  doth  t3Ta]inin. 
The  wolf  hath  srised  hia  prey,  the  poor  lamb  cr. .  . 
Till  with  her  own  white  neec«  her  voice  controll'd 
Entombs  her  outcry  in  her  tips'  sweet  fold: 
Tot  with  the  nightly  linen  that  she  weara. 
He  pens  her  pit«oiis  clamours  in  her  bead ; 
Cooling  hia  hot  face  in  the  obaiteet  tears 
That  ever  Ynodcst  eyes  with  sorrow  sbed. 
O,  that  pronet  lust  sbould  stain  so  puce  a  bed ! 
The  spots  whereof  could  weeping  purify. 
Her  tears  aliould  drop  on  them  parpctuaJly. 
But  she  bath  lost  a  dearer  thing  than  lif^ 
And  he  hath  won  what  he  would  loae  again. 
This  foroed  league  doth  force  a  further  etrife,  ' 
ThisTOomentarj  joy  breeds  months  of  pain. 
This  hot  desire  converts  tfi  cold  disdain ; 
Pure  ohaati^  la  ritled  of  her  store. 
And  luBli  the  thief,  far  poorer  than  before. 
Look  as  the  futl-fed  hound  or  gorged  hawk, 
Unapt  for  tender  smell  or  speedy  Bigb 
Moke  slow  puniuit,  or  altogether  balk 
The  prey  wherein  by  nature  ciiey  delii 
So  surfeit-taking  Tsrquin  farex  this  ni 
His  taste  delicious,  in  digeBtion  soui  ...„, 
Devoara  Uis  wiU  li«A  totd  bu  Cool  devourinj 
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O  deeper  sin  thaa 'bottomless  conceit 
Can  comprehend  in  still  imaeination  ! 
Drunken  desire  must  vomit  nis  receipt,* 
Ere  he  can  see  his  own  abomination. 
While  lust  is  in  his  pride,  no  exclamation 

Can  curb  his  heat,  or  rein  his  rash  desire, 

Till,  like  a  jade,  self-will  himself  doth  tire. 

And  then  with  lank  and  lean  discoloured  cheek, 
With  heavy  eye,  knit  brow,  and  strengthless  pace. 
Feeble  desire,  all  recreant,  poor,  and  meek. 
Like  to  a  bankrupt  beggar  wails  his  case : 
The  flesh  being  proud,  desire  doth  fight  with  grace, 

For  there  it  revels ;  and  when  that  decays, 

The  guilty  rebel  for  remission  prays. 

So  fares  it  with  this  faultful  lord  of  Eome. 

Who  this  accomplishment  so  hotly  chased ; 

For  now  against  nimself  he  sounds  this  doom, 

That  through  the  length  of  times  he  stands  disgraced : 

Besides  his  soul's  fair  temple  is  defaced : 

To  wnose  weak  ruins  muster  troops  or  cares, 

To  ask  the  spotted  princess  how  sue  fares. 

She  says,  her  subjects  with  foul  insurrection 

Have  battered  down  her  consecrated  wall, 

And  by  their  mortal  fault  brought  in  subjection 

Her  immortality,  and  made  her  thrall  f 

To  living  death,  and  i)ain  perpetual : 
Which  in  her  prescience  she  controlled  still, 
But  her  foresight  could  not  forestall  their  will. 

Even  in  this  thoueht,  through  the  dark  night  he  stealeth, 
A  captive  victor,  that  hath  lost  in  g[ain : 
Bearing  away  the  wound  that  nothing  nealeth. 
The  scar  that  will,  despite  of  cure,  remain, 
licaving  his  spoil  perplex'd  in  greater  pain. 

She  bears  the  load  of  lust  he  left  behind, 

Ajid  he  l^e  burthen  of  a  guilty  mind. 

He,  like  a  thievish  dog,  creeps  sadly  thence, 

She  like  a  wearied  lamb  lies  panting  there ; 

He  scowls,  and  hates  himself  for  his  offence, 

She  desperate,  with  her  nails  her  flesh  doth  tear ; 

He  faintly  flies,  sweating  with  guilty  fear ; 
She  stays  exclaiming  on  the  direful  night, 
He  runs,  and  chides  his  vanished,  loath'd  delight. 

He  thence  depajrts  a  heavv  convertite^! 

She  there  remains  a  hopeless  cast-away : 

He  in  his  speed  looks  for  the  morning  light, 

She  prays  sne  never  may  behold  the  day : 

**  For  day,*'  quoth  she,     night-scapes  §  doth  open  lay ; 

And  my  true  eyes  have  never  practised  how 

To  clouc  offences  with  a  cunning  brow. 

*WbatithagTeceired,         f  A  slave.  t  Convert*        ^  lASs^eo^a. 


And  tUereTora  would  Uiej  atill  In  darkneia  be, 
To  hsTO  theit  uosmto  rin  remain  untold ; 
For  they  their  guilt  nith  weepins  will  unfold. 
And  'Brave,  like  witter  that  duth  eat  in  sieel, 
Upua  my  cheeks  what  Ikslpless  shune  1 1'eel." 
Here  nbe  eicluma  agaiuet  repose  and  rest, 
And  bids  her  eses  hereafter  still  be  blind. 
She  wakesher  Beart  by  beititiKOo  her  breast, 
And  bids  it  leap  tram  thence,  where  it  may  fliid 
Soma  purer  obeatj  to  clow  bo  pure  a  mind. 
Frantio  with  gnut  thus  breathes  she  forth  lier  spite 
Against  the  unseen  secrecy  of  night. 
"  O  comrort-kiUing  NighU  image  of  hell! 
Bim  register  and  notary  of  shame  ! 
Blank  atage  for  U^ediea*  and  murderB  Tell ! 
Vaat  un-concealing  chaos  1  nurseofblamel 
Blind  muffled  bawd !  dark  harbour  Tor  defame  I 
Orint  cave  of  death,  whi^ering  conspirator 
With  Glose-ttraguedtreason  and  the  ravisher! 
"  0  hateM,  vaporous  and  fogRy  Nighty 
Since  thou  art  guilty  of  my  careless  cnma, 
MuHtei  thy  miatit  to  meet  the  eastern  light, 
Make  war  a^nitpropartiDii'd  course  or  tune! 
Or  if  thou  wilt  permit  th«  sun  to  climb 
His  wonted  height,  yet  ere  he  go  to  bed, 
Enit  poisonous  clouds  about  bia  golden  head. 


The  life  of  purity,  the  BUpreme  fair. 

Ere  he  amve  his  weary  noon-tide  prick  ;t 

And  let  thy  misty  vapours  march  bo  thick, 


"  Were  Tarquja  Night  (as  he  is  but  Night's  ohild), 
Hhe  lilver-Ebining  queen  tie  would  distain  ; 
Her  twinkling  hundmBida  I  too,  by  him  defiled. 
Through  night's  black  bosom  should  Dot  peep  again ; 
So  should  IliaYe  oopartnara  in  my  pain : 
And  fellowfhip  in  woe  doth  woe  assuage, 
As  palmers'  chat  makes  short  their  pilgrimsee. 
"  Where  §  now  I  have  no  one  to  blush  with  me. 
To  cro»  their  arms,  and  hang  their  heads  with  minc^ 
To  mask  their  brows,  and  Mde  their  infamy ; 
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But  I  alon&  alone  must  sit  and  pine, 
Seasoning  the  earth  with  showers  of  siWer  brine, 
Mingling  my  talk  with  tears,  my  grief  with  groans, 
Poor  wasting  monuments  of  lasting  moans. 

"  O  Night,  thou  furnace  of  foul-reeking  smoke, 
Let  not  the  jealous  day  behold  that  face 
Which  underneath  thy  black  all-hiding  cloak 
Immodestly  lies  martyr'd  with  disgrace ! 
Keep  still  possession  of  thy  gloomy  place, 

That  all  the  faults  which  m  thy  reign  are  made. 

May  likewise  be  sepiilcher'd  in  thy  shade ! 

"  Make  me  not  object  to  the  tell-tale  day ! 

The  light  will  show,  charicter'd  in  my  brow. 

The  storjr  of  sweet  chastity's  decay. 

The  impious  breach  of  holy  wedlock's  yow : 

Yea^  the  illiterate  that  know  not  how 
To  'cipher  what  is  writ  in  learned  books, 
Will  quote*  my  loathsome  trespass  in  my  looks. 

**  The  nurse,  to  still  her  child,  will  tell  my  story, 
And  fHght  her  crying  babe  with  Tarquin's  name ; 
The  orator,  to  deck  his  oratory. 
Will  couple  my  reproach  to  Tarquin's  shame : 
Feast-finding  minstrels,t  tunins  my  defame. 

Will  tie  the  hearers  to  attend  each  line. 

How  Tarquin  wronged  me,  I  Collatine. 

**  Let  my  ^ood  name,  that  senseless  reputation. 
For  Couatine's  dear  love  be  kept  unspotted : 
If  that  be  made  a  theme  for  disputation, 
The  branches  of  another  root  are  rotted. 
And  undeserved  reproach  to  him  allotted. 

That  is  as  clear  ft'om  this  attaint  of  mine. 

As  I,  ere  this,  was  pure  to  Collatine. 

**  O  unseen  shame !  invisible  disgrace ! 
O  unfelt  sore !  crest-wounding,  private  scar ! 
Beproaoh  is  stamp'd  in  Gollatmus'  face. 
And  Tarquin's  eye  may  read  the  mot;|:  afar. 
Mow  he  in  peace  is  wounded^  not  in  war, 

Alas,  how  many  bear  such  shameful  blows. 

Which  not  themselves,  but  he  that  gives  tnem,  knows ! 

"  If,  Collatine,  thine  honour  lay  in  me, 

From  me  by  strong  assault  it  is  bereft. 

My  honey  lost,  and  I,  a  drone-like  bee. 

Have  no  perfection  of  my  summer  left. 

But  robb^d  and  ransack'd  by  injurious  theft : 
In  thy  weak  hive  a  wandering  wasp  hath  crept. 
And  suck'd  the  honey  which  thy  chaste  bee  kept. 

*  Meark  or  obterve, 

t  Oar  ancient  minstrels  were  the  constant  attendants  on  feasts. 

X  Tbft  motto  or  word. 
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"  Tet  am  I  guiltJeta  of  thy  honour's  wredi ; 
Tet  for  thy  honour  did  I  entertiiin  him;         j 
Comina  ftxnn  thee,  I  could  not  put  him  book,  I 
For  it  had  been  diahoaour  to  disdain  him :      | 
Beeidra  of  weariness  he  did  complain  him, 
And  tBlk'd  of  virtue :— 0  ualook'd  for  evil, 
When  virtue  ia  pro&ned  in  such  a  devil ! 
*'  Why  should  the  worm  intrude  Ihe  maiden  bud  ? 
Or  huMfuI  cuckoos  hatch  in  suarrowa'  oratd  ? 
Or  loadi  infeot  fair  Touata  with  venom  mud  1 
Or  t)[nuit  folly*  lurk  in  ecntlef  breasts  ? 
Or  kintta  be  breaker?  of  their  o«a  behests 
But  ISO  pi^rreutioa  is  so  absolute. 
That  some  impurtl;  doth  not  pollute. 
"  The  aged  man  that  coffers  np  his  gold 
1m  plasued  with  ersmps,  and  eouta,  and  painfu 
._.! ^  hsih  eyes  hi~  ' ■""  '--'--'-■ 


"  8o  then  be  bath  it  when  be  ntnnot  use  it^ 

And  leaves  it  to  be  maat«r'd  by  his  young ; 

Who  in  their  pride  do  present!;  abuse  it: 

Tbeir  father  was  too  weak,  and  they  too  etrtmg. 

To  hold  their  curscd-hless'd  fortune  long. 
The  Bweeta  we  wish  for  turn  to  loathw  Boun, 
Even  in  the  moment  that  we  call  them  onra. 

"  Unruly  blasts  wait  on  the  lender  spring  ; 

Unwholesome  weeds  take  root  with  precious  Si 

The  adder  hisses  vhere  l.he  sweet  birds  ling ; 

What  virtue  breeds,  iniquity  devours : 

We  have  no  good  that  we  can  say  is  oura. 
But  ill-annexed  opportunity 
Or  kills  bis  life,  or  else  his  quality. 

"  O  Opportunity  !  thy  guilt  is  great : 

'Tis  thou  that  eieeut'st  the  traitor's  treason ; 

Thou  sett'st  the  wolf  where  he  the  lamb  may  get ; 

Whoever  plots  the  sin,  thou  poinf  st  (be  season ; 

'Tie  thou  thtttspum'alatright,  at  Uw,  at  reason; 
And  in  thy  «hndy  cell,  where  none  may  !ipy  liim, 
Sits  Sin,  to  seize  the  souls  that  nander  by  him. 

"  Thou  makest  the  vestal  violate  her  oath; 

Thou  blow's!  the  Are  when  temperance  is  thaVd ; 

Thou  smother'st  honesty^  thou  murder^  troth; 

Thou  bul  abettor !  thou  notorious  bawd ! 

Thou  plsnlest  BCnndal,  and  displacest  laud: 
Thou  ravisher,  thou  traitor,  thou  tiha  thie^ 
Thy  houey  tiun&lo  gii^Ui^  pi  ta  gp^f! 
•  Deprwltj. 
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**  Thy  secret  pleasure  turns  to  open  shame. 
Thy  private  feasting  to  a  public  fast ; 
Thy  smoothing  titles  to  a  ragged  name ; 
Thy  sunar'd  tongue  to  bitter  wormwood  taste : 
Thy  violent  vanities  can  never  last. 

How  comes  it  then,  vile  Opportunity, 

Being  so  bad,  such  numbers  seek  for  thee  ? 

**  When  wilt  thou  be  the  humble  suppliant's  friend, 
And  bring  him  where  his  suit  may  be  obtained  ? 
"When  wilt  thou  sort*  an  hour  great  strifes  to  end  ? 
Or  free  that  soul  which  wretchedness  hath  chained  ? 
Give  physic  to  the  sick,  ease  to  the  pained  ? 

The  poor,  lame,  blind,  halt,  creep,  cry  out  for  thee ; 

But  they  ne'er  meet  with  Opportunity. 

"  The  patient  dies  while  the  physician  sleeps ; 

The  orphan  pines  while  the  oppressor  feeds; 

Justice  is  feasting  while  the  widow  weeps ; 

Advice  is  sporting  while  infection  breeds ; 

Thou  grant'st  no  time  for  charitable  deeds : 
Wrath,  envy,  treason,  rape,  and  murder's  rages. 
Thy  heinous  hours  wait  on  them  as  their  pages. 

••  When  Truth  and  Virtue  have  to  do  with  thee, 

A  thousand  crosses  keep  them  from  thy  aid ; 

They  buy  thy  help :  bul  sin  ne'er  rives  a  fee. 

He  gratis  comes ;  and  thou  art  well  appay'dj 

As  well  to  hear  as  grant  what  he  hath  said. 
My  CoUatine  would  else  have  come  to  me 
Wnen  Tarquin  did,  but  he  was  stay'd  by  thee. 

"  Guilty  thou  art  of  murder  and  of  theft ; 
Guilty  of  perjury  and  subornation  ; 
Guilty  of  treason,  forgery,  and  shift ; 
Guilty  of  incest,  that  abomination : 
An  accessary  by  thine  inclination 

To  all  sins  past,  and  all  that  are  to  come. 

From  the  creation  to  the  general  doom. 


•*  Misshapen  Time,  copesmateX  of  ugly  Night, 
Swift  subtle  post§  carrier  of  grisly  Care ; 
Eater  of  youth,  false  slave  to  false  delight. 


Base  watch  of  woes,  sin's  pack-horse,  virtue's  snare ; 
Thou  nursest  all,  and  murderest  all  that  are. 

O  hear  me  then,  injurious,  shifting  Time ! 

Be  guilty  of  my  death,  since  ||  of  my  crime. 

**  Why  hath  thy  servant.  Opportunity, 
Betray'd  the  hours  thou  gav'st  me  to  repose  ? 
Cancell'd  mv  fortunes,  and  enchained  me 
To  endless  date  of  never-ending  woes  ? 
Time's  office  is  to  fine^  the  hate  of  foes ; 

To  eat  up  error  by  opinion  brecL 

Not  spend  the  dowry  of  a  lawful  bed. 

*  Occasion  a  fittinjr  hour.  t  Pleased.  ^  Coxcvvvx^icm, 

>  Potftaum,  I  (Thou  hast  been  so).  \  HCo  «iiA« 


I 


to  oalm  ooatanding  kingH, 

ood.  aad  bring  Irulh  to  ligb^; 

To  fltuDp  the  soul  of  time  in  aged  thinga, 
To  wake  tbe  monl,  and  teotinel  the  night, 
To  wring  the  wrooeertjll  he  render  right; 
To  nuDBt«  rroud  builctings  with*  th;  houis, 
And  flmear  with  dust  their  glittering  golden  b>w«tf  ^ 
"  To  fill  with  norm-boles  stateir  manumeBtB, 
To  Feed  obbvion  with  decay  of  thiaga. 
To  blot  old  books  and  aJtcr  their  coutentE, 
To  pluck  the  quills  [ram  ancient  ntvecE'  wings, 
To  diy  the  old  oak's  sap,  and  chsriaht  springs ; 
To  spoil  antiquities  ot  hammer'd  Bt«el^ 
And  turn  the  giddf  round  of  Fortune's  wheel : 
"  To  show  the  beldams,  daughtcrB  of  her  dau| " 
To  make  the  child  a  man,  the  man  a  child. 
To  Bbiy  the  tiger  that  doth  hve  bf  slauRbter, 
To  tame  the  unicorn  and  lion  wild  ; 
To  mook  the  subtle,  in  themselves  beguiled ; 
To  oheer  the  ploughman  with  increaserul  . 
And  waste  bugs  stooes  with  Utile  WHteiMit 
"  Why  work'at  thou  niinchierin  thy  pilgrii 
Dnlesfl  thou  couldBt  "*■ — ' 


Lending  him  wit^  that  to  bad  debtors  lends :  .^i 

O,  this  dread  night,  wauldst  theu  one  hour  oome  Wk, 
I  could  prevent  this  storm,  and  shun  this  wrack  1 
"  Thou  ceaeelesB  laokef  %o  etomity, 
■With  some  mischance orossTnrqum  in  his  Bight: 
]>evise  extremes  beyond  extremity, 
To  make  him  curae  tbia  curbed  cnmeful  night : 
Let  icbBsUy  shadows  his  lewd  eyes  affright ; 
And  the  dire  thought  uf  his  committed  evil 
Shape  erery  bush  a  hideous  Ehapeless  denL 
"  Disturb  his  hours  of  rest  with  restless  trances. 
Afflict  him  in  his  bed  with  bedrid  groans ; 
Let  there  beohanco  him  pitiful  mischances, 
To  make  him  moan,  hut  pity  not  his  moans ; 
Stone  bim  with  hardeu'd  hearts,  harder  than  stonec ; 
And  let  mild  woniea  to  bim  lose  their  mildncB^ 
Wilder  to  him  than  tigers  in  their  wildnees. 
"  Let  him  have  lime  to  tear  his  outled  bair,|] 
Let  him  have  time  aeoinst  himself  to  rave, 
Let  him  have  time  of  tiniie's  help  to  despair. 
Let  him  have  time  to  live  a  loathed  slave, 
Let  bim  have  time  a  beggar's  ortsl  to  crave ; 
•  (The  aiehtof).  t  I.  e,  tbe  tpringi  or  t*aeU  at  Br9 

I  /,  c.  coKly  monommta  nf  out  Iron,  or  copper,  wrougbt  wllb  g(l 
cttT.  \  Given  »>>u;l 
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And  time  to  see  one  that  by  alms  doth  live, 
Disdain  to  him  disdained  scraps  to  give. 

"  Let  him  have  time  to  see  his  fHends  his  foes, 
And  merry  fools  to  mock  at  him  resort : 
Let  him  have  time  to  mark  how  slow  time  goes 
In  time  of  sorrow,  and  how  swifb  and  short 
His  time  of  folly  and  his  time  of  sport : 

And  ever  let  his  unrecallin^  crime* 

Have  time  to  wail  the  abusing  of  his  time. 

"  O  Time,  thou  tutor  both  to  good  and  bad. 

Teach  me  to  curse  him  that  thou  taught'st  this  ill ! 

At  his  own  shadow  let  the  thief  run  mad, 

Himself  himself  seek  every  hour  to  kill ! 

Such  wretched  hands  such  wretched  blood  should  spill 
For  who  so  base  would  such  an  office  have 
As  slanderous  death's-man  to  so  base  a  slave  ? 

**  The  baser  is  he,  coming  from  a  king, 

To  shame  his  hope  with  deeds  degenerate. 

The  mightier  man,  the  mightier  is  the  thing 

That  makes  him  honoured,  or  begets  him  hate ; 

For  greatest  scandal  waits  on  greatest  state. 
The  moon  being  clouded  presently  is  miss'd, 
But  little  stars  may  hide  them  when  they  list 

**  The  crow  may  bathe  his  coal-black  wings  in  mire, 

And  unperoeived  fly  with  the  filth  away ; 

But  if  the  like  the  snow-white  swan  desire. 

The  stain  upon  his  silver  down  Mrill  stay. 

Poor  grooms  are  sightless  night,  kings  glorious  day. 

Gnats  are  unnoted  wheresoever  they  fly. 

But  eagles  gazed  upon  with  every  eye. 

*'  Out,  idle  words,  servants  to  shallow  fools ! 
Unprofitable  sounds,  weak  arbitrators ! 
Busy  yourselves  in  skill-contending  schools ; 
Pebate  where  leisure  serves  with  dull  debaters ; 
To  trembling  clients  be  you  mediators : 

For  me,  I  foroef  not  argument  a  straw. 

Since  that  my  case  is  past  the  help  of  law. 

"  In  vain  I  rail  at  Opportunity, 

At  Tim&  at  Tarquin,  and  uncheerful  Nigl^t ; 

In  vain  I  cavU  ^th  mine  infamv, 

In  vain  I  spurn  at  my  confirm'd  despite : 

This  helpless  smoke  of  words  doth  me  no  right. 

The  remedy  indeed  to  do  me  good, 

Is  to  let  forth  my  foul,  defiled  blood. 

"  Poor  hand,  why  quiverest  thou  at  this  decree  ? 
Honour  thyself  to  rid  me  of  this  shame ; 
For  if  I  die,  mv  honour  lives  in  thee. 
But  if  I  live,  tnou  Uv'st  in  my  defame : 
Sinoe  thou  couldst  not  defend  thy  loyal  dame. 

And  wast  afraid  to  scrateh  her  wicked  foe. 

Kill  both  thyself  and  her  for  yiel(^g  eo." 

*  Unrecallable.  \  £stieeui. 


( 


This  Htid,  from  her  beCiimtled  coach  she 
Tu  Hnd  soma  dewente  uutrument  of  death. 
]lut  Uuii  no  sknghter-houte,  do  tool  impsrta_ 
Tent  for  pasaafle  of  ler  breath. 
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Or  Ihati  irbich  tram  discbarged  caimiiii  FumeK 
"  In  viuD,"  quoth  she, "  1  liv6,  and  eeek  in  ts; 
Some  happy  mean  to  end  a  hapless  life. 
I  fear'd  by  Tarquin's  falchion  to  be  slain. 
Yel  Tor  tiie  self'Saaie  purpose  seek  a  knife; 
But  when  I  rear'd,  I  was  a  loyal  wife ; 
So  am  I  Dovr :— O  no,  that  oannot  be ; 
or  that  true  type  hntli  Tarquin  rifled  me. 
"  0 !  that  ia  gone,  for  which  I  sought  to  Uve, 
And  tliarerore  now  I  ne«d  not  rear  to  die. 
To  dear  this  spot  bf  dea,tb,  at  least  I  give 
A  badge  of  fame  tu  slander's  liver; ,* 
A  dying  UTe  to  living  infamy: 
Poor  UelplEBs  help,  the  treasure  stolen  nwaj 
To  bum  the  guiltiest  casket  where  it  lay  \ 
"  liVell,  well,  dear  CoUatine.  thou  sbalt  not  knoiv 
The  sttuned  taste  of  violated  troth ; 
I  will  not  wrong  thy  true  afleotjon  so, 
Tu  Ratter  thee  with  an  infringed  oath ; 
This  liastard  graft  ahsll  never  come  to  growtb 
Ue  ^hall  not  buaxt,  who  did  thy  stock  pollut 
That  thou  art  doting  father  of  his  fruit. 
"  Nor  shnll  he  smile  at  thee  in  secret  though^ 
Nor  laugh  with  bis  coni.panions  at  thy  stale ;  , 
Kut  thou  Ehalt  know  thy  interest  was  not  boiM 
liasely  with  gold,  but  atolen  from  forth  thy  g 
For  me,  1  am  the  mistress  of  my  bU^ 
And  with  my  trespass  never  will  dispense 
Till  hfe  to  deutb  aaniii  my  forced  oOenoA. 
"  I  will  not  ptuson  thee  vrith  m^  att^nt. 
Nor  fold  my  fault  in  cleaalj'-com'd  excussa ; 
My  Euble  ground  of  sin  I  will  nut  painty 
To  hide  the  truth  of  this  fnlite  night's  abuses . 
My  tongue  shall  utter  all;  mine  eyes  like  slui.. 
As  from  a  mountain-Bpring  that  feeds  a  dale. 
Shall  gush  pure  Btrearns  to  purge  my  impure  tale." 
By  this,  lamenting  Philomel  had  ended 
The  well-tuned  wacble  of  bar  nightly  sorrow 
And  •atemn  night  with  slow-sad  ^te  descended 
To  ugly  hell ;  when  lo,  the  blushing  morrow 
Lends liglit  to  all  Sail  eyea  that  hght  will  borrow; 
But  cloudy  Lucrece  shames  herself  to  see, 
And  therefore  still  io  night  would  clraster'd  be. 


<«*<rrJ 


THB  BAPB  OF  LUCBBCB.  433 

BeveaUng  day  through  every  cranny  spies, 
And  seems  to  point  her  out  where  she  sits  weeping; 
To  whom  she  sohbing  speaks :  "  O  eye  of  eyes, 
Why  pri'st  thou  through  my  window  ?  leave  thy  peeping ; 
Mock  with  thy  tickling  beams  eyes  that  are  sleeping : 
Brand  not  my  forehead  with  thy  piercing  li^ht, 
Eor  day  hath  nought  to  do  what's  done  by  night.** 

Thus  cavils  she  with  everything  she  sees : 

True  grief  is  fond  and  testy*  as  a  child, 

Who  wayward  once,  his  mood  with  nought  agrees. 

Old  woes,  not  infant  sorrows,  bear  them  mild ; 

Continuance  tames  the  one ;  the  other  wild, 
Like  an  unpractised  swimmer  plunging  still. 
With  too  much  labour  drowns  for  want  of  skill. 

So  she,  deep-drenched  in  a  sea  of  care. 
Holds  disputation  with  each  thing  she  views, 
And  to  herself  all  sorrow  doth  compare ; 
No  object  but  her  passion's  strength  renews ; 
And  as  one  shifts,  another  straight  ensues : 

Sometime  her  grief  is  dumb,  and  hath  no  words ; 

Sometime  'tis  mad,  and  too  much  talk  affords. 

The  little  birds  that  tune  their  morning's  joy. 

Ms^e  her  moans  mad  with  their  sweet  melody. 

Por  mirth  doth  search  the  bottom  of  annoy ; 

Sad  souls  are  slain  in  merry  company ; 

Grief  best  is  pleased  with  griefs  society : 
True  sorrow  then  is  feehngly  sufficed, 
When  with  like  semblance  it  is  sympathized. 

'Tis  double  death  to  drown  in  ken  f  of  shore : 

He  ten  times  pines,  that  pines  beholding  food ; 

To  see  the  salve  doth  make  the  wound  ache  more ; 

Great  grief  grieves  most  at  that  would  do  it  good ; 

D^  woes  roll  forward  like  a  gentle  flood, 
Who  being  stopp'd,  the  bounding  banks  o'erflows : 
Grief  dallied  with  nor  law  nor  limit  knows. 

**  You  mocking  birds,"  quoth  she,  "  your  tunes  entomb 
Within  your  hollow-swelling  featherd  breasts ! 
And  in  my  hearing  be  you  mute  and  dumb 
(My  restless  discord  loves  no  stops  nor  rests ; 
A  woeful  hostess  brooks  not  merry  guests) : 
'       Relish  your  nimble  notes  (is)  to  pleasing^  ears ; 
Distress  likes  dumps  §  when  time  is  kept  with  tears. 

**  Gome  Philomel  that  sing'st  of  ravishment, 

Make  thy  sad  grove  in  my  dishevell'd  hair. 

As  the  dank  earth  weeps  at  thy  languishment, 

So  I  at  each  sad  strain  will  strain  a  tear. 

And  with  deep  groans  the  diapason  bear : 
For  burthen>wise  I'll  hum  on  Tarquin's  ill, 
While  thou  on  Tereus  descaut'st,  better  still. 

•  SiUy.  t  Within  sight  }  Pleased. 

j  A  duti^  is  a  melancholy  song. 
TOL.  F.  2  r 


"  And  whiles  igftinst  a.  tliom  tbou  bear'at  tli;  p 
To  keen  thy  ahitrp  woes  waking,  wretched  I, 
To  imiUw  thee  well.  AgainEt  my  heart 
Will  fix  a  shBTp  knife,  to  affright  mine  eye ; 
Who,  it  it  wink,  shsU  thereon  tall  and  die. 
These  memiK,  as  freto  upon  an  iDstniment, 
Shall  tune  our  hean-sbings  to  true  languiat 
"  And  for,*  poor  bird,  thou  BingW  not  in  1 
As  shaming  an;  e;e  ehould  thee  behold, 
Snme  dark  deep  desert,  seated  from  the  way, 
Tliat  knows  nor  parching  heat  nor  freeiing  op 
Will  we  find  out ;  and  there  we  will  unfold 
To  creatures  slern  sad  tunes,  fo  change  their  kinds: 
Since  men  prove  boasts,  let  beaata  bear  gentle  mindB." 
Aa  the  poor  rri^ht«d  deer,  that  stands  at  gaze, 
Wildl  J  detanmmne  whi  on  way  to  By, 
Or  one  encompaas'd  witb  a  winding  maze, 
That  cannot  tread  the  way  out  reaoily; 
So  with  herselfis  she  in  mutiny. 
To  live  or  die  whirh  of  the  twain  were  better. 
When  life  ie  shamed,  and  Death  Beproach'i  debter.t 
"  To  kill  myBelf,"  quoth  she,  "  aJaok !"  what  were  it, 

But  wif-  —  ■--■■ "'  —"--'--  = 

TheytL .     ._„ . 

Than  the;  whose  whole  is  swallew'd  in  confusion. 
That  mother  tries  a  merciless  conclusion,! 
Who,  bavin)!  two  sweet  babes,  when  dealh  takes  oi 
Will  slay  the  other,  and  be  nurse  to  none. 
"  My  body  or  my  soul,  which  was  the  dearer  ? 
When  the  one  pure,  tlia  other  made  divine. 
Whose  love  of  either  to  myself  waa  nearer  7 
When  both  were  kept  for  heaven  and  Colltriine. 
Ah  me !  the  bark  )>eel'd  ft^ni  the  InRy  pine. 
His  leaves  will  wither,  and  his  sap  decay ; 
So  must  my  soul,  her  oark  being  peei'd  away. 
"  Her  house  is  sack'd,  her  quiet  interruplod. 


Grossly  engirt  with  daring  infamy : 

Then  let  it  not  be  call'd  impiety. 

If  in  this  blemiflh'd  fort  I  make  son 

Through  which  I  may  convey  this  troubled  sonl. 

■  Tet  die  I  will  not,  tiil  my  CoUatane 

Have  heard  the  cause  of  my  untimely  death ; 

That  he  may  vow,  in  that  aad  hour  of  mine, 

Revenge  on  him  that  made  me  stop  my  breath. 

Mystained  blood  to  Tarquin  I'll  bequeath. 
Which  by  him  lAintod,  shall  for  him  be  spent, 
And  a»  bie  due,  writ  iu  my  testament 
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"  My  honour  111  bequeath  unto  the  knife 

That  wounds  my  body  so  dishonoured. 

*Ti8  honour  to  deprive  dishonoured  Hfe ; 

The  one  will  live,  the  other  being  d^ : 

So  of  shame's  ashes  shall  my  fame  be  bred ; 
For  in  my  death  I  murder  shameful  scorn : 
My  shame  so  dead,  mine  honour  is  new-bom. 

**  Dear  lord  of  that  dear  jewel  I  have  lost, 

"What  l^acy  shall  I  bequeath  to  thee  ? 

My  resolution,  Love,  shall  be  thy  boast, 

By  whose  example  thou  revenged  mayst  be. 

How  Tarquin  must  be  used,  read  it  in  me : 
Myself,  thy  friend,  will  kill  myself,  thy  foe. 
And,  for  my  sake,  serve  thou  false  Tarquin  so. 

•*  This  brief  abridgment  of  my  will  I  make : 

My  soul  and  body  to  the  skies  and  ground ; 

M^  resolution,  husband^  do  you  take ; 

Mme  honour  be  the  knife's,  that  makes  my  wound ; 

My  shame  be  his  that  did  my  fame  confound; 
And  all  mv  fame  that  lives,  disbursed  be 
To  those  that  live,  and  think  no  shame  of  me. 

**  Thou,  CoUatine,  shalt  oversee  this  will  ^* 
How  was  I  overseen  that  thou  shalt  see  it ! 
My  blood  shall  wash  the  slander  of  mine  ill ; 
M;^  life's  foul  deed,  my  Ufe's  fair  end  shall  free  it. 
Paint  not,  faint  heart,  but  stoutly  say.  So  be  it 

Yield  to  my  hand :  my  hand  shall  conquer  thee ; 

Thou  dead,  both  die,  and  both  shall  victors  be." 

This  plot  of  death  when  sadly  she  had  laid. 
And  wiped  the  brinish  pearl  from  her  bright  eyes. 
With  untuned  tongue  she  hoarsely  call'd  ner  maid, 
"Whose  swift  obedience  to  her  misxress  hies ; 
Por  fleet-wing'd  duty  with  thought's  feathers  flies. 
Poor  Lucreoe'  cheeks  unto  her  maid  seem  so 
As  winter  meads  when  sun  doth  melt  their  snow. 

Her  mistress  she  doth  give  demure  good-morrow, 
"With  soft-slow  tongue,  true  mark  of  modesty, 
And  sortsf  a  sad  look  to  her  lady's  sorrow 
•   (Por  why  ?  her  face  wore  sorrow's  livery) ; 
But  durst  not  ask  of  her  audaciously 
Why  her  two  suns  J  were  cloud-eclipsed  so. 
Nor  why  her  fair  cheeks  over-wash'd  with  woe. 

But  as  the  earth  doth  weep,  the  sun  being  set, 
Each  flower  moisten'd  like  a  melting  eye ; 
Even  so  the  maid  with  swelling  drops  'gan  wet 
Her  circled  eyne,  enforced  by  sympathy 
Of  those  fair  suns,  set  in  her  mistress'  sky, 
Who  in  a  salt> waved  ocean  quench  their  light, 
Which  makes  the  maid  weep  like  the  dewy  m^^V 
»  BeiUeacecatar.  f  Selects;  adapts.  %  B«cei«A. 
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A  prettf  while  these  pretCj;  creuturee  stand, 
Liteivury  oonduilBoaraJ  cisieniB  lilliiig : 
Onejiutly  wee)is;  the  oilier  laJieKin  hnnd 
Na  cauBe,  but  oampanf,  or  her  drups  ft^iltrng  :■ 
Th^  gentle  sex  to  weep  aie  ottea  wiUmg; 

Grieviag  tbemseWes  to  guesa  »t  otberr  Bnifirte. 

And  then  they  drown  tiheir  eyes,  or  hreaJc  tbor  htarls : 
Por  men  have  marble,  women  waxen  minds. 
Anil  therefore  are  they  fonn'd  as  marble  will;+ 
The  wuak  opprem'd,  the  iinpres^on  of  stnuige  kiuds 
Is  fonn'd  in  them  by  foroe,  by  fraud,  or  skill; 
Then  call  them  not  the  authors  of  their  ill, 

No  more  than  wai  shall  be  accoualed  evil, 

Wherran  ia  stamp'd  tha  sembtanoe  of  a  denl. 
Their  Boioothnees,  like  a  goodly  champugDj:  plain, 
Lays  open  all  the  little  worms  that  creep ; 


Through  crystal  walla  each  little  mote  will  peep ; 
Though  men  can  oover  crlaiea  with,  bold  eteni  looks, 
Poor  women's  faces  are  their  own  faults'  books. 
tio^  man  inveigh  agaanW  the  wither'd  flower. 
But  chide  rough  winter  that  the  flower  hath  kill'd  ! 
Hot  (hat  devour'd,  but  that  which  doth  devour, 
Ib  worthy  blame.    O  let  it  not  be  hild** 
Poor  women's  faults,  that  tliey  are  so  fuIfiU'dtt 
With  men's  abuses :  those  proud  lords,  to  blame. 
Make  weak-made  women  lenante  to  their  shiime. 
The  precedent  whereof  in  Luerece  view, 
AfisaU'd  hy  nipht  with  oiroumstanees  strons 
Of  present  death,  and  shame  tLnt  might  ensue 
By  that  ber  deali,  to  do  Ler  husband  wrong: 
Such  danger  to  resislanoe  did  beloni;, 
That  dying  fear  throuBh  all  bar  body  Bpreod; 
And  who  cannot  abuse  a  body  dead  ?Xt 
By  thiB,S§  mild  patience  bid  fdr  Luctece  speak 
To  thejioor  couDterfeie  of  her  oompIaininK:!]!! 
"  My  girl,"  quoth  she,  "  on  what  occasion  break 
Those  teara  from  tbee,  that  down  thy  oheeks  are  raiiung? 
If  thou  dost  weep  for  grief  of  my  sustiuiiing, 


tt  ITtaie). 

1 1    Htir  iodJiI,  wUoae 


4lBVftiidfiaJ:h  would  not  have  uved  1wi 
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Know,  gentle  wenoh,  it  small  avails  my  mood ; 
If  tears  could  help,  mine  own  would  do  me  good. 

**  But  tell  me,  girl,  when  went**— (and  there  she  stay'd 
Till  aifter  a  deep  groan)  "  Tarquin  from  hence  ?" 
"  Madam,  ere  I  was  up,"  replied  the  maid, 
**  The  more  to  blame  my  sluggard  negligence : 
Yet  with  the  fault  I  thus  far  can  dispense ; 

Myself  was  stirring  ere  the  break  of  day, 

A^d,  ere  I  rose,  was  Tarquin  gone  away/* 

**  But,  ladv,  if  your  maid  may  be  so  bold, 
She  would  request  to  know  your  heaviness.*' 
**  O  i)eaoe  !*'  quoth  Lucrece ;  "  if  it  should  be  told, 
The  repetition  cannot  make  it  less ; 
For  more  it  is  than  I  can  well  express : 
:  And  that  deep  torture  may  be  caird  a  hell, 
When  more  is  felt  than  one  hath  power  to  tell. 

**  Gk),  get  me  hither  paper,  ink,  and  pen — 

Yet  save  that  labour,  for  I  have  them  here. 

What  should  I  say  ? — One  of  my  husband's  men, 

Bid  thou  be  ready,  by-and-by,  to  bear 

A  letter  to  my  lord,  my  love,  my  dear ; 
Bid  him  with  speed  prepare  to  carry  it : 
The  cause  craves  haste,  and  it  will  soon  be  writ." 

Her  maid  is  gone,  and  she  prepares  to  write. 

First  hovering  o*er  the  paper  with  her  quill : 

Conceit*  and  grief  an  eager  combat  fight ; 

What  wit  sets  down,  is  blotted  straight  with  will ; 

This  is  too-curious  good,t  this  blunt  and  ill : 
Much  like  a  press  of  people  at  a  door. 
Throng  her  inventions,  which  shall  go  before. 

At  last  she  thus  begins :  "  Thou  worthy  lord 
Of  that  unworthy  wife  that  greeteth  thee. 
Health  to  thy  person !  next  vouchsafe  to  afford 
(If  ever,  love,  thy  Lucrece  thou  wilt  see), 
bomepresent  speed,  to  come  and  visit  me : 

So  1  commend  me  from  our  house  in  grief; 

^y  woes  are  tedious,  though  my  words  are  brief.** 

Here  folds  she  up  the  tenour  of  her  woe, 

Her  certain  sorrow  writ  uncertainly. 

By  this  short  schedule  Collatine  may  know 

Her  grief,  but  not  her  grief's  true  quaUty : 

She  asjces  not  thereof  make  discovery. 
Lest  he  should  hold  it  her  own  gross  abuse. 
Ere  she  with  blood  hath  stain'd  her  sUun*d  excuse. 

Besides,  the  life  and  feeling  of  her  passion 

She  hoards  to  spend  when  he  is  by  to  hear  her ; 

When  si^hs  and  groans  and  tears  may  grace  the  fashion 

Of  her  disgrace,  the  better  so  to  clear  her 

From  that  suspicion  which  the  world  might  \>eKt\i«t« 

*  Conception.  t  FastidiocuOy  frasMfOi. 
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To  see  sad  sights  motes  mora  than  hear  them  told ; 
Fur  then  the  e^e  interpret  lo  the  ear 
The  heavj  molion  that  it  doth  behold. 
When  ever;  ptut  a  part  of  woo  doth  bei^. 
'Tib  but  a  part  of  sorroir  that  we  hear ; 

Ileep  floods  make  lesier  Doise  than  shallow  Tords, 

And  sorrow  ebbs,  being  blo<ni  with  wind  of  n  ords. 
Her  letter  now  Useal'd,  and  on  it  writ. 
At  Ardea  lo  mf  lord  imth  more  than  Aatte  i 
The  poet  attends,  and  she  delivers  it. 
Charing  the  sour-heed  groom  lo  hie  as  last 
As  lagging  fowls  before  the  northern  blact. 

Speed  more  than  speed,  but  dull  and  slow  she  deemi: 

Extreniity  still  urgeth  «uoh  extremes. 
The  homely  yilleio'  cuct'sies  to  her  low ; 
And  btiishiugon  her,  with  astead&ste;e 


When,  Eill^  groom '.  God  woty  it  was  defect 
Of  spirit,  life,  and  bold  uidaoit; . 
SuQD  harmless  creatures  have  a  true  lespeot   < 
To  talk  in  deeds,  wliile  others  sauoilf 
Promise  more  speed,  hut  du  it  Irasurely; 
Sven  so,  this  pattern  of  the  worn-out  age 
Pawn'd  honest  looks,  but  laid  no  wordi  to 
Hia  kindled  duty  kindled  her  mistrust, 
That  two  rod  hras  in  both  their  faces  blazed ; 
Siie  thought  he  bluab'd,  as  ttoowing  IWquin's  lust, 
Aud,  blushiug  with  him,  wistly  on  him  gaxedj 
Her  earnest  eye  did  make  him  mere  amazed : 
The  more  she  saw  the  blood  his  cheeks  replenish. 
The  more  she  thouijhb  he  spied  ia  her  some  blemul 
But  long  she  thinks  till  he  return  again,  - 

And  yet  the  duteous  Tsssal  scarce  is  gone.  

The  weary  time  she  cennot  entertain, 
Ji'ui  now  tis  stale  to  sigh,  t«  weep,  and  groan ;  ] 
So  woe  hath  wearied  wue.  moan  tu'ed  moan,     L 
That  she  her  phiints  a  little  while  doth  star,  I 
Paueiug  for  means  to  mourn  some  ai 
At  last  she  colls  to  mind  where  hongs  a  piece 

T'riuin'a  TVov  - 
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Por  Helen's  rape  the  city  to  destroy. 

Threatening  cloud-kissing  Ilion  witn  annoy, 
Which  the  conceited*  painter  drew  so  proud. 
As  heaven  (it  seem'd)  to  kiss  the  turrets  bow'd. 

A  thousand  lamentable  objects  there. 
In  scorn  of  Nature,  Art  gave  lifeless  life : 
Many  a  dry  dropt  seemed  a  weeping  tear. 
Shed  for  tne  slaughter'd  husband  by  the  wife : 
The  red  blood  reek*d  to  show  the  painter's  strife ; 
And  dying  eyes  gleam'd  forth  their  ashy  lights, 
Like  dying  coals  burnt  out  in  tedious  nights. 

There  might  you  see  the  labouring  pioneer 
Begrimed  with  sweat,  and  smearea  all  with  dust ; 
And  from  the  towers  of  Troy  there  would  appear 
The  very  eyes  of  men  through  loopholes  thrust, 
Gkizins  upon  the  Greeks  with  little  lust  :X 
Sucn  sweet  observance  §  in  this  work  was  had, 
That  one  might  see  those  far-off  eyes  look  sad. 

In  great  commanders  grace  and  majesty 

You  might  behold,  triumphing  in  their  faces ; 

In  youth,  quick  bearing  and  dexterity ; 

And  here  and  there  the  painter  interlaces 

Pale  cowards,  marching  on  with  trembling  paces ; 

Which  heartless  peasants  did  so  well  resemble. 

That  one  would  swear  he  saw  them  quake  and  tremble. 

In  Ajax  and  Ulysses,  O  what  art 

Of  physiognomy  mi^ht  one  behold  ! 

The  face  of  either  'cipher'd  ||  cither's  heart ; 

Their  face  their  manners  most  expressly  told : 

In  Ajax'  eyes  blunt  rage  and  rigour  rolrd ; 
But  the  mild  glance  that  sly  Ulysses  lent, 
Show'd  deep  regard  and  smiling  government.^ 

There  pleading  might  you  see  grave  Nestor  stand. 
As  'twere  encouraging  the  Greeks  to  fight ; 
Making  such  sober  action  with  his  hand. 
That  it  beguiled  attention,  charm'd  the  sight : 
In  speech,**  it  seem'd,  his  beard,  all  silver  white, 
Wagg'd  up  and  down,  and  from  his  lips  did  lly 
Thin  winding  breath,  which  purl'dft  up  to  the  sky. 

About  him  were  a  press  of  gaping  faces, 

Which  seem'd  to  swallow  up  his  sound  advice ; 

All  jointly  listening,  but  with  several  graces, 

As  if  some  mermaid  did  their  ears  entice ; 

Some  high,  some  low,  the  painter  was  so  nice : 
The  s^ps  of  many,  almost  hid  behind. 
To  jump  up  higher  seem'd,  to  mock  the  mind. 

Fanciftil,  ingenious.  t  I.  e.  dry  on  the  canvas, 

neasnre,  satisfiACtion.  §  Careful  congruity. 

DecipheriBd.  ^  Profound  wisdom,  fsdf -CAtifceQlL 

«  Hiath  speakin^r.  ft  Curled,  eddtod. 


Here  one  msn's  hand  lean'cl  on  another's  head, 
Uig  DDse  being  itudow'd  by  his  neighbour's  ear : 
Here  ooe  beina  thraiig'd  beus  buck,  nil  blown  and  red ; 
Auother.  sraotner'd,  seems  to  pelt*  and  aneu ; 
And  in  their  rage  such  nims  of  rage  they  bear. 
At,  but  for  la»  of  Ne^t^s  golden  wordB,       ' 
It  Mem'd  they  nould  debate  with  angry  i%~ 
For  muoh  inmainary  work  naa  there ; 
Conceit  deceitful,  w  comjiaot,  bo  kind,+ 
Thut  for  Achilles'  image  stood  his  spear, 
Griped  in  an  armed  band :  himselA  oehinu, 
'Wu  len' unseen,  akve  to  the  eye  or  mind; 


And  from  the  walls  of  sLrong-beai«ied  Troy 

— Hiiar  ■ 

a 
-ight  weapons  wield 


TVhen  their  brave  hope^  bold  Hector,  maroh'd  toRMH,'* ' 
SUnd  many  Trojan  mothers,  ehorine  joy 
"■---jtheiryontefu'- — '-^-^ 


:«( 


And  to  their  hope  they  suoh  od  1  action  yield, 
Thal^  tlirougb  their  light  ioy,  eeemed  to  appear 
(like  bright  thin  gB  stain'd)  a  kind  of  heavy  tear. 
And,  from  the  atrond  of  Dardan  I  where  they  fought, 
To  Simois'  reedy  banks  the  red  blood  ran. 
Whose  waves  to  imitate  the  battle  sought 
'Witiiswellini!  ridges:  and  their  ranks  bes 
IVi  break  upon  the  galled  shore,  and  thatjl 
Ketire  a^n,  till  meeting  greAler  ranks 
Tbey  join,  and  shoot  their  foam  at  Simou* 
'So  this  well-paini«d  piece  is  Lucrece  com^ 
To  find  a  face  where  ali  distrew  is  Et£l'd|| 
Many  she  seen,  where  cores  have  carved  som^, 
But  none  where  all  distt«ra  and  dolour  dnell'u. 
Till  she  despairing  Ileouba  beheld, 
Staring  on  Priam's  wounds  with  her  old  eyes, 
Whioh^  bleeding  under  Pyrrhua'  proud  foot  lies. 
In  her  the  painter  had  anatomized 
Time's  ruin,  beautrB  wr'eck,  and  grim  core's  ra^ : 
Her  cheeks  with  chaps  and  wriokles  were  disguised ; 
Of  what  sbe  was,  no  aemblanoe  did  remain  : 
Her  blue  blood  changed  to  black  in  every  vein. 
Wanting  the  spring  tlmt  those  shrunk  pipes  had  fed 
Show'd  life  imprison'd  in  a  body  dead. 
On  this  sad  shadow  Luarece  spends**  her  eyes. 
And  ahapM  her  sorrow  to  the  beldame's  woe^, — 
Who  nothing  wants  to  mnewer  her  but  orie^  ' 


THE  SAPB  OF  LXJCBEOB.  441 

And  bitter  words  to  ban  her  cruel  foes : 

The  painter  was  no  god  to  lend  her  those ; 
And  therefore  Lucreoe  swears  he  did  her  wrong. 
To  give  her  so  much  grief,  and  not  a  tongue. 

**  Poor  instrument,*'  quoth  she,  "without  a  sound, 
ril  tune  thy  woes  with  iny  lamenting  tongqp ; 
And  dropi  sweet  balm  in  rriam's  painted  wound, . 
And  rail  on  Pyrrhus  that  hath  done  him  wrong, 
And  with  my  tears  quench  Troy  that  bums  so  long ; 

And  with  my  knife  scratch  out  the  angry  eyes 

Of  all  the  Greeks  that  are  thine  enemies. 

"  Show  me  the  strumpet  that  began  this  stir. 

That  with  my  nails  her  beauty  I  may  tear. 

Thy  heat  of  lust,  fond  Paris,  did  incur 

This  load  of  wrath  that  burning  Troy  doth  bear ; 

Thy  eye  kindled  the  fire  that  burnetii  here : 
And  here  in  Troy,  for  trespass  of  thine  eye. 
The  sire,  the  son,  the  dame,  and  daughter,  die. 

"  Why  should  the  private  pleasure  of  some  one 

Secome  the  pubhc  plague  of  many  moe  ?* 

Let  sin,  alone  committed,  light  alone 

Upon  his  head  that  hath  transgressed  so. 

Let  guiltless  souls  be  freed  from  guilty  woe :  ' 

For  one's  offence  why  should  so  many  fall. 

To  plague  a  private  sin  in  general  ? 

"  Lo  here  weeps  Hecuba,  here  Priam  dies. 
Here  manly  Hector  faints,  here  Troilus  swounds ; 
Here  friend  by  Mend  in  bloody  channel  lies, 
And  Mend  to  friend  gives  unadvised  wounds,t 
And  one  man's  lust  these  many  Hves  confounds  : 
Had  doting  Priam  check'd  his  son's  desire, 
Troy  had  been  bright  with  fame,  and  not  with  fire.'* 

Here  feelingly  she  weeps  Troy's  painted  woes : 
For  sorrow,  like  a  heavy-hanging  bell. 
Once  set  on  ringing,  with  his  own  weight  goes , 
Then  little  strength  rings  out  the  doleful  knell : 
So  Lucrece  set  a-work,  sad  tales  doth  tell 

To  pencill'd  pensiveness  and  colour'd  sorrow ; 

She  lends  them  words,  and  she  their  looks  doth  borrow. 

She  throws  her  eyes  about  the  i)ainting,  round. 
And  whom  she  finds  forlorn,  she  doth  lament : 
At  last  she  sees  a  wretched  image  bound. 
That  piteous  looks  to  Phrygian  shepherdfs  lent ; 
His  face,  though  full  of  cares,  yet  snow*d  content : 
Onward  to  Troy  with  the  blunt  swains  he  goes, 
So  mild,  that  Patience  seem'd  to  scorn  his  woes. 

*  Moetar  more,  f  I. e.  not knoiNvinge«AYkQA3B«c. 


i 
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In  him  tile  jKiiiiltiT  labour'J  with  hit  skill 
To  hide  (Ivaoit,  and  give  tbe  hsmtleffi  abow* 
An  bumbla  gut,  oilia  look^  eyes  wailing  xlill, 
A  liruw  unbuQt,  that  leaa'a  to  vreloame  woe ; 
Chevks  neither  red  nor  pole,  but  mingled  sa 
TbM  blushing  red  no  guilty  inalanoe  gave,       , 
Nor  >^y  psle  the  fear  that  tiim  hearU  have.  J 
But,  like  a  constant  and  oonfinDed  devil, 
lie  entertiiin'd  a  show  bo  seemiiig  just, 
And  theroin  so  enBoonoed  his  secret  enl, 
Th&t  jealousy  tteelf  could  not  mistrust 
Falae-Qi^epinE  craft  and  perjury  ^ould  thrust 
Into  so  bni^l  a  day  such  black-flBceil  atorms. 
Or  blot  with  hell-born  «in  such  saint-like  rorms. 
The  weU-flkill'd  workman  this  mild  image  drew 
For  petjured  Sinon,  whose  enchanting  story 
The  credulous  old  Piiam  aller  Blew : 
Whose  nordE,  like  wild-ftre,  burnt  the  shining  glory 
Of  rich-built  Iliou,  that  the  skies  were  sorry. 
And  litUe  stars  shot  from  tbeir  Bied  places. 
When  their  gUss  fell  wherein  they  view'd  tl   ' 
This  picture  she  advisodlv+  perused, 
Aad  chid  the  painter  for  nis  wondrous  skill ; 
Saying,  some  shape  in  Siaoa'ii  was  abused. 
So  fair  a  form.  lodoed  not  a  mind  so  ill ; 
And  still  on  him  she  gazed,  and  gazing  stilt, 
Such  signs  of  truth  in  his  plain  fhce  she  sp'' 
That  she  concludes  the  picture  wna  behed. 
"  It  cannot  be,"  quoth  she, "  that  bo  much  gi 
(Sh«  would  have  said)  "  can  lurh  in  wuci  a  to 
itat  Tarquin's  sbape  cam's  in  her  mind  the  w 
And  fh)m  her  tongue,  cun  lurlC  from  0a 
It  mnaol  be  she  in  that  sense  forsook. 
And  tum'd  it  thus :  "  It  cannot  be,  I  Snd, 
But  such  a  lace  should  bear  a  wicked  ln~~  '  ~ 
"  For  even  as  subtle  Sinon  here  is  painted. 
So  sober-sad,  so  weary,  and  so  mild 
( As  if  with  grief  or  trav^  he  had  l^ted). 
To  me  came  Tarquin  omi'd  1  so  beguiled^ 
With  outward  honealy,  but  yet  defiled 
With  inward  vice :  as  Priam  him  did  oherish, 
So  did  I  Tarquin ;  Bo  my  Troy  did  perish. 
"  Look,  look,  how  listening  Friam  wets  his  eyes. 
To  see  those  borrow'd  tears  that  Sinon  sheds. 
Priam,  why  art  thou  old,  and  yet  not  wise  ? 
For  every  tear  he  falls,§  a  Trojan  bleeds^ 
His  eye  drops  Ere,  no  water  thence  proceeds : 
Those  round  clear  pearls  of  his  that  move  ti 
Are  bolls  of  quenchless  dre  to  burn  tl 
J,  e-  pklnted  tL^ixTQ. 
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"  Such  devils  steal  effects  from  lightless  hell ; 

For  Sinon  in  his  fire  doth  quake  with  cold, 

And  in  that  cold,  hot-bummg  fire  doth  dwell ; 

These  contraries  such  unity  do  hold. 

Only  to  flatter  fools,  and  make  them  bold : 
So  Priam's  trust  raise  Sinon*s  tears  doth  flatter, 
That  he  finds  means  to  burn  his  Troy  with  water/' 

Here,  all  enraged,  such  passion  her  assails. 
That  patience  is  quite  beaten  from  her  breast. 
She  t^irs  the  senseless  Sinon  with  her  nails. 
Comparing  him  to  that  unhappy  guest 
Whose  deed  hath  made  herself  herself  detest : 
At  last  she  smilingly  with  this  gives  o'er ; ' 
**  Fool !  fool ! "  quoth  she,  "  his  wounds  will  not  be  sore.*' 

Thus  ebbs  and  flows  the  current  of  her  sorrow. 
And  time  doth  weary  time  with  her  complaining. 
She  looks  for  night,  and  then  she  longs  for  morrow. 
And  both  she  thinks  too  long  with  her  remaining : 
Short  time  seems  long  in  sorrow's  sharp  sustaining. 

Though  woe  be  heavy,  yet  it  seldom  sleeps ; 

And  tney  that  watcl^  see  time  how  slow  it  creeps. 

Which  all  this  time  hath  overslipp'd  her  thought. 

That  she  with  painted  images  hath  spent ; 

Being  from  the  feeling  of  her  own  grief  brought 

By  deep  surmise  of  others'  detriment ; 

Losing  her  woes  in  shows  of  discontent. 
It  easeth  some,  though  none  it  ever  cured. 
To  think'their  dolour  others  have  endured. 

But  now  the  mindful  messenger,  come  back. 
Brings  home  his  lord  and  other  company : 
Who  finds  his  Lucrece  clad  in  mourning  black ; 
And  round  about  her  tear-distained  eye 
Blue  circles  stream'd,  like  rainbows  in  the  sky. 
These  water-galls  in  her  dim  element* 
Foretell  new  storms  to  those  already  spent 

Which  when  her  sad-beholding  husband  saw, 

Amazedly  in  her  sad  face  he  stares : 

Her  ejes,  though  sod  in  tears,  look'd  red  and  raw, 

Her  hvely  colour  kill'd  with  aeadly  cares. 

He  hath  no  i)ower  to  ask  her  how  she  fares. 
But  stood,  like  old  acquaintance  in  a  trance. 
Met  far  from  home,  wondering  each  other's  chance. 

At  last  he  takes  her  by  the  bloodless  hand, 

And  thus  begins :  ''  What  uncouth  ill  event 

Hath  thee  befallen,  that  thou  dost  trembling  stand  ? 

Sweet  lovcL  what  spite  hath  thy  fair  colour  spent  ?t 

Why  art  thou  thus  attired  in  discontent  ? 
Unmask,  dear  dear,  this  moody  heaviness, 
And  tell  thy  grief,  that  we  may  give  redress." 

*•  The  water-gnlt  is  some  appearance  attenAant  on  \lfee  t«SBcftM(« . 
-*'  Bxhsuuted, 


Three  timai  with  fiiglii  she  gives  her 

KrooDoeiheoBiidiKCbarBeone  wordof  woe:' 
At  leugth  wldrest^dt  to  amlist  bia  desire, 
hiie  inodesti};  prepares  Ut  let  them  know 
ller  honour  ia  ta  en  pnaoner  by  the  foe ; 
Wliile  Coliatine  and  his  iKiDaorted  lords 
"With  esd  alWDtitin  long  to  hear  her  words. 


V 


And  now  thin  p^e  swan  in  her  wftterj  nest 
Besins  the  rad  dir(»  of  iter  uertain  ending ; 
"  Few  words,"  quoth  ehe,  "  sliatl  fit  the  trespass  beet, 
Wliere  no  eicuBe  ctui  give  the  fault  aaieDdinj ; 
In  me  more  wom  than  words  axe  now  depeuding ; 
And  my  laments  would  be  drown  out  too  Inng, 
To  tell  them  all  with  one  poor  tiied  t«ngue. 


"Where  thou  wast  wont  to  rest  thy  wenrjhead; 
And  what  wrong  else  may  he  imBoined 
By  foul  enForcement  might  be  done  t<i  me, 
From  tiiat,  alaa  I  thy  Iiuerece  is  not  free. 
"  For  in  the  dreadful  dead  of  dark  midnight, 
"With  shining  faJuhion  iu  my  chamber  came 
A  creeping  creature,  with  a  llamiug  light. 
And  softly  cried,  Awako,  thou  Roman  dame, 
And  entmain  m^  love;  else  lasting  shame 
On  thee  and  thine  thiE  night  I  wdl  infiict, 
If  thou  my  lore's  desire  do  oontradict. 


4 


LS  hard-lUvoui'd  groom  of  thine,  quolh  lia. 


Unless  thou  yolie  thy  Uking  to  my  w , 

III  murder  straight,  and  then  I'll  alaoghter  thee. 
And  swear  I  found  you  wheni  you  did  luliil 
The  loathsome  act  of  lust,  and  so  did  kill 
The  lechers  in  their  d«od  -.  this  act  will  be 
My  fame,  and  thy  perpetual  infamy. 
"With  this  I  iii  begin  io  start  and  cry, 
And  then  against  my  heart  he  set  his  sword. 
Swearing,  unless  I  look  all  patiently, 
I  should  not  live  to  apeak  another  word ; 
go  should  my  shame  sl^  roat  upon  record. 
And  never  be  forgot  in  mighty  Kouie 
The  adulterate  d^th  of  Luorsce  and  her  g 


M 


Hb  scarlet  lust  came  evidence  to 

That  my  poor  beauty  bad  purloin'd  his  eyes. 
And  when  Ihe  judMa^Brobti  4,  ttu.  pnaoner  die* 
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"  O  teach  me  how  to  make  mine  own  excuse ! 

Or,  at  the  least,  this  refuge  let  me  find ; 

Though  my  gross  blood  oe  stain'd  with  this  abuse. 

Immaculate  and  spotless  is  my  mind  \ 

That  was  not  forced  j  that  never  was  mcUned 

To  accessary  yieldmgs,  but  still  pure 

Doth  in  her  i)oison'a  closet  yet  endure.** 

Lo  here,  the  hopeless  merchant  of  this  loss,* 
With  head  dechned,  and  voice  damm'd  up  \nth.  woe, 
With  sad-set  eyes,  and  wretched  arms  across. 
From  lips  new-waxen  pale  begins  to  blow 
The  grief  away,  that  st«ps  his  answer  so : 

But  wretched  as  he  is,  he  strives  in  vain ; 

What  he  breathes  out,  his  breath  drinks  up  again. 

As  through  an  arch  the  violent  roaring  tide 

Out-runs  the  eye  that  doth  behold  his  haste ; 

Yet  in  the  eddy  boundeth  in  his  pride 

Back  to  the  strait  that  forced  him  on  so  fast ; 

In  rage  sent  out,  recall'd  in  rage,  being  past : 
Even  so  his  sighs,  his  sorrows,  make  a  saw. 
To  push  grief  on,  and  back  the  same  grief  draw. 

Which  speechless  woe  of  his,  i)oor  she  attendeth. 
And  his  untimely  frenzy  thus  awaketh : 
"Dear  lord,  thy  sorrow  to  my  sorrow  lendeth 
Another  power ;  no  flood  by  raining  slaketh. 
My  woe  too  sensible  thy  passion  maketh 
.  More  feeling-painful :  let  it  tben  suffice 
To  drown  one  woe,  one  pair  of  weeping  eyes. 

**  And  for  my  sake,— whenf  I  might  c'barm  theis  so, 
For  she  that  was  tny  Lucrece, — now  attend  me ; 
Be  suddenly  revenged  on  my  foe. 
Thine,  mine^  his  own ;  suppose  tnou  dost  defend  me 
From  wbat  is  past :  the  help  that  thou  shalt  lend  me 

Comes  all  too  late,  yet  let  the  traitor  die ; 

For  sparing  justice  feeds  iniquity. 

"But  ere  I  name  him,  you  fair  lords,"  quoth  she 
(Speaking  to  those  that  came  with  Collatine), 
Shall  plight  your  honourable  faiths  to  me, 
With  swift  pursuit  to  *venge  this  wrong  of  mine ; 
For  'tis  a  meritorious  fair  design. 

To  chase  injustice  with  revengeful  arms : 

Knights,  by  their  oaths,  should  right  poor  ladies*  harms.** 

At  this  request,  with  noble  disposition 

Each  present  lord  began  to  promise  aid. 

As  bound  in  knighthood  to  ner  imposition. 

Longing  to  hear  the  hateful  foe  bewray'd. 

But  she,  that  yet  her  sad  task  hath  not  said. 
The  protestation  stops.    "  O  speak,"  quotn  she, 
"  How  may  this  forced  stain  be  wiped  from  mft^ 

*  '1. 0.  CoUatinus,  the  owner  of  the  vessel  wrecked,  aa^jb^nvn. 


"  Whil  is  the  qnatit;  of  mine  offenoe,  ^ 

BeiniE  oanatratn'd  with  dreadful  cnrciinut<Liioe?fl 
May  mf  pure  mind  with,  the  foul  act  dispeuM,  .■ 
My  lovF-aeclined  honnur  to  advance  ? 
Hiv  ui;  terms  acquit  me  rrom  this  cbanca? 
The  poisoned  rountain  clears  itseir  agun  ' 
And  wb;  not  1  rrom  lliis  ooDipalled  Bialn  7  " 
With  this  tbey  all  at  once  began  to  soy. 
Her  body's  stain  her  mind  untainted  oleais  ; 
While  with  a  jojless  emile  sheCtiras  awa; 
The  face,  that  ma^  which  deep  impression  bi 
Of  hard  misfortune,  carved  in  it  with  teais. 
"  No,  no,"  quoth  she,  "no  dame,  hereafter  It 
By  my  excuse  shall  clum  excuse's  giiing." 
Here  with  a  sigh,  as  if  her  heart  would  break. 
She  tiirows  forth  Tarquin's  name :  Se,  ie,  she  sar*. 
But  mare  than  he  her  poor  tongue  oould  not  speak ; 
Till  alter  many  aeoeate  asd  delays, 
Votimely  breathiiiKSjjiok  and  Ebort  assays, 
She  utters  this  r  *"  He,  he,  fair  brds,  'tis  be. 
That  guides  thia  hand  to  ^Te  this  wound  l<i  me." 
Even  here  she  sheathed  in  her  harmless  breast 
A  harmful  knife,  that  thcnoe  her  soul  unsheathed; 
That  blow  did  bail  it  (torn  the  deep  unrest 
or  that  polluted  prison  ifhiti  it  bi^ftthed :  J 

Her  contrite  sighs  unto  tlie  clouds  bequeathed'  ■ 
Her  winged  smite,*  and  through  her  wouT 
LiTe'a  lasting  date  from  cancell^  destiny. 
Stone-stjll,  BBtouish'd  with  this  deadly  deed, 
8tood  Oollatine  and  all  his  lordly  crew ; 
Till  Luoreoe'  ^ther,  that  beholds  her  bleed, 
HimselTon  her  self-Klaughter'd  body  threw; 
And  IVom  the  purple  fount«n  Brutus  drew 
The  murderous  knife,  sod  as  it  left  the  plaoev 
Her  blood,  in  poor  revenge,  held  it  in  ubase  [^ 
And  bubbling  from  her  breast,  it  doth  divide 
In  two  alow  rivers,  that  Uie  cnmson  blood 
Circles  her  body  in  on  every  side, 
AVho  like  a  late-ssck'd  island  vastly  t  st«od 
Bare  and  unpeopled,  in  this  fear<\il  flood. 

Borne  of  her  blood  still  pure  and  red  rcmai , 

And  some  look'd  black,  and  that  false  Tarquin  sluu'd. 
About  the  mourning  and  congealed  face 
Of  that  black  blood,  a  watery  riEot  ^  ioe$. 
Which  seerai  to  weep  upon  the  tainted  place: 
And  ever  since,  as  pitying  Lucrece*  woes. 
Corrupted  blood  some  watery  token  shows ; 
And  blood  unUunted  still  doth  red  abid^ 
Ulufihing  at  thai  whiota.  ia  bo  ^tefed. 
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**  Daughter,  dear  daughter /'  old  Lucretius  cries, 
**  That  life  was  mine,  which  thou  hast  here  deprived. 
If  in  the  child  the  father's  image  lies, 
Where  shall  I  live,  now  Lucrece  is  unlived  ? 
T^ou  wast  not  to  this  end  from  me  derived. 
If  children  pre-deoease  progenitors. 
We  are  their  oflfspring,  and  they  none  of  ours. 

**Poor  broken  glass,  I  often  did  behold 
In  thy  sweet  semblance  my  old  a§e  new-bom ; 
But  now  that  fair  fresh  mirror,  dim  and  cold. 
Shows  me  a  bare-boned  death  oy  time  out-worn ; 
O,  from  thy  cheeks  my  image  thou  hast  torn  ! 

And  shiver'd  all  the  beauty  of  my  glass. 

That  I  no  more  can  see  what  once  I  was. 

"  O  time,  cease  thou  thy  course,  and  last  no  longer. 
If  they  surcease  to  be,  that  should  survive. 
Shall  rotten  death  make  conquest  of  the  stronger. 
And  leave  the  faltering  feeble  souls  alive  ? 
The  old  bees  die,  the  young  possess  their  hive : 

Then  live,  sweet  Lucrece.  live  again,  and  see 

Thy  father  die,  and  not  tny  father  tnee !" 

By  this*  starts  Collatine  as  from  a  dream. 
And  bids  Lucretius  give  his  sorrow  place ; 
And  then  in  key-cola  Lucrece'  bleeding  stream 
He  falls,  and  bathes  the  pale  fear  in  his  face, 
And  counterfeits  to  die  with  her  a  space : 

Till  manly  shame  bids  him  possess  his  breath, 

And  live,  to  be  revenged  on  her  death. 

The  deep  vexation  of  his  inward  soul 
Hath  served  a  dumb  arrest  upon  his  tongue : 
Who  mfUl  that  sorrow  should  his  use  control. 
Or  keep  him  from  heart-easing  words  so  long, 
Begins  to  talk ;  but  through  his  Ui)s  do  throng 
Weak  words,  so  thick  come,  in  his  poor  heart's  aid. 
That  no  man  could  distinguish  what  he  said. 

Yet  sometime  Tarquin  was  pronounced  plain. 
But  through  his  teeth^  as  if  the  name  he  tore. 
This  windy  tempest,  till  it  blew  up  rain. 
Held  back  his  sorrow's  tide^  to  make  it  more ; 
At  last  it  rains,  and  busy  winds  give  o'er : 
Then  son  and  father  weep  with  equal  strife, 
Who  should  weep  most  for  daughter  or  for  wife. 

The  one  doth  call  her  his,  the  other  his, 
Yet  neither  may  possess  the  claim  they  lay. 
The  father  says,  *' She's  mine :"  "  O  mine  she  is," 
Beplies  her  husband :  ''Do  not  take  away 
M^sorrow's  interest :  let  no  mourner  say 

He  weep  for  her,  for  she  was  only  mine, 

And  only  must  be  wail'd  by  Collatine." 

*  At  this  point. 


~0.~  quoth  Lncretiw!,  "  I  did  give  that  lire. 
W'bi^  she  too  eariy  uid  too  lUe  huh  apill'd." 
"  Wo^  woe,"  quoth  GoUatine,  "  she  was  my  vite. 


her,  Bod  'tis  nuDe  that  ihe  hath  kill'd." 
.jAier  and  »v  wife  witil  dwnoure  Gll'd 
disperM«d  air,  what  holding  Lucrace'  hre. 


MaitaugAierKai  mg  mj/i)  witil  dwnoure  Gll'd 
The  disperM«d  air,  what  holding  Lucrace'  h.., 
Anewerd  their  crie^  my  daiti/Kter  and  my  mife 


Brului,  who  pluck'd  the  knife  fh>m  Luureva'  iida, 
Seeing  such  emulatioo  in  their  noe, 
liogaa  to  olotha  hia  wit  in  slate  and  pride, 
BurjiQR  in  Lucrecs"  wound  hia  folly's  show. 
He  with  (he  Bomoiis  w&s  esteemed  so 
A*  Killy-jeeriog  idiots  we  with  kings, 
For  aportiTB  words,  and  utleiing  foolish  things ; 
But  DOW  ha  throws  that  shallow  habit  by, 
■Wherein  deep  polioy  did  him  disnuise ; 
And  arm'd  his  lon^-hid  vrila  advimdl]'. 
To  cbeck  the  tears  m  Collatiiius'  o^es: 
"Thau  nroneedlord  of  liome,"  quoth  be,  "ariie; 
Lot  my  unsounded  selr,  suppoaed  a  fool. 
Now  set  tb;  long-eiperienced  wit  to  school 


— „_  jO  giTB  thyself  a  blow, 

I'orhis  foulaotby  whom  thy  far  wife  bleeds? 
Suoh  childish  humour  ft-om  weak  minds  proceeds: 
Thy  wreWhed  wife  mistook  the  mutter  so. 
To  slay  herself,  that  sliould  have  slain  her  foe. 
"  Coumgeous  Roman,  do  not  sleep  thy  heart 
In  sucii  relenting  dew  of  lamentotionf, 
But  kneel  with  me,  and  help  to  bear  tb^  part, 
To  rouse  our  Boman  sods  with  inyocations, 
Tliat  they  will  suffer  these  abominations — 
Since  Borne  herself  in  them  doth  stand  disgraced— 
By  our  strong  anas  from  forth  her  fair  str^lel  ohawd. 
"  Now  by  the  Capitol  that  we  adore. 
And  by  this  chaste  blood  so  unjustly  stoned, 
Uy  heaven's  fur  sun,  that  breeds  the  fat  earth's  store, 
By  all  our  country  rights  in  Bome  maintained. 
And  by  chaste  Lucrece'  »oul  that  late  oonipluioed 
Uer  wrongs  to  us,  and  by  this  bloody  knife. 
We  will  revenge  the  death  of  this  true  wife." 
This  sud,  he  etnick  his  hand  upon  hia  breast^ 
And  kissM  the  fatal  knife  to  end  his  vow ; 
And  to  hia  prot«etstion  urgod  the  rc«^ 
Who  wondering  at  him,  did  him  words  allow  ;§ 
Then  Jointly  to  the  ground  their  knees  Ihey  bow  ; 
And  that  deep  vow  which  Brutus  made  befortt 
He  doth  agun  repeat,  and  that  they  swore. 
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When  they  had  sworn,  to  this  advised  doom, 
They  did  conclude  to  bear  dead  Lucreoe  thence ; 
To  show  the  bleeding  body  thorough  Eome, 
And  BO  to  publish  Tarquin's  foul  offence : 
Which  being  done  with  ^eedy  diUgence, 
The  Somans  plausibly  *  did  ^ve  consent 
To  Tarquin's  eyerlasting  banishment. 


That  is,  tpUh  acclamationa. 
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SONNETS. 

If  we  could  onoe  discover  the  true  solution  of  thai  enigm 
which  lies  hidden  in  the  Sonnets  attributed  to  Shakspeare,  ve 
might  perhaps  learn  much  that  is  now  mysterious  in  the  Yastotf 
of  his  life.    The  internal  evidence  of  their  authenticity  is  in»- 
sistible.    The  extraordinary  fact  is,  that  though  they  were  pub- 
lished and  repubUshed  as  his,  several  years  before  his  death,  he 
never  (at  least  pubhcly)  either  acknowledged  or  disowned  them. 
They  were  entered  on  the  Stationers' books,  20th  May,  1609^  hf 
the  publisher,  one  Thomas  Thorpe,  with  the  following  dedict- 
tion:  "To  the  only  begetter*  of  these  ensuing  sonneti;  Mr. 
W.  H.,all  happiness,  and  that  eternity  promised  by  our  ever-lifing 
poet,  wisheth  the  well-wishing  adventurer  in  setting  forth,  T.T." 
It  is  said,  indeed,  that  they  were  known  so  early  as  1596  to  Meni^ 
who  speaks  of  them  in  his  "  Wit's  Treasury,**  as  very  popii]tr;t 
but  this  may  only  apply  to  some  of  them,  or  even  to  other  dmiii 
poems  of  our  author.    The  greater  part  of  the  one  hundred  and 
fifty-four  printed  by  Thorpe  are  connected  together,  as  parte  of 
one  strange,  and  not  very  intelhgible  story.   It  would  seem  tarn 
Sonnet  Ixxiii.,  and  others,  that  Shakspeare  was  at  that  time  an  i(id 
man,— at  least,  that  he  was  many  years  older  than  the 
whom  he  addresses.  That  individual,  it  api)ears  throughout; 
a  nobleman  of  high  rank,  over  whom  (Son.  cxzv.)  he  had  on  i 
occasion  borne  a  canopy ;  the  poet  himself  being  a  player,  umI 
regarding  his  occupation  as  a  degraded  one,  insomuch  (says  he) 

That  almost  thence  my  nature  is  subdued 

To  what  it  works  in,  like  the  dyer's  hand. — (San.  eiL} 

Yet  between  these  two  persons,   so  widely  distant  in  neat 

station,  a  sort  of  Platonic  affection  had  arisen,  which,  on  tht 

poet's  part,  could  only  be  compared  with  that  which  atteched 

Socrates  to  Alcibiades,  and  was  even  much  more  extravagant  in 

admiration  of  his  young  friend's  personal  beauty.    This  he  oom- 

pares,  in  a  passage  which  was  a  peculiar  favourite  of  Charisi 

Lamb's,  to 

The  beauty  making:  beautiful  old  rhyme 

In  praise  of  ladies  dead  and  lovely  knifi^hta — (Son.  ctL) 

*  Begretter  here  means  merely  the  person  who  gets  or  procuies  a  ttiag. 

t  *'  As  the  soul  of  Euphorbus  was  thought  to  live  in  PytkULgonat,  so  tto 

sweet,  witty  soul  of  Ovid  liveA  in  mellifluous  and  honey-tonfoed  Shaks* 

Deare.    "Witness  Yi\a  \cuvvs  wwi  KdLOTs^,Ys&&  U&ieaeece«  his  sogared  " — ^ 

■mong  Y^  private  tcWu4%.** 
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if  he  had  said  the  heauty  of  those  dead  ladies  and  lovely 

ghts  was  such  as  to  render  even  the  old  rhymes  beautiful,  in 

tch  it  was  chronicled :  and  herein,  he  adds, 

I  see  their  antique  pen  would  have  expressM 
Even  such  a  beauty,  as  you  master  now.— {Ibid.) 

t  still  they  fell  short  of  the  admirable  form  which  this  young 
deman  possessed— 

And,  for  they  look*d  but  with  divining:  eyes, 
They  had  not  skill  enough  your  worth  to  sing^. 

s  seventeen  first  sonnets  are  all  employed  in  earnest  exhort- 
>n8  to  the  young  lord  to  marry,  in  order  that  he  might  j^r- 
uate  the  beauty  in  his  offspring,  which  he  himself  inherited 
tn  a  beautiful  mother. 

Thon  art  thy  mother's  glass :  and  she  in  thee 
Calls  back  the  lovely  April  of  her  prime.— (Son.  iii.) 

a  later  i)ortion  of  the  series  of  sonnets  we  find  the  poet 
iched  (as  it  seems,  not  very  reputably)  to  a  woman,  who 
erts  him  for  his  noble  friend  (Son.  cxUv.) ;  yet  he  neither 
aks  with  the  one  nor  with  the  other:  and  the  final  result  of 
h  connections  is  lefb  equally  in  doubt. 
?hat  the  sort  of  story  to  be  made  out  of  these  poems,  taken 
rally,  can  be  true,  seems  hardly  credible;  and  accordingly, 
ions  solutions  of  the  difficulty  have  been  proposed  by  dif- 
mt  critics.  One  suggestion  is,  that  the  **  W.  H.,  the  only 
letter  of  these  sonnets,"  is  put,  by  transposition,  for  H.  W. 
Bnry  Wriothesly)  earl  of  Southampton ;  another,  that  these 
/en,  in  their  -propeT  order,  stand  for  William  Herbert,  earl 
Pembroke :  but  there  are  no  circumstances  in  the  history  of 
ler  earl  to  which  the  sonnets  seem  applicable.  Dr.  Farmer 
poses  that  many  of  these  sonnets  were  addressed  to  our 
hor^s  nephew,  Mr.  William  Harte ;  but  Shakspeare's  sister, 
m  Harte,  was  not  bom  till  April,  1569,  and  supposing  her  to 
«  married  at  so  early  an  age  as  sixteen,  her  eldest  son 
niam  could  not  have  been  more  than  twelve  years  old  in 
8,  at  which  time  these  sonnets  were  composed.  Mr.  Tyr- 
itt  x)ointed  out  to  Mr.  Malone  a  line  in  the  twentieth  * 
net^  which  inclined  him  to  think  that  the  initials  W.  H, 
id  for  W.  Hughes.    Speaking  of  this  person,  the  i)oet  says 

A  man  in  hew  all  Heufa  in  his  controIUng — 

lie  line  is  exhibited  in  the  old  copy ;  and  Mr.  M^Xoiv^  ^  cnm^- 
tag  tiuiit  one  of  these  sonnets  is  formed  entirely  on  ^  ^^i  qtl 
wiibar'sCbnstian  name,**  seems  disi)osed  to  regjBQC^VibA&cKyD^^^ 
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tore  M  aot  unpmbahle.  But,  us  Mr.  Btwirall  pointed  out.  tbi 
iii»n7  olher  words  in  these  poams  were,  b?  Ibe  prioter'B  iii« 
raprii«,  originatl;  prictcd  in  Ilalirs  and  witli  a  (spital  rnili 
liitt«r,  Mr.  Chalmers  started  a  proposition,  that  "the  lovii 
boj "  wliom  ShftkspBsre  addresaed  was  no  less  &  person  thi 
ottr  maiden  Qneen  EHzHbeth  ;  and  it  is  just  po^^ble  tlint  he  m: 
have  bad  ber  celibiLCf  indirectly  in  Tien,  as  a  popuUr  t(^ 
Mr.  Coleridge,  on  the  other  hanil,  oonoraTed  that  all  the  sc 
nets  irere  reallj  addr«ssed  to  a  miatrtss,  and  that  the  e:  . 
of  a  diObreat  import  were  added  w  a  blind.  Even  ibit,  faowc 
ifl  but  an  unsBliafactorj  oonjeoture.  There  certMnlrfeag 
Nuiilitude  between  the  desoriptione  oFa  beMitifnl  but  tno 
youth  in  the  Lavei't  Contflaijii  and  in  tht 
these  »RWQ  remind  one  strongly  of  passages  ia 
tUgrin,  and  in  VertMt  md  Adotm,  which  were  oertaioly  « 
poaed  at  an  early  period.  After  all,  it  is  possible  that  the  cnt 
alluded  to  in  the  connets  may  have  been  altogether  b 
Sliakspeare  was  never  the  inventor  of  a  tale  ;  he  seemed  to  hal 
ooufddered  thia  as  a  totally  imnuterial  part  of  bie  work :  all  U 
plays  were  founded  on  prevbua  history  or  romance,  H»  S 
oonsisted  in  diTing  into  the  secret  recesses  of  hiunan  thoughtaia 
Feelings,  and  bringing  them  forth  in  aution  under  any  giTcu  dit. 
of  person,  place,  position,  or  (arciunatsiice.  Amde,  barbutH 
chronicle,  or  bare  legend,  Bu£Bced  for  his  purpose.  Notbing  M| 
be  more  meagre  than  the  British  traditions  of  l,ear  or  tb 
llanish  Hamlet :  nothing  more  profoundly  philosopbio  than  tb 
pioture  of  insanity  produced  by  filial  ingratitude  io  IM  dri 
passionate  lung ;  or  than  the  hesitation  of  the  young  prinoe  wli 
believes,  yet  doubts,  the  supernaturiLt  vidtjitioii  of  his  ranrdera 
Either,  spurring  him  on  to  revenge  against  the  fratnoida  mujl 
and  yet  checking  it  oijainKt  the  somiely  less  guilty?  mnthei 
When  wo  see  how  small  a  hint  luffioed  to  set  in  motion  tin 
deep  sympathy  with  human  nature  in  all  tU  modiSomtions  xhki 
Shakapeare  possessed  in  a  degree  beyond  any  other  writer  whoi 
works  at  preiient  eiist,  or  probably  ercr  have  existed,  we  nut. 
thiuk  it  not  unlikely  that  the  fandful  hint  of  a  ttiend  may  km 
oriitinuted  tiie  sonnets,  which,  as  applied  to  any  oonc^vntde  iUlt< 
of  facta,  appenr  so  inexphoable.  Strange  as  it  seems  Uwt  Sha 
peare  should  have  led  hia  autborsbip  of  theas  very  angular  eo 
portions  in  douH.  -ijel  even  \^Aa  \itnW^  may  be  exptained  tf 
that  disregard  oS  fatme  w\ai3a.  '^  «i  vwmS™  *■  \««os»  "> 
ohsiraolec.  "^.^, 
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I. 

From  fiureet  oreatares  we  desire  increase^* 
TbaJb  thereby  beauty's  rose  might  never  die, 
But  as  the  nper  should  by  time  decease, 
"EJa  tender  heir  might  bear  his  memory : 
But  thou,  contracted  to  thine  own  bright  eyes. 
Feed'st  thy  lig[hf  s  flame  with  self-substantial  mel, 
MaMns  a  DEunme  where  abundance  lies, 
Thyseli  thj  foe,  to  thy  sweet  self  too  cruel. 
Thou  th%t  art  now  the  world's  ft^h  ornament^ 
And  only  herald  to  the  gaudy  spring, 
"Within  thine  own  bud  buriest  thy  content, 
And,  tender  churl,  mak'st  waste  in  niggardling.t 
Pity  the  world,  or  else  this  glutton  be, 
To  eat  the  world's  due,  by  the  grave  and  thee-J 

II. 
When  forty  winters  shall  besiege  thy  bro^ 
And  dig  deep  trenches  in  thy  beauty's  fielc^ 
Thy  youth's  proud  livery,  so  gazed  on  now, 
WOl  DO  a  tatter'd  weed,  of  small  worth  held : 
Then  being  ajsk'd  where  all  thy  beauty  lies, 
Were  all  the  treasure  of  thy  lusty  days ; 
To  8ay,§  within  thine  own  deep-sunken  eyes, 
Were  an  all-eating  shame,  and  thriftless  praise. 
How  much  more  praise  deserved  thy  beauty's  use, 
If  thou  oouldst  answer,  "  This  fair  child  of  mine 
Shall  turn  mw  count,  and  make  my  whole  excuse^-^ 
Proving  his  beauty  oy  succession  thine. 
This  were  to  be  new  made^  when  thou  art  old, 
And  see  thy  blood  warm||  when  thou  feel'st  it  cold.^ 

III. 

liook  in  thy  fs^naa,  and  tell  the  face  thou  viewest : 
Now  is  the  time  that  face  should  form  another; 
Whose  fresh  repair  if  now  thou  not  renewest. 
Thou  dost  beguile**  the  world,  unbless  some  mother.ft 


•  nib  aonnet  seems,  in  common  with  the  eighteen  which  follow,  to  be 
tUBttAj  an  expansion  of  the  argument  of  the  stanza  in  Ventu  and  Adonit 
caaamencing  **  Upon  <3ie  earth's  increase  why  shonldst  thou  feed  ?  "  and 
wUdi  will  goide  the  reader  to  the  general  purport  of  the  sonnets  them- 
•dbrw.    The  meaning  of  particular  passages  is  almost  impracticable. 

t  /.  e*  tn  thy  very  niggardliness. 

t  I.  e.  what  is  due  to  the  world,  both  by  death  and  \iy  t^hy^ett. 

/  (TbatUit),  I  I.e.  in  thy  child.  ^  I.  e.  Vsv^T^^- 

**  Cheat  ff  I.  e.  leave  some  woman  unblessed  viVtYk  TDatagnoSKi . 


For  ttliere  U  she  «o  bir.  whose  nn'ear'd*  womb 

IHaduni  ihe  tiUue  of  tiif  busbaudiy  ? 
Or  who  ii  be  BD  tatxd,i  mil  be  the  tomb 
or  his  seU-loie,  to  stop  postent;  ? 
Tbou  rut  thr  mother^  slaes,  sad  she  in  thee 
Calls  back  toe  loTsly  AprU  of  her  pime :  J 
8a  thou  through  windows  of  Ihioe  ago  shidt  ae^ 
Dwpite  of  wrinklee,  Ihia  thy  galden  time. 
But  if  thou  LivfL  rememberd  not  to  be. 
Die  single,  and  thina  image  dies  with  titee. 
IV. 
TTnlhrift;  lovelineia,  whs  dost  thou  epend 
"Cpou  thjfielf  thy  beauty''^  l^nuy  p 
Nature's  bequest  gives  nolhing,  but  doth  lend. 
And  beicg  franh,  she  lentb  to  those  ure  &ee. 
Then,  beauteous  n^gard,  why  dust  thou  abuse 
The  bounteous  Iotkss  aiTen  tiiee  to  give  ? 
Profitless  usurer,  why  doet  thou  use 
So  great  a  sum  of  sums,  yet  caoEb  not  live  ? 
Pot  having  tralDc  with  Ihysalf  alone. 
Thou  of  thyself  thr  sweet  self  doat  deems. 
Then  how,  when  oatute  'Calls  tbee  to  be  gon^ 
What  aooeptable  audita  canst  thou  leoie  ? 
Thy  unused  beauty  must  be  lomb'd  wiUi  the«^ 
Wtaicb,  used,  lives  tbj  executor  to  be. 


it  unfairlT  whui  fairly  doth  excel ; 

Far  never-iestilig  Time  l«nds  Sammer  cm 

To  hideous  Winter,  and  oonfounds  him  there ; 

Sap  chcek'd  with  frost,  and  lusty  leaves  Quite  eoa% 

B^uty  o'er-^now'd,  and  baroness  everji«iere ; 

Then,  were  not  ammner'a  distillation  bti, 

A  liquid  prisoner  rent  in  walla  of  ghisB, 

Beauty's  effect  with  beauiy  *■  were  bereft^ 

Nor  it,  nor  no  remombranoe  what  it  was. 
Hut  flowers  distiU'd,  thouith  they  with  winter  meet, 
LeDseft  bat  their  show;  their  substanoe  stUl  livw  airML 
TL 

Then  let  not  winter's  fagRed  hand  deftfle 

In  Ihoe  thy  summi^r,  ere  thou  be  distill'd : 

Malie  sweet  aame  rhial,  trcosure  thou  some  place 

TVith  beauty's  treasure,  ere  it  be  self-kiU'd. 
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That  use*  is  not  forbidden  usury. 

Which  happiest  those  that  pay  the  willing  loan ; 

That* s  for  thyself  to  breed  another  thee. 

Or  ten  times  happier,  be  it  ten  for  one ; 

Ten  times  thyself  were  happier  than  thou  art. 

If  ten  of  thine  ten  times  rengured  thee : 

Then^  what  oould  death  do  if  thou  shouldst  depart, 

Leaving  thee  hving  in  posterity  ? 
Be  not  self-will'd,  for  thou  art  much  too  fair 
To  be  death's  conquest,  and  make  worms  thine  heir. 

vn. 

Lo,  in  the  orient  when  the  gracious  light 
Lifts  up  his  burning  head,  each  under  eyej 
Doth  homage  to  his  new-appearing  sight, 
Serving  with  looks  his  sacim  majesty ; 
And  having  climb'd  the  steep-up  heavenly  hill, 
Besembling  strong  youth  in  nis  middle  age, 
Yet  mortallooks  aoore  his  beauty  stiU, 
Attending  on  his  golden  pil^image ; 
But  when  from  high-most  pitch,  with  weary  car 
like  feeble  age,  he  reeleth  nrom  the  day, 
The  eyes,  'fore  duteous,  now  converted  are 
From  his  low  tract,§  and  look  another  way : 

So  thou,  thyself  out-going  in  thy  noon, 

TJnlook'd  on  diest,  unless  thou  get  a  son. 

VIIL 

Music  to  hear,||  why  hear'st  thou  music  sadly  P 

Sweets  with  sweets  war  not,  joy  delights  in  joy. 

Whf  lov*8t  thou  that  which  thou  receiVst  not  gladly  P 

Or  else  receiVst  with  pleasure  thine  annoy  ? 

If  the  true  concord  of  well-tuned  sounds. 

By  unions  married^  do  offend  thine  ear, 

They  do  but  sweetly  chide  thee,  who  confounds 

In  smgleness  the  parts  that  thou  shouldst  bear. 

Mark  how  one  string,  sweet  husband  to  another, 

Strikes  each  in  each  bv  mutual  ordering ; 

Besembling  sire  and  child  and  happy  mother, 

Who  all  in  one.  one  pleasing  note  do  sing : 
Whose  speechless  song,  being  many,  seeming  one, 
Sings  this  to  thee,  '*  Thou,  smgle,  wilt  prove  none.** 

IX. 

la  it  for  fear  to  wet  a  widow's  eye. 

That  thou  oonsum'st  thyself  in  single  life  P 

Ah !  if  thou  issueless  shalt  hap  to  die. 

39ie  world  will  wail  thee,  like  a  makelessIT  wife ; 

*  Uflance.  t  Makes  happy.  t  ^c^^^'^^«S^i:s<qi« 

>  FkQi.  I  O  thou,  whom  it  is  mnidc  to  Ykeax. 

f  MaMcm, 


When  every  prirato  widow  well  may  keem 
Uf  ohildreo'i  eyes,  her  busbaud's  sbkpe  in  mind. 
L(wk,  what  an  uDthrift  to  the  world  doth  apeoc^ 
Sbiru  bul  ite  place.  Tor  still  the  world  eujoyB  it ; 
But  bmtt}^B  wasM  hath  in  the  world  an  eod. 
And  kept  unused,  the  uier  »d  detbroys  it 

No  love  toward  others  in  that  bosom  sto. 

XW  on  himself  such  murderous  shami 


Pdr  ahorae !  deny  that  thou  bear'at  love  to  ^j,  I 
Who  for  thyself  urt  bo  unprovident 
Grant  if  thou  wilt,  thou  art  beloved  of  many. 
But  thnt  thou  none  lov'st,  ia  moat  evident : 
For  thou  art  «o  poweee'd  ivith  murderous  hate. 
That  'gainat  thyaelC  thou  flljok'st  not  to  ooanpin^ 
Seeking  that  beaul«ouB  roof  to  niinale, 
'VTliioh  to  repair  ahould  be  tby  chief  deeire. 
O  change  thy  thought  that  I  may  obange  my  nuod  1 
Shall  hate  be  fairer  Icx^ed  than  gentle  love  t 
Be,  as  thy  presence  ia,  gracious  and  kind, 
Or  to  thyself,  at  least,  kia>d~hearted  prove : 
Make  thee  anoUicr  self,  for  love  or  me, 
Thnt  beautf  still  may  live  in  thine  or  thee, 

XL 

Ab  fast  as  thou  shalt  wane,  so  fest  thou  graw'st 
In  one  of  thine,  from  that  which  thou  departest ; 
And  that  freah  blood  which  youngb"  thou  bertow'at. 
Thou  mayst  call  thine,  when  thou  ftam  youth  oonTerteEl.t 
Herein  lives  wisdom,  beautf,  and  io 


And  threescore  years  would  m^e  the  world  away. 
Ijet  those  whom  nature  bath  not  made  br  storej 
Harsh,  featureless,  and  rude,  barrenly  perish  ; 
Look,!  whom  she  beat  eudow'd.  she  gave  the«  iiiore;|| 
Which  bounteous  tpfL  thau  shouldst  m  bounty  dierHh: 
She  carved  thee  for  her  seal,  and  meant  thereby. 
Thou  shouldat  print  more,  jior  let  that  copy  die. 
XIL 
When  I  do  count  the  clock  that  tells  the  time. 
And  eeo  the  brave  day  sunk  in  hideous  night ; 
When  I  behold  the  violet  past  prime. 
And  Babte  curls,  all  ailver'4  o'er  with  white ; 

•  YfYifBYoang.  t  Di 

t  l.*.tol»sieMIw4.tani».  v^ 
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When  lofty  trees  I  see  barren  of  leaves, 

Which  erst  fh>m  heat  did  canopy  the  herd. 

And  summer's  ^een  all  girded  up  in  sheaves. 

Borne  on  the  bier  with  white  ana  bristly  beard;* 

Then  of  thy  beauty  do  I  question  make. 

That  thou  among  the  wastes  of  time  must  go. 

Since  sweets  and  beauties  do  themselves  for^e, 

And  die  as  fast  as  they  see  others  erow ; 
And  nothing  'gainst  Time's  scynie  can  make  defimce, 
Save  breed,  to  hrave  him,t  when  he  takes  thee  h^ice. 

xin. 

O  that  you  were  yourself !  but,  love,  you  are 
No  longer  ^ours,  than  you  yourself  here  live : 
Against  this  coming  end  you  should  prepare. 
And  your  sweet  semblance  to  some  other  give : 
So  should  that  beauty  which  you  hold  in  lease, 
Hnd  no  determination  :X  then  you  were 
Yourself  again,  after  yourself 's  decease. 
When  your  sweet  issue  your  sweet  form  should  bear. 
Who  lets  so  fair  a  house  fall  to  decay. 
Which  husbandry  §  in  honour  might  uphold 
Against  the  stormy  gusts  of  winter's  day. 
And  barren  rage  of  death's  eternal  cold  ? 

O !  none  but  unthriffcs : — ^Dear  my  love,  you  know. 

You  had  a  father ;  let  your  son  say  so. 

XIV. 

Not  from  the  stars  do  I  my  judgment  pluck; 

And  yet  methinks  I  have  astronomy. 

But  not  to  tell  of  good,  or  evil  luck. 

Of  plagues,  of  dearths,  or  seasons'  quality : 

Nor  can  I  fortune  to  orief  minutes  tell, 

Pointing  to  each  his  thunder,  rain,  and  wind ; 

Or  say,  with  princes  if  it  shall  go  well, 

By  on  predictJI  that  I  in  heaven  find : 

But  from  thine  eyes  my  knowledge  I  derive. 

And  (cons1»nt  stars)  in  them  I  r^  such  art. 

As  truth  and  beauty  shall  together  thrive. 

If  from  thyself  to  store  thou  wouldst  convert :% 
Or  else  of  thee  this  I  nrognosticate, 
Thy  end  is  truth's  and  b^ut/s  doom  and  date. 

XV. 

When  I  consider  everything  that  grows 

Holds  in  perfection  but  a  little  moment. 

That  this  nuge  state**  presenteth  nought  but  shows 

Whereon  the  stars  in  secret  influence  comment; 

•  /.  e.  fhe  com  carried  home. 

t  /.  e.  children,  who  may  set  Time  at  defiance. 

t  I.  e.  become  a  fee-simple.  §  Economical  pmdence. 

I  By  what  is  xaos^  frequently  prognosticated. 

\  If  thoa  wouldst  change  tby  single  state,  and  create  avtote  cA  \ira^g8Gc<3 . 

^'^Tbe  state  of  man  J  tbewarid. 


r 


0  bokhetb. 

Wlisn  I  percBTO  that  men  Jis  olmiU  increase,  JL 
Cheered  and  check'd  even  by  the  Belf-aaiae  skyM 
Taunt  in  tbeir  youtblUl  sap,  at  height  decj 
And  woar  their  brave  sta.te  out  of  memory 
Then  l^e  oonvoit  of  thi«  ioconsiant  alar 
Bet«  jou  most  rinh  in  yoiilh  belbra  my  sights 
Where  nosteM  Time  debateth  with  Decay. 
*"     '  aniie  ^our  day  of  y'xi'h  to  eumed  night 


And  fortify  yourself  in  your  ...  . 
With  raeans  more  blessed  than  my  barren  . 
Kow  Btaiul  you  on  the  top  of  happy  hours  ^ 
And  many  maiden  gardens  yet  unset, 
With  virtunns  nish  ivould  bear  you  living  Sl., 
Hueh  liker  than  your  painted  oounlerfeit  :* 
So  should  tlie  lines  of  Iifet  tbat  life  repair. 
Which  this,  Time's  pencil,  or  my  pupil  l>Bn|t 
Neither  in  mward  worth,  nor  outward  (air,  J 
Can  make  you  lire  yours-elf  in  eyes  of  nLen. 
ToBiveBwuy  yourself,  keeps  yourself  still  ;|| 
Ano  you  must  live,  drawn  by  your  OWn  sweet  sldfl. 
XVIL 
"Who  will  believe  my  verse  in  time  to  oome, 
If  it  were  QU'd  with  your  most  high  deserUF 
Thouoii  yet  heaven  kuons,  it  is  but  as  a  lomb 
Wliicamdesyour  life,  and  shows  not  half  your  parti. 
If  I  could  write  the  beauty  of  your  eyes. 
And  in  fresh  numbers  number  all  your  graces, 
Xhe  age  to  oouie  would  say,  This  poet  liik 
Such  heavenly  touuhes  ne  er  touoh'd  earthly  Jk«" 
Bo  should  mf  papers,  yeUow'd  with  llieir  age, 
Be  BCorn'd,  Uke  old  men  of  less  truth  than  tc~ 
And  your  true  nghts  be  term'il  a  poet's  rage 
And  Btre1«hed  metre  of  an  antique  song : 
But  were  some  child  of  yours  alive  thai  li 
You  should  live  twice ; — in  it,  and  in  my  r 
XVIIL 
Shall  I  compare  thee  to  a  summer's  day  ? 
Thou  art  more  lovely  and  more  temperate ; 
Eougb  winds  do  shake  the  darling  buds  of  Hby, 
And  summer's  lease  hath  a]l  too  short  a  date : 
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Sometime  too  hot  the  eye  of  heaven  shines, 
And  often  is  his  gold  complexion  dimm'd ; 
And  every  fair  from  fair  sometime  declines, 
By  chance,  or  nature's  changing  course,  untrimm'd  ;* 
But  thy  eternal  summer  shstil  not  fade, 
Nor  lose  poss^ion  of  that  fair  thou  owest  ;t 
Nor  shsjfdeath  hrag  thou  wander'st  in  his  shade, 
When  in  eternal  lines  to  time  thou  growest  :X 
So  long  as  men  can  hreathe,  or  eyes  can  see. 
So  long  lives  this,  and  this  gives  life  to  thee. 

XIX. 

Devouring  Time,  hlunt  thou  the  lion's  paws. 
And  make  the  earth  devour  her  own  sweet  brood ; 
Pluck  the  keen  teeth  from  the  fierce  tiger's  jaws. 
And  burn  the  long-lived  phoenix  in  her  blood ;  § 
Make  glad  and  sorry  seasons  as  thou  fleet'st. 
And  do  whate'er  thou  wilt,  swift-footed  Time, 
To  the  wide  world,  and  all  her  fading  sweets ; 
But  I  forbid  thee  one  most  heinous  crime : 
O  carve  not  with  thv  hours  my  love's  fair  brow. 
Nor  draw  no  Unes  there  with  thine  antique  pen ; 
Him  in  thy  course  untainted  do  allow. 
For  beauty's  pattern  te  succeeding  men. 

Yet,  do  thy  worst,  old  Time :  despite  thy  wrong, 

My  love  shall  in  my  verse  live  ever  young. 

XX. 

A  woman's  face,  with  nature's  own  hand  painted. 

Hast  thou,  the  master-mistress  of  my  i)assion ; 

A  woman's  gentle  heart,  but  not  acquainted 

With  shifting  change,  as  is  false  women's  fashion ; 

An  eye  more  bright  than  theirs,  less  false  in  rolling. 

Gilding  the  object  whereupon  it  gazeth ; 

A  man  in  hue,  all  hues  in  nis  controlling. 

Which  steals  men's  eyes,  and  women's  souls  amazeth. 

And  for  a  woman  wert  tnou  first  created ; 

Till  nature,  as  she  wrought  thee,  fell  a-doting. 

And  by  addition  me  of  thee  defeated, 

Byadding  one  thing  to  my  purpose  nothing. 
Sat  since  she  prick'd  thee  out  for  women  s  pleasureJj ' 
Mibe  be  thy  love,  and  thy  love's  use  their  treasure.il 

XXI. 

So  is  it  not  with  me  as  with  that  muse, 
Stirr'd  by  a  painted  beauty  to  his  verse ; 
Who  heaven  itself  for  ornament  doth  use, 
And  every  tail  with  his  fair  doth  rehearse ; 

*  IMvested  of  ornament.  t  That  beauty  thoa  possessest. 

t  Death  shall  not  boast  he  has  thee  in  his  power  when  thou  hast  become 
I  part  of  time  by  means  of  a  series  of  pictures  of  thyself. 
4  BmmberaUve.  II  Nominated  by  a  puxkC^;ox«CfixEas£\L. 

Y  Tbereaalt  of  thy  lore,  tbeir  Aiture  treasure. 


Wivb  MID  Mid  moon,  with  eartii  Bad  « 

With  April's  fljral-boni  flowor*,  and  all  things  «re 

"nut  heaven's  wr  in  this  tinge  ronduref  hema. 

O  let  me,  true  in  love,  but  trulj  write. 

And  Ihen  believe  mo,  my  love  is  as  Mr 

As  snf  mother'a  child,  tboogb  not  so  brisht 

An  those  goldcaadlea  Si'd  in  heaven's  air:£ 

Let  them  sa;  more  that  like  of  hearsa;  wd] ; 

1  will  not  praise,  that  purpose  not  to  aelL 

XXII. 
tSy  ghisa  shoQ  not  persuade  me  I  am  old. 


Theo  look  I  deaUi  my  days  should  eipiate-g 

For  all  that  beauty  Uial  doth  cover  thee, 

I«  but  the  seemly  raiment  of  my  heart, 

"W  hich  in  thy  breast  doth  live,  ns  thine  in  ue : 

How  can  I  then  be  elder  than  thou  art  ? 

O  therefore,  love,  be  of  thyself  so  wary, 

'  -  '  —  '- '"  --It  for  "--  -^"  ■ 


As  I,  not  for  myself,  biit  for  tbee  will; 
Bearina  thy  hearty  which  1  will  keep  so  ch 
A£  lender  nurse  her  babe  bora  faring  ilL 

Presume  not  on  thy  heart  when  mine  is 

Thou  gaVst  me  thiiie,  not  to  give  buck  agtuik' 

As  an  nnperfect  actor  on  the  sUse 
'Who  with  his.fear  ia  pub  beside  his  part ; 
Or  some  fierce  thing  replete  mth  too  much 
'VThose  strength's  abundance  weakens  lus 
So  I,  for  fear  of  trust,  forr-' ' 


The  perf^  ceremony  of  love's  rite. 


And  in  mine  own  love's  BtreoE 
e'er-charged  with  burthen  of 
O  let  my  looks  be  then  the  eloiiuei 


e'er-charged  with  burthen  of  mine  own  love's  mighL 
"  '-'  my  looks  """  " —  ■" — ' 


.     .  ..-eeipree^iL 

O  learn  to  read  what  silent  love  hath  writ: 
To  hear  with  eyes  belongs  ta  love's  fine  wit. 


Mine  eye  hath  play'd  the  painter,  and  hath  steel'dt  t        ■ 
Thy  beauty*B  form  in  table  of  my  heart ;  ^^^^J 

My  body  is  the  frame  wherein  "kh  held,  ^^^^^^ 

And  perspective  it  is  best  painters  art.   ' 


L 


aiQsieetUjtt  ^  ■ 

■  C^^l 

M 
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Tor  through  the  painter  must  you  see  his  skill. 

To  find  where  your  true  image  pictured  lies» 

Which  in  my  bosom's  shop  is  hanging  still, 

That  hath  his  windows  glazed  with  tmne  eyes. 

Now  see  what  good  turns  eyes  for  eyes  have  done ; 

Mine  eyes  have  drawn  thy  shape,  and  thine  for  me 

Are  windows  to  my  breast  where-through  the  sun 

Delights  to  peep,  to  g^  tnerein  on  thee ; 
Tet  eyes  uiis  cunning  want  to  grace  their  art» 
They  draw  but  what  they  see,  know  not  the  heart 

XXV. 

Let  those  who  are  in  favour  with  their  stars, 

Of  i)ublic  honour  and  proud  titles  boast, 

Wmlst  I.  whom  fortune  of  such  triumph  bars^ 

tlnlook'a-for  Joy  in  that  I  honour  most. 

Great  prince^  favourites  their  fair  leaveel*  spread. 

But  as  the  marigold  at  the  sun's  eye; 

And  in  themselves  their  pride  Ues  buried, 

For  at  a  frown  they  in  their  Klory  die. 

The  painfiil  warrior  famoused  for  fighl^ 

After  a  thousand  victories  once  foil'o^ 

Is  from  the  book  of  honour  razed  qmte. 

And  all  the  rest  forgot  for  which  he  toird : 
Then  happy  I,  that  love  and  am  beloved. 
Where  I  may  not  remove,  nor  be  removed. 

XXVI. 

Lord  of  iny  love,  to  whom  in  vassalag^e 

Thy  merit  hath  my  duty  strongly  knil^ 

To  thee  I  send  this  written  embassa^. 

To  witnesst  dutv,  not  to  show  my  wit. 

Duty  so  great,  wmch  wit  so  poor  as  mine 

Mav  make  seem  bare,  in  wanting  words  to  show  it ; 

But  tiiat  I  hope  some  good  conceit  of  thine 

In  thy  soul's  thought,  all  naked,  will  bestow  it : 

TUl  whatsoever  star  that  guides  my  moving, 

Points  on  me  graciously  with  fair  asp^t, 

And  puts  apparel  on  my  tatter'd  lovmg, 

Td  show  me  worthy  of  thy  sweet  respect : 
Then  may  I  dare  to  boast  how  I  do  love  thee^ 
Till  then,  not  show  my  head  where  thou  mayst  prove  me. 

XXVIL 

Weary  with  toil,  I  haste  me  to  my  bed, 
The  dear  repose  for  limbs  with  travel  tired ; 
But  then  begins  a  joumev  in  my  head. 
To  w(»rk  my  mind  when  Body's  work 's  expired 

*  The  leavei  of  hope.  t  Cttve  evidenoe  cf. 


Far  tUen  my  llisugh(«  {[rotn  far  where  I  b\ 
liiteud*  a  tetilous  pilgnmue  to  thea, 
And  keep  m;  drooping  ejieuda  open  wide. 
Looking  on  aarknen  whicli  Uie  blind  do  Bee : 
I^Tc  that  my  soul's  imsginuj  sieht 
Presente  thj  ehadow  to  my  eightW  yietr, 
Wliich,  lika  s  jewel  hung  in  glutstly  night, 
Makes  block  night  beouteaus,  and  her  old  bee  nen 
Iio  thui,  by  day  my  limbs,  by  night  my  mind, 
For  thee,  and  for  myself,  no  quiet  find. 


When  day's  oppres^on  is  not  eased  by  night,  1 
But  dsy  by  night  uod  ni^ht  by  day  oppraas'dr 
And  eaoh,  though  enemies  to  either's  reign. 
Do  in  Dontent  shake  h&ude  ia  torture  me. 
The  one  by  toil,  the  other  to  coraplaia 
Ko*  far  1  toil,  «till  farther  off  tiora  thee. 
I  t«ll  the  Day,  to  pleaga  him,  thou  sirl  bright. 
And  dost  hiiu  gmce  when  oloudE  do  blot  the  heai 
Bo  flatter  I  the  swurt-oompleiion'd  Night ; 


And  Night  doth  niighlly  make  griefB  lengthaeein 
SXIX 
When  in  diagnico  with  fortune  and  men's  eyes, 
I  all  alone  bewpep  iiij  outcast  state. 
And  trouble  deaf  heaven  with  my  bootless  criee. 
And  look  upon  myselC  and  curse  my  fate. 
Wishing  me  like  to  one  more  tiriii  in  hope, 
PeeturM  lilce  him,  liiie  him  with  friends  pt^aa^d, 
X>esirinB  Ibis  man  s  art,  and  that  man's  s'»'»       ■'- 
With  what  I  most  enjoy  content^  least , 
Yet  in  these  thoughts  myself  almost  decpisii 
Eaply  I  think  on  thee,^ — ami  then  my  ei'- 
(lAke  to  the  lark  at  break  of  day  ansing 
Prom  sullen  earth)  sings  hymns  at  hesTenti 

For  thy  sweet  iove  remember'd, 

Tliat  then  1  scorn  to  change  my 


sessions  of  sweet  silent  thont^bj 
1  remerabrance  of  things  p««f^  . 
ik  of  many  a  thing  I  sought,       ' 


s  wail  my  dear  tims^. 
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Then  can  I  drown  an  em  unused  to  flow, 
For  precious  Mends  hid  in  death's  dateless*  night. 
And  weep  aftresh  love's  long-since-cancell'd  woe. 
And  moan  the  expense  of  many  a  vanished  sight,  f 
Then  can  I  grieve  at  grievances  fore-gone, 
And  heavily  from  woe  to  woe  tell  o'er 
The  sad  account  of  fore-bemoaned  moan. 
Which  I  new  nav^  as  if  not  paid  before. 

But  if  the  wnile  I  think  on  thee,  dear  friend, 

All  losses  are  restored,  and  sorrows  end. 

XXXI. 

Thy  bosom  is  endeared  with  all  hearts, 
Which  I  by  lacking  have  supposed  dead ; 
And  there  reigns  love  and  all  love's  loving  parts, 
And  all  those  friends  which  I  thought  buried. 
How  many  a  holy  and  obseauious§  tear 
Hath  dear  religious  love  stolen  from  mine  eye. 
As  interest  of  the  dead,  which  now  appear 
But  things  removed,  that  hidden  in  thee  lie ! 
Thou  art  the  grave  where  buried  love  doth  Uve, 
Hung  with  the  trophies  of  my  lovers  ||  ^ne. 
Who  all  their  parts  of  me  to  thee  did  give ; 
That  due  of  many  now  is  thine  alone : 
Their  images  I  loved  I  view  in  thee, 
And  thou  (all  they)  hast  all  the  all  of  me. 

XXXII. 

If  thou  survive  my  well-contented  day. 

When  that  churl  Death  my  bones  with  dust  shall  cover. 

And  shalt  by  fortune  once  more  re-survey 

These  poor  rude  lines  of  thv  deceased  lover, 

Comps^  them  with  the  bettering  of  the  time ; 

And  though  they  be  out-stripp'd  by  every  pen, 

R^ervelf  them  for  my  love,  not  for  their  rhyme. 

Exceeded  by  the  height  of  happier  men. 

O  then  vouchsafe  me  but  this  loving  thought ! 

Htid  my  friend* 8  muse  grown  with  this  growing  age^ 

A  deader  birth  than  this  his  love  had  brought. 

To  march  in  ranks  of  better  equipage  : 
Sut  since  he  died,  a/nd  poets  better  prove. 
Theirs  for  their  style  Fll  read,  his  for  his  love. 

XXXIII. 

FuQ  many  a  glorious  morning  have  I  seen 
Platter  the  mountain  tops  with  sovereign  eye, 
EJssing  with  golden  face  the  meadows  green. 
Gilding  pale  streams  with  heavenly  alchymy ; 

*  Endless. 

t  Cost  many  a  past  8ig;h  (still  rustically  called  sighth).  Sighing  was  for- 
lerty  de«aned  in^adidal  to  the  health. 
X  Pay  over  again.  ^  Funereal. 

I  Lovers^  in  all  these  iastancea,  means  simply  Mends  beloved. 

VOL.  v.  2  H 


Anon  permit  the  bnsMt  douils  to  ride 
With  ugly  rsolc  ou  his  oelectial  tu»^* 
And  from  the  Ibrlom  world  his  ima»  Iiide, 
Ste&lmg  UDSeeii  to  wast  with  tins  diatcroce : 
Even  BO  mj;  aun  ooe  early  room  did  shine, 
WiUi^l  triumphant  splendour  on  my  brow; 
But  out '.  bIsoIc  I  he  wits  but  one  hour  mine, 
The  roaion  oloudt  hath  maak'd  him  from  me  now, 
Yet  him  for  this  my  love  no  whit  disdaineth ; 
Buns  uf  the  world  mfty  stain.  X  when  heaven's  aus 
XXXIV. 

Why  didst  thoo  promise  such  a  beauteous  <biM 
And  maJie  me  traiel  forth  without  my  oloalt,    r 
To  let  baae  ulouda  o'erlake  me  in  my  way. 
Hiding  thy  bravery  in  their  rotten  smuke  ? 
'Tis  noli  enough  that  throuj^h  the  cloud  tbou  }Keak, 
To  dry  the  rain  on  my  atorui-beoteu  {tme, 
For  no  man  well  of  such  a  Ealre  can  speak, 
Thatheala  the  wound,  and  ourea  not  the  diigraeo: 


IT  can  thy  shame  Eive  physio  to  my  grief; 
-  joagh  thou  repent,  yet  I  cave  aljll  the  loss  l 
The  otfender's  sorrow  lends  but  weak  relief 


To  him  that  bears  the  strong;  offfeuce's  croas. 
Ah  !  but  those  tears  are  pearl  which  thy  love  sheds, 
And  they  ace  riuh,  and  ranjom  all  ill  deeds. 


Roses  have  thorns,  and  silver  fountains  mud ; 
Clouds  and  et^lipsee  st^n  both  moon  and  sun, 
And  loathsome  canker  lives  in  sweetest  bud. 
All  men  make  faults,  and  even  I  in  this, 
Auth6riziug  thy  trespass  with  oompare. 
Myself  corrupting,  advina  thy  araisa.J 
Excusing  thy  sins  more  than  thy  sins  are:|| 
For  to  thy  sensual  fault  I  briuR  in  sense 
(Thy  adverse  party  is  thy  advocate), 
And  'gainst  myself  a  lawful  plea  commence  :ir 
Buuh  oivil  war  is  in  my  love  aud  hate. 
That  I  an  aooessary  needs  must  be 
To  that  sweet  thiet  which  sourly  robs  from  a 
XXXVI.  , 
Let  me  confess  that  we  two  must  be  twuit. 
Although  our  undivided  loves  are  onet 
So  shall  those  blots  that  do  with  me  remun. 
Without  thy  help,  by  me  be  borne  alooe. 
'  Haoli  is  the  flMtinB  motton  of  the  cloud*. 
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In  our  two  loves  there  is  but  one  respect, 
Thouffh  in  our  lives  a  separable  spite,* 
Whicn  though  it  alter  not  love's  sole  effect, 
Yet  doth  it  steal  sweet  hours  from  love's  delight. 
I  may  not  evermore  acknowledge  thee. 
Lest  my  bewailed  guilt  should  do  thee  shame ; 
Nor  thou  with  public  kindness  honour  me, 
Unless  thou  take  that  honour  from  thy  name : 
But  do  not  so ;  I  love  thee  in  such  sort. 
As  thou  being  mine,  mine  is  thy  good  report. 

XXXVII. 

As  a  decrepit  father  takes  delight 

To  see  his  active  child  do  deeds  of  youth, 

So  I,  made  lame  by  fortune's  dearestf  spite, 

Take  all  my  comfort  of  thy  worth  and  truth ; 

For  whether  beauty,  birth,  or  wealth,  or  wit, 

Or  any  of  these  all,  or  all,  or  more, 

Entitledit  in  thy  parts  do  crowned  sit, 

I  maJce  my  love  engrafted  to  this  store : 

So  then  I  am  not  lame,  poor,  nor  despised, 

Whilst  that  this  shadow  doth  such  substance  give. 

That  I  in  thy  abundance  am  sufficed. 

And  by  a  part  of  all  thy  glory  live. 

Look  what  is  best,  that  best  I  wish  in  thee ; 

This  wish  I  have ;  then  ten  times  happy  me ! 

XXXVIIL 

How  can  my  muse  want  subject  to  invent. 
While  thou  dost  breathe,  that  pour'st  into  my  verse 
Thine  own  sweet  argument,§  too  excellent 
Por  every  vulgar  paper  to  rehearse  ? 
Oh,  give  thyself  the  thanks,  if  aught  in  me 
Worthy  perusal,  stand  against  thy  sight. 
For  who's  so  dumb  that  cannot  write  to  thee. 
When  thou  thyself  dost  give  invention  li^ht  ? 
Be  thou  the  tenth  muse,  ten  times  more  m  worth 
Than  those  old  Nine,  which  rhymers  invocate ; 
And  he  that  calls  on  thee,  let  him  bring  forth 
Eternal  numbers  to  outlive  long  date. 
If  my  sUght  muse  do  please  tnese  curious  days, 
The  pain  be  mine,  but  thine  shall  be  the  praise. 

•  XXXIX. 

O,  how  thy  worth  with  manners  may  I  sing, 

When  thou  art  all  the  better  part  of  me  ? 

What  can  mine  own  praise  to  mine  own  self  bring  ? 

And  what  is't  but  mine  own.  when  I  praise  thee  ? 

Even  for  this  let  us  divided  live, 

And  our  dear  love  lose  name  of  single  one, 

That  by  this  separation  I  may  give 

That  due  to  thee,  which  thou  deserv'st  alone. 

*  Separate,  for  Mfparaiing.  t  Dearest  Va  moat  operaUvc. 

r  Eanobied,  ^  Subject. 

2h  2 
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O,  absence,  what  a  torment  wouldst  thou  proTe, 
Were  it  not  thy  sore  leisure  gave  sweet  leave 
To  entertain  the  time  with  thoughts  of  love 
(Which  time  and  thoughts  so  sweetly  doth  deceive),* 
And  that  thou  teachest  how  to  make  one  twain, 
By  praising  him  here,  who  doth  hence  remain. 

XL. 

Take  all  my  loves,  my  love,  yea,  take  them  all ; 

What  hast  thou  then  more  than  thou  hadst  before? 

No  love,  my  love,  that  thou  majrst  true  love  call; 

All  mine  was  thine,  before  thou  hadst  this  mcnre. 

Then  if  for  my  love  thou  my  love  receivest, 

I  cannot  blame  thee,  forf  my  love  thou  usest; 

But  jret  be  blamed,  u  thou  thyself  dec^vest 

By  wilful  taste  of  what  thyself  refusest. 

I  do  forgive  thy  robbery,  gentle  thief, 

Althougn  thou  steal  thee  all  my  i>overty ; 

And  yet  love  knows,  it  is  a  greater  griei 

To  bear  love's  wrongs,  than  hate's  known  injury. 
Lascivious  grace,  m  whom  all  ill  well  shows, 
Kill  me  with  spites ;  yet  we  must  not  be  foes. 

XLL 

Those  pretty  wrongs  that  liberty  commits. 
When  i  am  sometime  absent  from  thy  hearty 
Thy  beauty  and  thy  years  full  well  befits, 
Por  still  temptation  follows  where  thou  art. 
Gentle  thou  art,  and  therefore  to  be  won. 
Beauteous  thou  art,  therefore  to  be  assail'd 
And  when  a  woman  wooes,  what  woman's  son ; 
Will  sourly  leave  her  till  she  have  prevailed. 
Ah  me  !  but  yet  thou  mightst,  my  sweet,  forbear. 
And  chide  thy  beautjr  and  thy  straying  youth. 
Who  lead  thee  in  their  riot  even  there 
WTiere  thou  art  forced  to  break  a  twofold  truth ; 
Hers,  by  thy  beauty  tempting  her  to  thee. 
Thine,  by  thy  beauty  being  false  to  me. 

XLIL 

That  thou  hast  her,  it  is  not  all  my  grie^ 

And  yet  it  may  be  said  I  loved  her  dearly ; 

That  she  hath  thee,  is  of  my  wailing  chief, 

A  loss  in  love  that  touches  me  more  nearly. 

Loving  offenders,  thus  I  will  excuse  ye : — 

Thou  dost  love  her,  because  thou  know'st  I  love  her; 

And  for  my  sake  even  so  doth  she  abused  me. 

Suffering  my  friend  for  my  sake  to  approve  her. 

*  Doth,  instead  ot  do.  \  '^^^s^.  \  Qecetrt. 
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If  I  lose  thee,  my  loss  is  my  love's  gain  * 
And  losing  her  my  friend  hath  found  that  loss ; 
Both  find  each  other,  and  I  lose  both  twain, 
And  both  for  my  sake  lay  on  me  this  cross : 

But  here's  the  joy ;  my  friend  and  I  are  one ; 

Sweet  flattery ! — ^then  she  loves  but  me  alone. 

XLIII. 

When  most  I  wink  then  do  mine  eyes  best  see, 
Eor  all  the  day  they  view  things  unrespected ; 
But  when  I  sleep,  in  dreams  they  look  on  thee, 
And  darkly  bright,  are  bright  in  dark  directed. 
Then  thou,  whose  shadow  shadows  doth  make  bright. 
How  would  thy  shadow's  form  form  happy  show 
To  the  clear  day  with  thy  much  clearer  hght, 
When  to  unseemg  eyes  thy  shade  shines  so  P 
How  would  (I  say)  mine  eyes  be  blessed  made 
By  looking  on  thee  in  the  living  day, 
When  in  dead  night  thy  fair  imperfect  shade 
Throush  heavy  sleep  on  sightless  eyes  doth  stay  ? 

All  days  are  nights  to  see,  till  I  see  thee. 

And  nights,  bright  days,  when  dreams  do  show  thee  me.t 

XLIV. 

If  the  dull  substance  of  my  flesh  were  thought, 
Injurious  distance  should  not  stop  my  way ; 
For  then,  despite  of  space,  I  would  be  brought 
From  limits  far  remote,  where  thou  dost  stay. 
Ko  matter  then,  although  my  foot  did  stand 
Upon  the  farthest  earth  removed  from  thee. 
For  nimble  thought  can  jump  both  sea  and  land. 
As  soon  as  think  the  place  where  he  would  be. 
But  ah  !  thought  kills  me^^  that  I  am  not  thought, 
To  leap  large  leuffths  of  miles  when  thou  art  gone. 
But  that,  so  much  of  earth  and  water  wrought,:}; 
I  must  attend  time's  leisure  with  my  moan ; 

Receiving  nought  by  elements  so  slow 

But  heavy  tears,  badges  of  cither's  woe. 

XLV. 

The  other  two,  sUght  air  and  purging  fire. 
Are  both  with  thee,  wherever  I  abide ; 
The  first  my  thought,  the  other  my  desire^ 
These  present-absent  with  swift  motion  slide. 
For  when  these  quicker  elements  are  gone 
In  tender  embassy  of  love  to  thee. 
My  life  being  made  of  four,  with  two  alone,§ 
Sinks  down  to  death,  oppress'd  with  melancholy ; 

*  7.  e.  my  mistren  gains  by  my  loss.  t  J.  e.  to  me. 

Z  J.  e.  bcdng  so  oompoonded  of  these  two  elements. 

^  Bdng  made  up  of  the  four  elements,  when  two  oC  these  axe  tfiMeuX.— 
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Until  life's  composition  be  recured 
By  tibose  swift  messengers  returned  ft*om  thee. 
Who  even  but  now  come  back  again,  assured 
Of  thy  fair  health,  recounting  it  to  me : 
Tins  told,  I  joy ;  but  then  no  longer  glad, 
I  send  thexd  iMck  again,  and  straight  grow  sad. 

XLVI. 

Mine  eye  and  heart  are  at  a  mortal  war. 

How  to  divide  the  conquest  of  thy  sight ; 

Mine  eye  m:^  heart  thy  picture's  sight  would  bar. 

My  heart  mine  eye  the  freedom  of  that  right. 

My  heart  doth  plead,  that  thou  in  him  dost  lie 

(A  closet  never  pierced  with  crystal  eyes). 

But  the  defendaiit  doth  that  plea  deny. 

And  says  in  him  th^  foir  appearance  ues. 

To  'cide*  this  title  is  impannelled 

A  questt  of  thoughts,  all  tenants  to  the  heart ; 

And  by  their  verdict  is  determined 

The  clear  eye's  moie1^,:t  ^^^  the  dear  heart's  part : 
As  thus ;  mine  ejre's  due  is  thy  outward  nart, 
And  my  heart's  right  thy  inward  love  of  neart. 

XLVII. 

Betwixt  mine  eye  and  heart  a  league  is  took, 
And  each  doth  good  turns  now  unto  the  other : 
When  that  mine  e^e  is  famish'd  for  a  look. 
Or  heart  in  love  with  sighs  himself  doth  smotiier, 
With  my  love's  picture,  then  my  eye  doth  feast. 
And  to  the  painted  banquet  bids  my  heart : 
Another  time  mine  eye  is  my  hearts  guest^ 
And  in  his  thoughts  of  love  doth  share  a  port : 
So,  either  by  thy  picture  or  my  love. 
Thyself  away  art  present  still  with  me ; 
Por  thou  not  farther  than  my  thoughts  canst  move^ 
And  I  am  still  with  them  and  they  with  thee ; 
Or  if  they  sleep,  thy  picture  in  my  sight 
Awakes  my  heart  to  heart's  and  eye's  delight 

XLVIII. 

How  careful  was  I,  when  I  took  my  vray, 
Each  trifle  under  truest  bars  to  thrust, 
That,  to  mv  use.  it  might  unused  stay 
From  hands  of  falsehood,  in  sure  wards  of  trust ! 
But  thou,  to  whom  my  jewels  trifles  are. 
Most  worthy  comfort,  now  my  greatest  grief. 
Thou,  best  of  dearest,  and  mine  only  care. 
Art  left  the  prey  of  every  vulgar  thief. 

•  To  decide.  t  An  inquest  or  jury. 

t  Moiety,  \n  axvc\ent\«xi^'B^,  ^oseoMLea  any  portion  of  a  things  tikoogi 
the  whole  may  iiotYi«kve\>efcu«*va3Bai?l  «asNft«A.. 
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Thee  have  I  not  lockM  up  in  any  ohest, 
Save  where  thou  art  not,  though  I  feel  thou  art, 
Within  the  gentle  'closure  of  my  hreast, 
"From,  whence  at  pleasure  thou  mayst  come  and  part ; 
And  even  thence  thou  wilt  he  stolen  I  fear, 
For  truth  proves  thievish  for  a  prize  so  dear. 

XLIX. 

Against  that  time,  if  ever  that  time  come, 
Wnen  I  shall  see  thee  frown  on  my  defects, 
Whenas*  thy  love  hath  cast  his  utmost  sum, 
CaU'd  to  that  audit  hy  advised  respects, 
Against  that  time,  wnen  thou  shalt  strangely  pass, 
And  scarcely  greet  me  with  that  sun,  thine  eye. 
When  love,  converted  firom  the  thing  it  was, 
Shall  reasons  find  of  settled  gravity,! 
Against  that  time  do  I  ensconce  me  heret 
Within  the  knowledge  of  mine  own  desert. 
And  this  my  hand  against  myself  uprear, 
Toguard  the  lawful  reasons  on  thy  part : 

To  leave  x)oor  me  thou  hast  the  strength  of  laws. 

Since,  why  to  love,  I  can  allege  no  cause. 

L. 

How  heavy  do  I  journey  on  the  way, 

When  what  I  seek,— my  weary  travel's  end, — 

Doth  teach  that  ease  and  that  repose  to  say, 

"  Thus  far  the  miles  are  measured  from  thy  friend ;" 

The  heast  that  hears  me,  tired  with  my  woe, 

Plods  dully  on,  to  hear  that  weight  in  me, 

As  if  hy  some  instinct  the  wretch  did  know 

His  rider  loved  not  speed,  heing  made  from  thee : 

The  bloody  spur  cannot  provoke  him  on 

That  sometimes  anger  thrusts  into  his  hide. 

Which  heavily  he  answers  with  a  groan. 

More  sharp  to  me  than  spurring  to  his  side ; 

For  that  same  groan  doth  put  this  in  my  mind. 

My  grief  lies  onward,  and  my  joy  behind. 

LI. 

Thus  can  mv  love  excuse  the  slow  offence 

Of  my  dull  Dearer,  when  from  thee  I  speed : 

From  where  thou  art  why  should  I  haste  me  thence  ? 

Till  I  return,  of  posting  is  no  need. 

O,  what  excuse  will  my  poor  beast  then  find, 

When  swift  extremity  §  can  seem  but  slow  ? 

Then  should  1  spur,  though  mounted  on  the  wind ; 

In  winged  speed  no  motion  shall  I  know : 

*  When.  t  Ceremonious  coldness. 

X  Fortify.  i  /.  e.  the  extremest  syee^. 


Sh^l  n«igh  (no  dull  fleah)  m  hie  fiei?  ntoe ; 

But  love,  for  love,  thus  ah^l  excuse  mvjftde; 
SiuKE  from  thee  going  he  went  wilful  alow, 
I'liwunU  thee  I'll  run,  and  glre  him  leave  to 
LII. 

So  am  T  aa  the  rich,  whose  bl 


For*  blunting  the  floe  point  of  seldom  pleasDre. 
Therefore  are  feaalef  bo  solemn  and  bo  rare. 
Since  seldooi  cooiing,  in  the  long  year  set, 
Like  itunea  of  worth  they  thinly  placed  are. 
Or  captain  jewels  in  the  carcanetj 
So  is  the  time  that  keeps  you,  aa  mj  chest. 
Or  as  the  wardrobe  vrhich  the  robe  doth  hide. 
To  Di&ke  some  speuial  instant  epecial-bles^ 
By  new  unfolding  bis  imprison  d  pride. 
Blessed  are  you,  whose  norlhioess  aires  scope. 
Being  had,  lo  triumph,  heiog  lack'd,  to  Uope. 


And  ^u,  but  one,  can  every  shadow  lend. 
Describe  Adonie,  and  the  counterfeit  § 
Is  poorly  imitated  after  you  ; 
On  -Helen's  ohaek  all  art  of  beauty  setL 
Aud  you  in  Greoian  tires  ||  are  minted  uew: 
Speak  of  the  spring,  and  foizonlT  of  the  yeu'; 
The  one  dot^  shadow  of  your  beauty  show. 
The  other  as  your  bounty  doth  appear. 
And  you  in  every  blessed  shape  we  know. 
In  all  eiternsl  grace  you  have  some  part, 
But  yuu  like  none,  none  you,  for  oonatkat  heart. 
LrT. 
O  how  much  more  doth  beauty  beauteous  seem. 
By  that  sweet  ornament  which  truth  doth  give ! 
The  rose  looks  fair,  but  fiurer  we  it  deem 
For  that  sweet  odour  which  doth  in  it  live. 
The  canker-blooms"  have  full  as  deep  a  dye. 
As  the  perfumed  tincture  of  the  roses, 
Hang  on  such  thorns,  and  [ilay  as  wantonly 
When  summer's  breath  their  masked  buda  disoloses: 
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But,  for*  their  virtue  only  is  their  show. 

They  Uve  unwoo'd  and  unrespected  fade ; 

Die  to  themselves.    Sweet  roses  do  not  so ; 

Of  their  sweet  deaths  are  sweetest  odours  made : 
And  so  of  you,  beauteous  and  loveljr  youth, 
When  that  shall  fade,  my  verse  distils  your  truth. 

LV. 

Not  marble,  nor  the  ^Ided  monuments 

Of  princes,  shall  outlive  this  powerful  rhyme: 

But  you  snail  shine  more  bright  in  these  contents 

Than  unswept  stone,  besmeard  with  sluttish  time. 

When  wasteful  war  shall  statues  overturn, 

And  broils  root  out  the  work  of  masonrv. 

Nor  Mars*s  sword  nor  war's  quick  fire  shall  bum 

The  living  record  of  your  memory. 

'Gainst  death  and  all-oblivious  enmity 

Shall  ^ou  pace  forth ;  your  praise  shall  still  find  room. 

Even  m  the  eyes  of  all  posterity 

That  wear  this  world  out  to  the  ending  doom. 

So  till  the  jud^ent  that  vourself  arise. 

You  live  in  this,  and  dwell  in  lovers'  eyes. 

LVI. 

Sweet  love,  renew  thy  force ;  be  it  not  said. 

Thy  edge  should  blunter  be  than  appetite. 

Which  but  to-day  by  feeding  is  allay'd, 

To-morrow  sharpen'd  in  his  former  might : 

So,  love,  be  thou ;  although  to-da^  thou  fill 

Thy  hungry  eyes,  even  till  they  wink  with  fulness. 

To-morrow  see  again,  and  do  not  kill 

The  spirit  of  love  with  a  perpetual  dulness. 

Let  tnis  sad  interim  like  the  ocean  be 

Which  parts  the  shore,  where  two  contracted-new 

Come  daily  to  the  banks,  that,  when  they  see 

Betum  of  love,  more  blest  may  be  the  view : 
Or  call  it  winter,  which  being  fuU  of  care. 
Makes  summer's  welcome  thrice  more  wish'd,  more  rare, 

LVIL 

Being  your  slave,  what  should  I  do  but  tend 
Upon  the  hours  and  times  of  your  desire  ? 
I  nave  no  predous  time  at  all  to  spend. 
Nor  services  to  do,  till  you  require. 
Nor  dare  I  chide  the  world-without-end  hour. 
Whilst  I,  xny  sovereign,  watch  the  clock  for  you, 
Nor  think  the  bitterness  of  absence  sour. 
When  you  have  bid  your  servant  once  aoieu ; 
Nor  dare  I  question  with  my  jealous  thought. 
Where  you  may  be,  or  your  afiairs  suppose. 
But,  like  a  sad  slave,  stay  and  think  of  nought. 
Save,  where  vou  are  how  happy  you  make  those : 
So  true  a  fool  ia  love,  that  in  your  mil 
(Tbougb  you  do  anything)  he  tbuiks  no  V\L 

♦  (That). 


Lvm. 

Thitt  (lod  forbid,  thut  nuu)e  ms  first  ynur  »1ai 
I  ahouldinthouBlit  control  your  time-  -*-■■ 

Or  at  !four  baDil  the  ujooudI  of  hours 

Bdog  your  TBcsal,  bound  to  staj  jour  leisurel 
O,  let  me  suffer  (being  at  your  beck) 
The  imprison'd  absence  of  your  liberty. 
And  palieuoe,  tome  to  auSVance,  bide  each  cheat 
Without  ttocusing  you  ot  injury. 
Be  where  you  lisu  your  charter  is  so  gtroug, 
That  you  yourself  may  priviiega  your  tjnie : 
Do  what  you  will,  to  you  it  doEh  belong 
Yourself  U)  pardon  of  self-drang  orime. 
1  tun  to  wait^  though  naitjug  so  be  hell ' 
Not  blune  your  pleasure,  be  it  ill  or  wdl. 


Iftherebeoothinanew,  but  tilt,  whi 
Hath  been  before,  now  are  our  brains 
'Which  labouriuE  for  inTention  bear  amlsB 
The  second  burthen  of  a  Ibrmer  childP 
O  tiiat  record  could  with  a  backward  look, 
Etsu  of  fife  hundred  couraea  of  the  sun. 
Show  me  your  ima^  in  some  antique  book, 
Since  mind  at  first  in  oharsjiter  was  done  1* 
That  I  might  see  what  the  old  world  could 
To  this  composed  wonder  of  your  frame ; 
A^ether  we  aje  mended,  or  nbe'rt  better 
Or  whether  revolution  be  the  same. 
O !  sure  I  am  the  wits  of  former  days 
To  subjeots  worse  have  giveu  admiruig 
LX. 


Nativity,  once  m  the  moinl  of  light. 
Crawts  to  maturity,  wherewith  being  crown'd. 
Crooked  eclipses  'gunst  his  glor^  ^^nt. 
And  time  tlmt  gave,  doth  now  us  gift  confound. 
Time  doth  transfix  the  Sourish  set  on  youfh,^ 
And  delves  the  parallels  in  beauty's  brow ;  [| 
Feeds  on  the  rantiee  of  nature's  truth, 
And  nothing  stands  but  for  his  scythe  to  mow. 
And  yet,  to  times  in  hope,  my  verse  shidl  stand, 
Praiamg  thy  worth,  de^ite  his  cruel  band. 
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LXL 

Is  it  thy  will,  thy  image  should  keep  open 
My  heavy  eyelids  to  the  weary  night  ? 
Dost  thou  desire  my  slumhers  should  he  hroken. 
While  shadows  like  to  thee  do  mock  mv  sight  ? 
Is  it  thy  spirit  that  thou  send'st  from  thee 
So  far  from  home  into  my  deeds  to  pry ; 
To  find  out  shames  and  iale  hours  in  me, 
The  scope  and  tenour  of  thy  jealousy  ? 
O  no !  tny  love,  though  much,  is  not  so  great ; 
It  is  my  love  that  keeps  mine  eye  awake ; 
Mine  own  true  love  that  doth  mv  rest  defeat, 
Toplay  the  watchman  ever  for  thy  sake : 

Ix)r  thee  watch  I,  whilst  thou  dost  wake  elsewhere^ 

From  me  far  off,  with  others  all-too-near. 

LXII. 

Sin  of  self-love  possesseth  all  mine  eye. 
And  all  mjr  soul,  and  all  my  every  part ; 
And  for  this  sin  there  is  no  remedy. 
It  is  so  grounded  inward  in  my  h^urt. 
Methinks  no  face  so  gracious*  is  as  mine, 
No  shape  so  true,  no  truth  of  such  account. 
And  for  mvself  mine  own  worth  do  define, 
As  I  all  other  in  all  worths  surmount. 
But  when  my  glass  shows  me  myself  indeed, 
Beated  and  chopp'd  with  tann'd  antiquity. 
Mine  own  self-love  quite  contrary  I  read. 
Self  so  self-loving  were  iniquity. 

*Tis  thee  (myself)  that  for  myself  I  praise. 

Painting  my  age  with  heauty  of  thy  days. 

LXIII. 

Arainstf  my  love  shall  he,  as  I  am  now, 
"With  Time's  injurious  hand  crush'd  and  o'erwom ; 
When  hours  have  drain'd  his  hlood,  and  fill'd  his  hrow 
With  Unes  and  wrinkles ;  when  his  youthful  mom 
Hath  travell'd  on  to  age's  steepy  night  ;| 
And  all  those  heauties  whereof  now  he's  king. 
Are  vanishing  or  vanished  out  of  sight, 
String  awaj  the  treasure  of  his  spring ; 
Por  sucn  a  time  do  I  now  fortify 
Against  confounding  age's  cruel  knife. 
That  he  shall  never  cut  fh>m  memory 
My  sweet  love's  heauty,  though  my  lover's  life. 
His  heauty  «hall  in  these  hlack  unes  be  seen. 
And  they  shall  live,  and  he  in  them  still  green. 

*  Beautiful.  t  (The  time  that). 

t  Ag^t  tteepp  nirht  seems  to  mean  the  precipice  of  age  firom  aoMcA  loc 
vw  i^pkuige  Mo  darknetf. 


LXIT. 
When  I  bsve  mea  bf  Time's  Tell  hand  deheed 
Tho  riub'proud  oust  of  out-worn  buried  shs  1 
When  sonietime  lofty  towera  I  sm  down  rased. 
And  brsBs  eternal  slave  to  mortal  ragb ;  ' 

Wheo  I  have  seen  the  hungrr  ocean  ^Jn 
Advantage  on  the  tcingdoni  of  the  shore. 
And  Uie  firm  iiail  win  of  the  wntery  mun,         , 
iDcreamng  store  with  loss,  and  loss  withKbrn;-) 
When  I  have  seen  auoh  interehiuige  of  state,    i 
Or  Rtate  itself  aoafaunded  to  decay ; 
Ruin  hath  lAiieht  me  thus  to  ruminate — 
That  Time  wilt  come  and  take  my  love  away. 
This  thought  is  aa  a  death,  whioh  canoot  oho 
But  weep  to  have  that  which  it  feura  to  lora.  f 

LXV. 


jtiiii  Am  ji]ori4jiijy  o  erawajd  ineir  power. 
Haw  with  hia  rage  shall  beauty  hold  a  p«k 
Whose  action  is  no  stronger  than  a  flower  r      , 
O  how  ahatl  aummer'a  honey  breatb  hold  out   1 
Agsinat  the  wreckTul  ^ege  of  battering  d^^ 
Wheo  roclia  impregnable  are  not  ao  slout, 
Nor  gates  of  st^l  so  Rtrong,  but  time  decafs  ? 
O  Teaf  fill  meditation !  where,  alack ! 
Shall  time's  best  jewel  from  lime's  chost  tie  hid  ?t 
Or  what  itrong  hand  can  hold  his  mtift  foot  back  ? 
Of  who  Mb  spoil  of  heaufcy  can  forbid? 
O  none,  unless  this  miracle  hare  might. 
That  in  black  ink  my  love  muy  still  sbiae 

LXVL 

Tired  with  all  these,  for  restful  death  I  cry, — 
As,  to  behold  desert  a  begKu  born, 
And  needy  nothing  trimm'd  in  ioliity. 
And  purest  iUith  unhappily  forsworn, 
Aad  gilded  honour  shamefully  migplsioed. 
And  maiden  virtue  rudely  etrumpeted. 
And  right  perfecfion  wrongfully  disaniaed. 
And  strength  by  hmping  sway  disatHed, 
And  art  made  tonmte-tied  by  aiitlunitr. 
And  folly  (doctor-like)  controlling  dcjll. 
And  simijle  trutb  misoall'd  simphoity.l 
And  captive  Good  attending  captain  ill ;   -      — 
Tired  nitli  all  these,  from  these  would  1 1»  g 
Save  that,  to  die,  I  leave  my  love  alone. 
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LXVII. 

Ah  !  wherefore  with  infection  should  he  live, 
And  with  his  presence  grace  impiety. 
That  sin  by  him!  advantage  should  achieve. 
And  lace  itself*  with  his  society  ? 
Why  should  false  painting  imitate  his  cheek, 
And  steal  dead  seeing  of  his  living  hue  ? 
Why  should  poor  beauty  indirectly  seek 
Hoses  of  shadow,  since  his  rose  is  true  ? 
Why  should  he  live  now  Nature  bankrupt  is, 
Beggar'd  of  blood  to  blush  through  lively  veins  ? 
For  she  hath  no  exchequer  now  but  his. 
And  proud  of  many,  Uves  upon  his  gains. 

O,  nim  she  stores,  to  show  what  wealth  she  had. 

In  days  long  since,  before  these  last  so  bad. 

LXVIII. 

Thus  is  his  cheek  the  map  of  days  out-worn, 
When  beauty  Uved  and  died  as  flowers  do  now, 
Before  these  bastard  si^s  of  fair  were  borne. 
Or  durst  inhabit  on  a  livins  brow ; 
Before  the  golden  tresses  of  the  dead. 
The  right  of  sepulchres,  were  shorn  away. 
To  live  a  second  life  on  second  head,t 
Ere  beauty's  dead  fleece  made  another  gay : 
In  him  those  holy  antique  hours  are  seen. 
Without  all  ornament,  himself,  and  true,  . 
Making  no  summer  of  another's  green, 
Bobbing  no  old  to  dress  his  beauty  new ; 

And  him  as  for  a  map  doth  nature  store. 

To  show  false  art  what  beauty  was  of  yore. 

LXIX. 

Those  parts  of  thee  that  the  world's  eye  doth  view, 
Want  nothing  that  the  thought  of  hearts  can  mend ; 
AH  tongues  (the  voice  of  souls)  give  thee  that  due. 
Uttering  bare  truth,  even  so  as  Foes  commend. 
Thy  outward  thus  with  outward  praise  is  crown'd ; 
But  those  same  tongues  that  give  thee  so  thine  own. 
In  other  accents  do  this  praise  confound, 
Bv  seeinff  farther  than  the  eve  hath  shown. 
They  look  into  the  beauty  oi  thy  mind, 
Ana  that,  in  giies^  they  measure  by  thy  deeds ; 
Then  (churls)  their  thoughts,  although  their  eyes  were  kind. 
To  thy  fsAT  flower  add  the  rank  smell  of  weeds : 
But  why  thy  odour  matcheth  not  thy  show, 
The  solved  is  this,— that  thou  dost  common  grow. 

LXX. 

That  thou  art  blamed  shall  not  be  thy  defect, 
Tor  slander's  mark  was  ever  yet  the  fair ; 
The  ornament  of  beauty  is  suspect, 
A  crow  tbst  jBiee  in  heaven's  sweetest  air.  • 
*  I, e.  embeUisb itself,  f  I, e.  be  madeintoa^si^c*  X^K^oNcn^ 


Bo  tliou  be  good,  Blniidar  doth  but  appi 
Thy  north  the  greater,  being  noo'dr  oi  bune ; 
For  canker  viae  the  aweeleat  buda  doth  love. 
And  Ihou  present'st  a  pure  uust^Ded  pritno. 
Thou  hut  pass'd  by  the  ambush  of  Toung  dnya, 
Either  not  ssiail'd,  or  victor  being  ehai'i^ ;       * 
Yet  this  thy  praise  oaonol  be  so  ley  pnuia. 
To  tie  up  envy,  evermore  Bnlsrced: 
IfsomeBuspectlof  ill  mast'd  not  thy  showj 
Then  thou  alone  kingdoms  of  hearts  should^^ 
LXXI. 
No  longer  mourn  for  ma  when  I  am  dead. 
Than  you  shall  hear  the  surly  sullen  bell 
Give  wamins  to  the  world  that  I  am  Bed 
!Prom  this  vile  world,  with  vilest  worms  to  dm 
Nay,  iC  you  read  this  line,  remember  net 
The  hand  that  wnt  it ;  for  I  love  you  to. 
That  I  in  your  sweet  thoughts  would  be  foi^t. 
If  IhinldnE  on  me  then  should  make  you.  woe. 
O  ir  (I  say)  you  look  upon  this  verse,  — 

When  I  perhaus  compounded  am  with  clay. 
Do  not  BO  much  as  my  poor  oame  rehearse ; 
But  let  your  love  even  with  my  life  decuy  -. 
Leat  the  wise  world  should  look  into  your  n 
And  mock  you  with  me  alter  I  am  g 
LXXIL 
O.  lest  the  world  should  tusk  you  to  redte 
What  merit  lived  in  me,  that  you  should  love^ 
Arb<r  my  death,  dear  love,  TorKet  me  quite. 
For  you  in  nie  can  nothing  worthy  prove ; 
Unless  you  would  devise  some  virtuous  lie. 
To  do  more  for  me  than  mine  own  desert. 
And  han^  more  praise  upon  deceased  I, 
Than  uiggacd  truth  would  willinBly  impui : 
O,  lest  your  true  love  may  seem  nilse  iti  this. 
That  you  for  love  speak  well  of  me  untrue. 
My  came  hs  buried  where  my  body  is, 
And  live  no  more  to  shame  nor  ue  nor  you. 
For  I  am  shamed  by  that  which  I  bring  forth, 
And  BO  should  you,  to  love  things  notbmg  worth. 
LXXIII. 
That  time  of  year  thou  mayst  in  me  behold 
When  yellow  leaves,  or  none,  or  few,  do  hang 
Upon  tiiose  boughs  whjab  shake  against  the  culd. 
Bare  ruin'd  ohoirs,  where  lato  the  sweet  birds  sang. 
la  me  thou  seest  the  twibtht  of  such  day. 
As  after  sunset  fadeth  in  the  west. 
Which  by-and-by  black  night  doth  talce  sway, 
Death's  aeconi  !«\^,  ttiaS^  sea.'*,  o,?  all  io  ~    " 
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In  me  thou  seest  the  glowing  of  such  fire, 

That  on  the  ashes  of  his  youth  doth  he^ 

As  the  death-hed  whereon  it  must  expure, 

Consumed  with  that  which  it  was  nourisn'd  hy. 
This  thou  perceiv*st,  which  makes  thy  love  more  strong, 
To  loye  that  well  which  thou  must  leave  ere  long. 

LXXIV. 

But  be  contented :  when  that  fell  arrest 

Without  all  baiL  shall  carry  me  away. 

My  life  hath  in  this  line  some  interest, 

Which  for  memorial  still  with  thee  shall  stay. 

When  thou  reviewest  this,  thou  dost  review 

The  very  part  was  consecrate  to  thee. 

The  earth  can  have  but  earth,  which  is  his  due ; 

My  spirit  is  thine,  the  better  part  of  me : 

So  then  thou  hast  but  lost  the  dregs  of  life. 

The  prey  of  worms,  my  body  being  dead ; 

The  coward  conquest  of  a  wretch's  knife. 

Too  base  of  thee  to  be  remembered. 
The  worth  of  that,  is  that  which  it  contains. 
And  that  is  this,  and  this  with  thee  remains. 

LXXV. 

So  are  you  to  my  thoughts,  as  food  to  life, 

Or  as  sweet-season'd  showers  are  to  the  ground ; 

And  for  the  peace  of  you  I  hold  such  strife 

As  'twixt  a  miser  and  his  wealth  is  found ; 

Now  proud  as  an  enjoyer,  and  anon 

Doubting  the  filching  age  will  steal  his  treasure ; 

Now  counting  best  to  be  with  you  alone. 

Then  better'd  that  the  world  may  see  my  pleasure : 

Sometime,  all  full  with  feasting  on  your  sight, 

And  by-and-by  clean*  starved  for  a  look ; 

Possessing  or  pursuing  no  detight. 

Save  what  is  had  or  must  from  you  be  took. 

Thus  do  I  pine  and  surfeit  day  by  day, 

Orf  gluttoning  on  all,  or  all  away. 

LXXVI. 

Why  is  my  verse  so  barren  of  new  pride  ? 
So  far  from  variation  or  quick  change  ? 
Why,  with  the  time,  do  Inot  glance  aside 
To  new-found  methods  and  to  compounds  strange  ? 
Why  write  I  still  all  one,  ever  the  same, 
And  keep  invention  in  a  noted  weed,! 
That^verv  word  doth  almost  tell  my  name, 
Showing  their  birth,  and  where  they  did  proceed  P 
O  know,  sweet  love,  I  always  write  of  you. 
And  you  and  love  are  still  my  argument ; 
So  all  my  best  is  dressing  old  words  new. 
Spending  again  what  is  already  spent : 

For  as  the  sun  is  dsdly  new  and  old, 

80  is  my  love  stUl  telling  what  is  tioid. 
WboOjr.  f  Either.  t  ¥;x«wmte«iJk» 
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LXXVII. 

Thy  slass  will  show  thee  how  thy  beauties  wear, 
Thy  dial  how  thy  precious  minutes  waste  ] 
These  vacant  leaves  thy  mind's  imprint  will  bear, 
And  of  this  book*  this  learning  mayst  thou  taste. 
The  wrinkles  which  thy  glass  will  truly  show. 
Of  mouthed  t  ^ves  will  give  thee  memory ; 
Thou  by  Uiy  dial's  shady  stealth  mayst  know 
Timers  thievish  progress  to  eternity. 
Look,  what  thy  memorv  cannot  contain, 
Commit  to  these  waste  blanks,  and  thou  shalt  find 
Those  children  nursed,  delivered  jfh>m  thy  brain. 
To  take  a  new  acquaintance  of  thv  mind. 
These  offices,  so  soft  as  thou  wilt  look. 
Shall  profit  thee,  and  much  enrich  Uqr  book. 

Lxxvin. 

So  oft  have  I  invoked  thee  for  my  muse, 
And  found  such  fair  assistance  in  my  versei, 
As  every  alien  pen  hath  got  my  use. 
And  under  thee  their  poesy  disperse. 
Thine  eyes,  that  taught  the  dumb  on  high  to  sing, 
And  heavy  ignorance  aloft  to  fly, 
Have  added  feathers  to  the  leamed's  wing. 
And  given  grace  a  double  maiesty. 
Yet  be  most  proud  of  that  wnich  I  compile. 
Whose  influence  is  thine,  and  bom  of  thee. 
In  others'  works  thou  dost  but  mend  the  style, 
And  arts  with  thv  sweet  graces  graced  be ; 
But  thou  art  all  my  art,  and  dost  advance 
As  high  as  learning  my  rude  ignorance. 

LXXIX. 

Whilst  I  alone  did  call  upon  thy  aid. 
My  verse  alone  had  all  thy  genUe  giaoe ; 
JBut  now  mv  gracious  numbers  are  decayed. 
And  my  sick  muse  doth  give  another  place. 
I  grant^  sweet  love,  thv  lovely  argument^ 
Deserves  the  travail  of  a  worthier  pen ; 
Yet  what  of  thee  thy  poet  doth  invent, 
He  robs  thee  of,  and  pays  it  thee  again. 
He  lends  thee  virtue,  and  he  stole  that  word 
From  thy  behaviour:  beauty  doth  he  give. 
And  found  it  in  thy  cheek  ;  he  can  afford 
No  praise  to  thee  but  what  in  thee  doth  live. 
Tnen  thank  him  not  for  that  which  he  doth  say. 
Since  what  he  owes  thee  thou  thyself  dost  pay. 

*  Probably  a  blank  book  sent,  with  the  Mnmet,  w»  a  preMnt. 

f  That  i8»  denouring. 

X  Tlie  subject ot\Xveft,\r»\v:\N. 
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LXXX. 

0  how  I  faint  when  I  of  you  do  write, 
Knowing  a  better  spirit*  doth  use  your  name. 
And  in  the  praise  tnereof  spends  all  his  mighl^ 
To  make  me  tongue-tied,  speaking  of  your  fame ! 
But  since  your  worth  (wide,  as  the  ocean  is). 
The  humble  as  the  proudest  sail  doth  bear. 

My  saucy  bark,  inferior  far  to  his, 

On  your  broad  main  doth  wilfully  appear. 

Your  shallowest  help  will  hold  me  up  afloal^ 

Whilst  he  upon  your  soundless  deep  doth  nde ; 

Or,  being  wrecked,  I  am  a  worthless  boat, 

He  of  tall  building,  and  of  goodly  pride : 
Then  if  he  thrive,  and  I  be  cast  away. 
The  worst  was  this ; — my  love  was  my  decay. 

LXXXI. 

Or,t  I  shall  live  your  epitaph  to  make. 

Or  you  survive  when  I  in  earth  am  rotten : 

From  hence  your  memory  death  cannot  take, 

Although  in  me  each  part  will  be  forgotten. 

Tour  name  from  hence  immortal  life  shall  have. 

Though  I,  once  gone,  to  all  the  world  must  die. 

The  e^h  can  yield  me  but  a  common  grave. 

When  you  entombed  in  men's  eyes  shall  lie. 

Tour  monument  shall  be  my  gentle  verse. 

Which  eyes  not  yet  created  shall  o'er-read ; 

And  tongues  to  be,  your  being  shall  rehearse, 

When  all  the  breathers  of  this  world  are  dead ; 
You  still  shall  live  (such  virtue  hath  my  pen). 
Where  breath  most  breathes, — even  in  the  mouths  of  men. 

LXXXII. 

1  grant  thou  ^ert  not  married  to  my  muse, 
And  therefore  mayst  without  attaint  o'erlook 
The  dedicated  words  which  writers  use 

Of  their  fair  subject,  blessing  every  book. 
Thou  art  as  fair  m  knowledge  as  in  hue. 
Finding  thv  worth  a  limit  past  my  praise; 
And  therefore  art  enforced  to  seek  anew 
Some  fresher  stamp  of  the  time-bettering  da^ 
And  do  so,  love ;  yet  when  they  have  devised 
What  strained  touches  rhetoric  can  lend. 
Thou  truly  fair  wert  truly  sympathized 
In  true  plain  words,  by  tny  true-telling  friend ; 
And  tneir  gross  painting  might  be  better  used 
Where  cheeks  need  blood ;  in  thee  it  is  abused. 

Spirit  is  need  here  monosyllikbically.    The  Better  Spirit^  to  whom 

kspeare  refers,  Malone  conceives  to  be  Spenser. 

Either. 

OL.Y,  2  I 
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LXXXIIL 

I  never  saw  that  you  did  i)aintm^  need. 
And  therefore  to  vour  fair  no  painting  set. 
I  found,  or  thought  I  found,  you  did  exceed 
The  harren  tender  of  a  poet's  debt ; 
And  therefore  have  I  slept  in  your  report,* 
That  you  yourself^  being  extant,  well  mignt  show 
How  far  a  modemf  qum  doth  oome  too  short. 
Speaking  of  worth,  that  worth:}:  in  you  doth  grow. 
Tnis  silence  for  my  sin  you  did  impute, 
Which  shall  be  most  my  glory,  being  dumb ; 
For  I  impair  not  beauty  being  mute, 
When  others  would  ^ve  life,  and  bring  a  tomb,§ 
There  lives  more  life  in  one  of  your  fair  eyes, 
Than  both  your  poets  can  in  praise  devise. 

LXXXIV. 

Who  is  it  that  says  most  ?  which  can  say  more, 
Than  this  rich  praise,— that  you  alone  are  you  ? 
In  whose  confine||  immured  is  the  store 
Which  should  example  where  your  equal  grew. 
Lean  penury  within  that  x>en  doth  dwell. 
That  to  his  subject  lends  not  some  small  glory ; 
But  he  that  writes  ofyou,  if  he  can  tell 
That  you  are  you,  sol  dignifies  his  story. 
Let  him  but  copy  what  in  you  is  writ. 
Not  msJcing  worse  what  nature  made  so  clear. 
And  such  a  counterpart  shall  fame  his  wit. 
Making  his  style  admired  everywhere. 
You  to  your  beauteous  blessings  add  a  curse, 
Being  fond  on  praise,  which  makes  your  praises  worse.** 

LXXXV. 

My  tongue-tied  muse  in  manners  holds  her  stilL 
Wnile  comments  of  your  praise,  richly  compUea, 
Beserveft  their  character  with  golden  quill. 
And  precious  phrase  by  all  the  muses  filed.£j: 
I  think  good  thoughts,  whilst  others  write  good  words, 
And,  like  unletterd  clerk,  still  cry  Amen 
To  every  hymn  that  able  spirit  affords, 
In  polisn'd  form  of  well-refined  pen. 
Hearing  you  praised,  I  say.  His  so,  'tis  true. 
And  to  the  most  of  praise  add  something  more ; 
But  that  is  in  my  thought,  whose  love  to  you. 
Though  words  come  hindmost,  holds  his  rank  before. 
Then  others  for  the  breath  of  words  respect, 
Me  for  my  dumb  thoughts,  speaking  in  effect 

*  1.  e.  have  not  sounded  your  praises.  f  Common  or  trite. 

t  c Which). 

(  When  others  endeavour  to  celebrate  your  character,  while  in  £Mt  tb 
debase  it  hy  the  Tne«im.e&&  of  their  compositions. 

R  Inclosure.  ^\Ti\}oafc^vav\^fc^\aJt«Dttcnt. 

**  I.  e.  being  lonA  ol  sux^v^^s^T^^  *^  ^^^o^aRA  ^Xax^o.^rafiq  ypk 
worthy  in  you.  ^^  ^^a«n^.  xx^ft^SMiMji. 
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LXXXVI. 


Was  it  the  proud  full  sail  of  his  great  verse, 
Bound  for  tue  prize  of  all-too-precious  }[ou, 
That  did  my  ripe  thoughts  in  mv  brain  inhearse, 
Making  their  tomb  the  womb  wherein  they  grew  ? 
Was  it  nis  spirit,  by  spirits  taught  to  write 
Above  a  mortal  pitch,  that  struck  me  dead  ? 
Ko,  neither  he,  nor  his  compeers  by  night 
Giving  him  aid.  my  verse  astonished. 
He,  nor  that  affable  familiar  ghost 
Which  nightly  gulls  him  with  intelligence,* 
As  victors,  of  my  silence  cannot  boast ; 
I  was  not  sick  of  any  fear  from  thence. 

But  when  your  countenance  fill'd  up  his  line, 

Then  lack'd  I  matter ;  that  enfeebled  mine. 

LXXXVII. 

Farewell !  thou  art  too  dear  for  my  possessing. 

And  like  enough,  thou  know*st  thy  estimate : 

The  chwiier  of  thy  worth  gives  thee  releasing ; 

My  bonds  in  thee  are  all  determinate,  f 

For  how  do  I  hold  thee  but  by  thy  granting  ? 

And  for  that  riches  where  is  my  deserving  ? 

The  cause  of  this  fair  gift  in  me  is  wanting. 

And  so  my  patent  back  again  is  swerving. 

Thyself  thou  gav*st,  thy  own  worth  then  not  knowing, 

Or  me,  to  whom  thou  gav'st  it,  else  mistaking ; 

So  thy  great  gift,  upon  misprision  growing. 

Comes  nome  a^in,  on  better  iudgment  making. 
Thus  have  I  had  thee,  as  a  oream  doth  flatter. 
In  sleep  a  king,  but  waking,  no  such  matter. 

LXXXVIIL 

When  thou  shalt  be  disposed  to  sett  me  light, 

And  place  my  merit  in  the  eve  of  Scorn, 

Upon  thy  side  against  myself  I'll  fight, 

And  prove  thee  virtuous,  though  thou  art  forsworn. 

With  mine  own  weakness  being  best  acquainted. 

Upon  thy  part  I  can  set  down  a  story 

Of  faults  conceal'd,  wherein  I  am  attainted; 

That  thou,  in  losing  rae,  shalt  win  much  glory : 

And  I  by  this  will  be  a  gainer  too ; 

For  bending  all  my  loving  thoughts  on  thee, 

The  injuries  that  to  myself  I  do, 

Doing  thee  vantage  double  vantage  me. 
Such  is  my  love,  to  thee  I  so  belong. 
That  for  thy  rignt  myself  will  bear  all  wrong. 

Allading,  perhaps,  to  the  celebrated  Dr.  Bee*8pK\ei\!Sl^Vxv\eKS<ax!eit 
h  spirits. 

Determined,  ended.  t  Estimate. 

2l2 


LXXXIX. 
Sftf  thst  (bov  diilat  forsake  me  Tor  sonie  bulls 
And  1  will  coDimeiit  upon  Ihat  odeiice : 
8paik  of  my  lomeneaB,  and  1  straight  will  halt; 
AKiunat  thy  Teaaoaa  maJcinK  no  defenoe. 
Thuu  ouisl  Qoti,  love,  disgrace  me  lialf  bo  UI, 
To  set  a  form  upon  desued  obauge. 
An  I'll  myself  dugrace :  knowing  U17  irill, 
1  will  acquaintauce  strangle  *  and  look  ilJaBge : 
Be  abeent  from  ths  wolkE  1  and  in  my  tongue 
Thy  sweel-beloved  name  no  more  shall  dwell ; 
Xest  I  (loo  musll  profane)  eliould  do  it  wrong. 

And  haplv  '<■ •'•' -" 

For  the. 
Forlu 

XC. 
Then  hate  mo  when  thou  wilt ;  if  BTor,  now ; 
Kow,  while  the  world  is  bent  my  deeds  to  crOGs, 
Join  with  the  spite  of  fortune,  make  me  bow, 
And  do  not  drop  in  for  an  atler-loas ; 
Ah !  do  not,  when  my  heart  hath  scaped  this  eonow, 
Come  in  the  rearward  of  a  (SJnquer'd  woe ; 
Give  not  a  windy  night  a  rainy  morrow, 
To  linger  out  a  purpoeed  oyerthrow. 
If  thou  wilt  leave  m^  do  not  leave  me  Inst, 
When  other  petl;  gnefs  haye  done  their  spite. 
But  in  the  oDset  come ;  bo  shall  I  taste 
At  first  the  very  worst  of  Portuaa's  might; 
And  other  strains  of  woe,  which  now  seem  woe 
Compared  with  loss  of  tbee,  will  not  seem  so. 
XCl. 
Some  [!lo(7  in  their  birth,  some  in  their  skill, 
Bame  in  their  wealth,  some  in  their  body's  forwj 
Some  in  their  garments,  though  Dew-Ikagled  3i 
Some  iu  tbtir  huwks  and  hounds,  some  ir  ■■- 
And  every  humour  hath  his  adjunct  pleai 
Wherein  it  finda  a  joy  above  the  rest ; 
But  these  particulars  are  not  my  measure. 
All  these  I  better  in  one  genenJ  best. 
•    Thy  love  is  better  than  higb  birth  to  me, 

Uioher  than  wealth,  prouder  than  garments'  axA, 
Of  more  delight  than  hawks  or  horses  be  ; 
And  bavins  ihee,  of  aU  men's  pride  I  boast. 
Wretched  in  this  alone  that  thou  mayst  ti* 
All  tiiis  away,  and  me  most  wretched  n]-'- 
XCII. 
But  do  thy  worst  to  steal  thyself  away. 
For  term  of  life  thou  art  assured  mine; 
And  We  na  \aa%^i  "dixxn  tej  %!wn  tvSiiaKt, 
For  it  depends  upun  'Civo.i,\c,-i«  -'  •" — 
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Then  need  I  not  to  fear  the  worst  of  wrongs. 

When  in  the  least  of  them  my  life  hath  end. 

1  see  a  better  state  to  me  belongs 

Than  that  which  on  thy  humour  doth  depend. 

Thou  canst  not  vex  me  with  inconstant  mind, 

;$ince  that  my  life  on  thy  revolt  doth  lie. 

O  what  a  happy  title  do  I  find, 

Happy  to  have  thv  love,  happy  to  die ! 
But  whafs  so  blessed-fair  that  fears  no  blot  ? — 
Thou  mayst  be  false,  and  yet  I  know  it  not : 

XCIII. 

Bo  shall  I  live,  supposing  thou  art  true, 

Like  a  deceived  husbana ;  so  love's  face 

May  still  seem  love  to  me,  though  alter'd  new ; 

Thy  looks  with  me,  thy  heart  in  other  place : 

For  there  can  Uve  no  natred  in  thine  eye, 

Therefore,  in  that  I  cannot  know  thy  change. 

[n  man^s  look^  the  false  heart's  history. 

Is  writ,  in  moods  and  frowns  and  wrinkles  strange. 

But  heaven  in  thy  creation  did  decree. 

That  in  thy  face  sweet  love  should  ever  dwell ; 

Whatever  thy  thoughts  or  thy  heart's  workings  be. 

Th7  looks  slK>uld  nothing  thence  but  sweetness  telL 

How  like  Eve's  apple  cloth  thy  beauty  grow. 

If  thy  sweet  virtue  answer  not  thy  show ! 

XCIV. 

jniey  that  have  power  to  hurt  and  will  do  none. 
That  do  not  do  the  thing  they  most  do  show. 
"Who,  moving  others,  are  themselves  as  stone, 
Unmoved,  cold,  and  to  temptation  slow ; 
They  rightly  do  inherit  heaven's  graces. 
And  husband  nature's  riches  firom  expense  ;* 
They  are  the  lords  and  owners  of  their  faces, 
Others  but  stewards  of  their  excellence. 
The  sunmier*s  flower  is  to  the  summer  sweet, 
Though  to  itself  it  only  Uve  and  die ; 
But  if  that  flower  with  base  infection  meet. 
The  basest  weed  out-braves  his  dignity : 

For  sweetest  things  turn  sourest  by  their  deeds ; 

Lihes  that  fester  smell  far  worse  than  weeds. 

xcv. 

How  sweet  and  lovely  dost  thou  make  the  shame 
Which,  like  a  canker  in  the  fragrant  rose, 
Doth  spot  the  beauty  of  thy  budding  name ! 
O.  in  what  sweets  dost  thou  thy  sins  inclose ! 
Tnat  tongue  that  tells  the  story  of  thy  days, 
Making  lascivious  comments  on  thy  sport, 
Cannot  dispraise  but  in  a  kind  of  praise ; 
Teaming  thy  name  blesses  an  ill  report. 
O  whAt  a  mansion  have  those  vices  got, 
Wlu'oJi  for  their  habitation  chose^  out  thee  \ 

♦  Waste. 


Wljere  beautj'a  tciI  doth  cover  every  blot, 
And  all  (biDgs  turns  to  Tuir  tlint  eyes  can  see '. 
Take  bced,  deiLr  heart,  of  tbis  liage  priiilege ', 


Some  say  thy  fault  is  youth,  BO    .  _.   , 

Some  soy  thy  emceia  youth  and  gentle  sport; 
Lotb  grace  and  faulta  are  loved  of  moreandlessi" 
Thou  m^'at  Ikulbi  graces  that  to  Ibee  resorts 
As  oa  Uie  linger  of  a  throned  queen 
The  basest  jewel  will  be  well  eBt«em'd ; 
So  are  those  errors  that  in  Ihee  are  seen. 
To  truths  tranalated,  and  for  true  thinos  deran'd. 
Uow  many  lambs  might  the  stem  wolrbetray. 
If  like  a  lamb  he  ooutd  Ma  looks  translate  !t 
How  many  eazera  mighlst  thuu  lead  away. 
If  thou  wouliist  use  the  strength  of  all  thy  stak ! 
Bui  do  not  so ;  I  love  thee  in  such  sort, 
As  thou  bains  luine.  miue  is  thy  good  report, 
SCVll. 
How  like  a  winter  hath  mv  absence  been 
From  thee,  the  pleasure  ofthe  fleeting  year  ! 
What  freezings  have  I  felt,  what  dark  days  seen  ? 
What  old  Dewmb«r"a  bareness  everywhere  ! 
And  jet  this  time  removed]:  was  summer's  tjme ; 
The  l«enung  autumn,  biz  with  lioh  increase, 
Bearing;  the  wanton  burden  of  the  prime,! 
Idke  widoVd  wombs  alter  their  lords'  deoease : 
Yet  this  abundant  Issue  seem'd  to  me 
But  hope  of  oriihaiis,  and  unfather'd  fruit; 
For  suramor  and  his  pleasures  wut  on  thee. 
And  thou  awa,v,  the  very  birds  are  mute; 


xcvin. 

From  you  have  I  been  absent  in  the  sprii 

When  proud-pied  April,  dress'd  in  all  his  . 

Hath  put  a  spirit  of  youth  in  everything:      ^ 

That  heavy  Saturn  laugfa'd  and  leap'd  ynth  lt_ 

Yet  nor  the  lays  of  birds,  nor  the  sweet  smell 

Of  different  flowers  in  odour  and  in  hue, 

Conld  make  me  any  summer's  story  ||  tell. 

Or  from  tlieir  proud  lap  pluck  them  where  they  grew : 

Hot  did  I  wonder  at  the  lilies  white, 

Nor  praise  the  deep  Termilion  in  the  roee ; 

They  were,  my  eweet,  but  figures  of  delight. 

Drawn  alter  you,  you  pattern  of  all  those. 


80KJNBTS.  487 

Yet  seem*d  it  winter  still,  and,  you  away, 
As  with  your  shadow  I  with  these  did  play : 

XCIX 

The  forward  violet  thus  did  I  chide ; 

Sweet  thief,  whence  didst  thou  steal  thy  sweet  that  smells, 

If  not  from  my  love's  breath  ?  the  purple  pride 

Which  on  thy  soft  cheek  for  complexion  dwells^ 

In  my  love's  veins  thou  hast  too  grossly  dy'd. 

The  lily  I  condemned  for  thy  hand  * 

And  buds  of  manoram  had  stolen  tny  hair : 

The  roses  fearfully  on  thorns  did  stand. 

One  blushing  shame,  another  white  despair : 

A  third  nor  red  nor  white,  had  stolen  of  botn. 

And  to  his  robbery  had  annex'd  thy  breath ; 

But  for  his  theffc,  in  pride  of  all  his  growth 

A  vengeful  canker  eat  him  up  to  death. 

More  flowers  I  noted,  yet  I  none  could  see, 
*    But  sweet  or  colour  it  had  stolen  from  thee. 

C. 

"Where  art  thou.  Muse,  that  thou  forgefst  so  long 
To  speak  of  that  which  gives  thee  all  thy  might  ? 
Spend'st  thou  thy  fury  on  some  worthless  song, 
I)arkening  thy  power  to  lend  base  subjects  light  ? 
£«turn,  forgetful  Muse,  and  straight  redeem 
In  gentle  numbers  time  so  idly  spent ; 
Sing  to  the  ear  that  doth  thv  lays  esteem, 
And  gives  thy  pen  both  skill  and  argument. 
Bise,  restive  Muse,  my  love's  sweet  face  survey. 
If  time  have  any  wrinkle  graven  there ; 
If  any,  be  a  satire  to  decay. 
And  make  time's  spoils  despised  everywhere. 

Give  my  love  fame  faster  than  Time  wastes  life ; 

So  thou  prevent'stf  his  scythe,  and  crooked  knife. 

CI. 

O  truant  Muse,  what  shall  be  thy  amends, 

'Far  thy  neglect  of  truth  in  beauty  dy'd  ? 

Both  truth  and  beauty  on  my  love  depends ; 

So  dost  thou  too.  and  therein  dignified. 

Make  answer,  Muse :  wilt  thou  not  haply  say, 

TVuth  needs  no  colour,  with  his  colowrjia^dy 

Seauty  no  pencil^  beauty's  truth  to  lay : 

Sut  best  is  best,  if  never  intermia^d  7 

Because  he  needs  no  praise,  wilt  thou  be  dumb  ? 

Excuse  not  silence  so ;  for  it  lies  in  thee 

To  make  him  much  outlive  a  gilded  tomb. 

And  to  be  praised  of  ages  yet  to  be. 
Then  do  thy  office,  Muse ;  I  teach  thee  how 
To  make  him  seem  long  hence  as  he  shows  now. 

*  For  presuming  to  emulate  the  wbitensBA  oC  ^"j  tttaodi* 
t  Antidpatest. 


8o  thou  1)0  good,  Blandei  doth  but  approve' 
Tb;  north  Uie  greater,  being  nroo'dt  of  tinut 
For  auiker  vice  the  eweetost  buds  doth  love. 
And  thou  present'st  a  pure  uust^ned  prime. 


Tliou  hastpass'd  by  the  ambush  of  young  day^ 
Either  not  atsail'd,  or  victior  being  liharged ; 
Yet  this  th;  pruse  caanot  be  eo  tb;  pnuse. 


To  tie  up  envy,  eTermore  enlarged: 
If  nome  nispeatt  of  ill  ninak'd  not  tbj  show. 
Then  thou  alone  kiogdomB  of  hearts  shouldEt  o«e.§ 
LX5I. 
No  longer  mourn  for  ma  wheu  I  am  dead. 
Than  you  shall  hear  the  surly  sullen  bell 
Give  waming  to  the  narld  that  I  am  fled 
ProDi  this  vilo  world,  with  vilest  worms  lo  dwell : 
Nay,  if  you  read  this  line,  remember  not 
The  hand  that  writ  it ;  Tor  I  love  you  so. 
That  1  in  your  «weet  thoughts  would  be  rargol, 
If  thinking  on  me  then  should  make  you  woe. 
O  if  (1  say)  you  look  upoo  this  verse. 
When  I  perhHlja  compounded  am  with  olay, 
Do  not  so  much  as  my  poor  name  rehearse ; 
But  let  Four  love  even  with  my  life  decay ; 
Leat  the  wise  world  should  look  into  your  mov^, 
And  mock  you  with  me  after  1  am  gone. 

O,  lest  the  world  should  taakyouto 

~n  hat  merit  lived  in  me.  that  you  should  I( 
After  mj;  death,  dear  love,  fowl  me  quite, 
For  you  in  me  can  nothing  worUiy  prove ; 
Unless  you  would  devise  some  virtuous  lie, 
To  do  more  for  me  than  mine  own  desert, 
And  honi!  more  praise  u  pon  deceased  I, 
Than  luggard  truth  would  willinely  impart : 
O,  lest  your  true  love  mny  teem  Mae  In  thu, 
That  you  for  love  speak  well  of  me  untrue, 
Hy  name  be  buried  where  my  body  is. 
And  live  no  more  to  shame  nor  me  nor  you. 
For  I  am  shamed  by  that  whioh  I  hiiag  forth. 
And  BO  should  you,  1o  love  things  nothing  worth. 
LSXIII. 
That  time  of  year  thou  mayst  in  me  behold 
"Wlien  yellow  leaves,  or  none,  or  few,  do  haog 
Upon  those  houphs  whioh  shake  — " — '  " ' 


lurmotn,,  ■ 


Viae  ruin'd  choint,  where  late  the 

39t  thi      -/      ' 
__         .  wast, 

Whiuhhj'Bud'by  black  night  doth  t^ai 


tbou  seest  the  twilight  of  auoh  day. 


As  alter  sunset  fadeth  in 


Death's  secnni  aeW,  \Wi  s«»\t  u^  iSi-mn^ 


the  ">l|^ 
^birdslH^H 
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In  me  thou  seest  the  glowing  of  such  fire, 

That  on  the  ashes  of  his  youth  doth  Ue^ 

As  the  death-hed  whereon  it  must  expire, 

Ck>nsumed  with  that  which  it  was  nourish'd  by. 
This  thou  perceiv'st,  which  makes  thy  love  more  strong, 
To  love  that  well  which  thou  must  leave  ere  long. 

LXXIV. 

But  be  contented :  when  that  fell  arrest 

Without  all  baiL  shall  carry  me  away. 

My  life  hath  in  this  line  some  interest, 

Which  for  memorial  still  with  thee  shaU  stay. 

When  thou  reviewest  this,  thou  dost  review 

The  very  part  was  consecrate  to  thee. 

The  earth  can  have  but  earth,  which  is  his  due ; 

My  spirit  is  thine,  the  better  part  of  me : 

So  then  thou  hast  but  lost  the  dregs  of  life. 

The  prey  of  worms,  my  body  being  dead ; 

The  coward  conquest  of  a  wretch's  knife. 

Too  base  of  thee  to  be  remembered. 
The  worth  of  that,  is  that  which  it  contains, 
And  that  is  this,  and  this  with  thee  remains. 

LXXV. 

So  are  you  to  my  thoughts,  as  food  to  Ufe, 

Or  as  sweet^season'd  showers  are  to  the  ground ; 

And  for  the  peace  of  you  I  hold  such  strife 

As  'twixt  a  miser  and  his  wealth  is  found ; 

Now  proud  as  an  enjoyer,  and  anon 

Poubting  the  filching  age  will  steal  his  treasure; 

Now  counting  best  to  be  with  you  alone. 

Then  better^cTthat  the  world  may  see  my  pleasure : 

Sometime,  all  full  with  feasting  on  your  sight. 

And  by-and-by  clean*  starved  for  a  look ; 

Possessing  or  pursuing  no  detight, 

Save  what  is  had  or  must  from  you  be  took. 

Thus  do  I  pine  and  surfeit  day  by  day, 

Orf  gluttoning  on  all,  or  all  away. 

LXX7I. 

Why  is  my  verse  so  barren  of  new  pride  ? 

So  far  from  variation  or  quick  change  ? 

Why,  with  the  time,  do  Inot  glance  aside 

To  new*found  methods  and  to  compounds  strange  ? 

Why  write  I  still  all  one,  ever  the  same. 

And  keep  invention  in  a  noted  weed,^ 

That^^verv  word  doth  aknost  tell  my  name. 

Showing  their  birth,  and  where  they  did  proceed  ? 

O  know,  sweet  love,  I  always  write  of  you. 

And  vou  and  love  are  still  my  argument ; 

So  all  my  best  is  dressing  old  words  new. 

Spending  again  what  is  already  spent : 

For  as  the  sun  is  daily  new  and  old, 

80  is  my  love  still  telling  what  is  told. 
WhoOr.  t  Either.  t  ¥Lxk!C>Nm«it«i»* 


Nor  gives  to  awwwj'  wrinklea  plaoe, 

llut  msku  uitiqiiit^f  for  bjs  hm  pase ; 
Piailing  the  finb  cwnoedt  of  lava  ihere  bred. 
Where  lime  uid  outwonl  fonu  nouid  show  it  dead. 

crx. 

O  never  s&y  that  I  was  false  of  heart, 
Thoiiith  absence  Boem'd  ni]'  Qame  la  quaUfy. 
As  amy  miBht  I  fnun  m^'aelfilapiirt, 
As  from  my  soul  whiob  in  thy  breast  doth  tie : 
Thai  IB  my  borne  or  love  :  it  I  have  ranged, 
Jiike  him  tbat  travels,  I  return  again ; 
Just  to  the  time,  not  with  the  time  exchanged,— 
tia  that  m^selr  bring  waf«r  tbr  my  stain. 
Never  believe,  thoui^b  in  my  nature  reign'd 
All  frnjltiea  that  besiege  all  kinds  of  blood. 
That  it  oould  BO  [irepoeteroudly  be  stain'd 
To  leave  for  nothing  all  thy  eum  of  good; 
Fur  nothing  this  wide  universe  I  aH, 
Save  thou,  my  rose ;  in  it  thou  art  m;  all. 

ex. 

Alas,  'tis  true,  I  have  gone  here  and  there. 
And  made  myself  a  motley  to  the  view  j 
(joreil  mine  ovm  tbouahIa,§  Bold  cheap  what  is 
Jdada  old  offences  of  affootions  new. 
Most  trueit  is,  that  I  have  iDok'd  on  truth 
Askance  and  strangely ;  .but,  by  all  above, 
These  bleoobes  gave  my  beart  another  youth, 
And  worse  esBaya  proved  tbee  my  best  of  lovo. 
Now  all  is  done,  save  what  shail  have  no 
Mine  appetite  I  never  mere  will  grind 
On  newer  proof,  to  try  au  older  mend, 
A  God  in  love,  to  whom  I  am  confined. 
Then  give  me  weloome,  neit  my  heaven  the  bl 
£vau  to  thy  pure  and  most,  most  loving  brer '' 

CXI. 

h  Forti . 

c— -■  n harmful  deeds. 

That  did  not  better  for  my  life  provide, 
Than  public  means,  which  public  manners  breeds.  | 
Thenoe  uomes  it  tbatmy  name  receives  a  brand. 
And  almost  tbenoe  m^  nature  is  subdued 

Pitff 


LXXX. 

0  how  I  Wat  when  I  of  you  flo  write, 
Saowina  a  better  Eplrit'  doth  use  your  nsme, 
And  in  theiiraise  tfiereorspendeaJl  hiem^^ 
To  moke  me  hingtue-tieil,  ispeaking  ofynur  fame  I 
But  uaoe  joor  worth  (wide,  a^  the  oceaa  i«). 
The  humble  ss  the  iiroudeat  soil  doth  bnr, 

M7  saucf  bwk,  iuferior  far  to  his, 

On  your  bro»d  miin  doth  wilfully  appeff. 

Tour  ehalloweet  help  will  hold  me  up  adoa^ 

Wbilet  he  upon  four  souodlees  deep  doth  nde; 

Or,  being  wreck'd,  I  tun  n  worthless  boat, 

He  of  taJl  building,  aud  of  goodly  pride : 
Then  if  he  thrive,  and  I  be  cast  awof, 
The  worat  was  this ;— toy  love  wsa  my  dway. 
IjXIXI. 

Or,t  I  ehall  live  yonr  epitaph  to  malce. 

Or  jou  Burvire  when  liu  earth  am  rotten ; 

From  hence  your  memory  death  cannot  take. 

Although  in  me  each  part  will  be  forgotWD. 

Your  name  from  hence  ImmortaJ  life  shall  have. 

Though  I,  once  gone,  to  all  tJie  world  must  die. 

The  earth  can  yield  me  but  a  common  irave, 

"When  you  entombed  in  men's  eyea  fiball  lie. 

Tour  monument  shall  be  my  gentle  versa, 

Which  eyes  not  yet  created  shall  o'er-read; 

And  tongues  to  be,  your  being  shall  rehearse. 

When  all  the  breathers  of  Ihis  world  are  dead ; 
Tou  still  shall  live  (such  virtue  hath  my  pen). 
Where  breath  most  breathes, — even  in  the  mouths  of  men. 
IjIXXII. 

1  grant  Uiou  ^ert  not  married  to  my  muse. 
And  therefore  mayst  without  attunt  o'erlook 
The  dedicated  words  which  writers  use 

Of  their  fair  aubjeoti  bleasing  every  book. 

Thou  art  as  fhir  m  knowledge  as  in  hue, 

Finding  thy  worth  a  limit  i»Bt  my  praise ; 

And  therefore  art  enforced  to  seek  anew 

Same  fresher  slmnp  of  the  time-bettering  dars. 

And  do  so,  love ;  yet  when  they  have  devised 

what  stnuned  touches  rhetoric  can  lend. 

Thou  truly  fair  werl  trulv  syropathized 

In  true  plain  words,  by  thy  true'telling  fhend ; 
And  their  grins  painting  might  be  better  used 
Where  cheeks  need  blood ;  in  thee  it  is  abused. 

SpMt  !•  mal  ben  moDoiyUiUially.    The  Belta  Spirit,  to  whom 
kMon  rcfen,  Malone  couc^vo  to  be  SpeuBer- 


r- 


O  'tis  the  firrt ;  'tU  BsIIctj  in  lur  mxiag, 
And  1117  great  mind  moBt  kingly  drinks  it  up : 
Mine  eje  well  knows  what  with  iw  gust*  is  gn 
And  to  its  polute  doth  prepsre  the  cup : 
Ifit  bepoiBon'd.t  'tis  the  Ipeser  sin 
TUiit  mine  eye  lores  it,  and  dolh  first  begiiu 
CST. 
Thow  lines  that  I  before  liave  vnit,  do  Ue,  _, 

Kven  those  tfaatr  said  1  could  not  love  you  deiref  ft 
Vet  then  myjudfment  knewnoreuon  why 
My  most  full  Oame  should  BfEerwards  burn  clearer. 
But  reokoniug  time,  whose  miUiou'd  accidentB 
Creep  in  twixt  vows,  and  chinge  decrees  of  kings, 
Tan  sacred  beeutf,  blunt  the  ehorp'rt  iotents, 
Divert  strong  minds  to  the  course  of  aitwng  things; 
AIib!  why,  &ring  of  time's  granny, 
Might  I  not  then  »V,  now  -f  btw  ym  bat, 
W  ben  I  was  cert^n  o'er  incertaintj. 
Crowning  the  presenl.  dout'tiDg  of  the  reat  ? 
Love  is  a  bubo:  then  micht  I  not  tsy  so, 

m_    ^_.    «.ii  __:^i.  ,.  ..?_.  — i-:_l.  .Till  Jl 


To  give  rull  growth  to  that  which  1UII  doth  gi 
CXVL 

not  to  the  marriage  of  trae  w 


let  ._ „ 

Admit  impedimenlti.    Inve  is  not  lore 

Which  alters  when  it  iteration  Ends, 

Or  bends  with  the  remover  to  remove : 

O  no !  it  is  an  ever-Sxed  mark, 

That  looks  on  tempests,  and  is  never  shaken ; 

It  is  the  star  lo  efery  vrandering  bark, 

Whose  wortji  's  unknown,  although  his  heiaht  b«  taltl 

Love '»  not  Time's  fool,  though  rosy  lips  and  oheeks 

Within  hit  beodiug  sidile's  compass  oome ; 

Ijove  alters  not  with  Ms  brief  hours  and  weeks. 

But  bears  it  out  even  to  tbe  edge  of  doom. 

If  this  he  error,  nnd  upon  me  proved, 

1  never  nril^  nor  uo  man  ever  laved. 
CXVII. 
Accuse  me  thus:  that  I  have  scantedt  all 
Wherein  I  should  rour  great  deserts  repay ; 
Porgot  upon  your  aearest  love  to  oM, 
Whereto  all  bonds  do  tie  me  day  by  day ; 
Tlrnl  1  have  frequent  been  with  unknown  minds. 
And  riven  to  time  your  own  dear-parohased  right; 
Tbatl  have  boiEted  soil  to  all  the  winds 
Whioh  should  Iraasport  me  ^thest  from  your  sight 
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LXXXVI. 


*Was  it  the  proud  full  sail  of  his  great  verse, 

Bound  for  ^e  prize  of  all-too-precious  j^ou, 

That  did  my  ripe  thoughts  in  mv  brain  inhearse, 

Making  theu:  tomb  the  womb  wherein  they  grew  ? 

Was  it  nis  spirit,  by  spirits  taught  to  write 

Above  a  mortal  pitch,  that  struck  me  dead  ? 

No,  neither  he,  nor  ms  compeers  by  night 

Giving  him  aid.  my  verse  astonished. 

He,  nor  that  affable  familiar  ghost 

Which  nightly  gulls  him  with  inteUigence,* 

As  victors,  of  my  silence  cannot  boast ; 

I  was  not  sick  of  any  fear  from  thence. 
But  when  your  countenance  fill'd  up  his  line, 
Then  lack'd  I  matter;  that  enfeebled  mine. 

LXXXVII. 

Farewell !  thou  art  too  dear  for  my  possessing. 

And  like  enough,  thou  know*st  thy  estimate : 

The  charter  of  thy  worth  gives  thee  releasing ; 

My  bonds  in  thee  are  all  determinate,  f 

For  how  do  I  hold  thee  but  by  thy  granting  ? 

And  for  that  riches  where  is  my  deserving  ? 

The  cause  of  this  fair  gift  in  me  is  wanting. 

And  so  my  patent  back  again  is  swerving. 

Thyself  thou  gav*st,  thy  own  worth  then  not  knowing, 

Or  me,  to  whom  thou  gav'st  it,  else  mistaking ; 

So  thy  great  gift,  upon  misprision  growing. 

Comes  Home  again,  on  better  judgment  making. 
Thus  have  I  had  thee,  as  a  dream  doth  flatter. 
In  sleep  a  king,  but  waking,  no  such  matter. 

LXXXVIII. 

When  thou  shalt  be  disposed  to  sett  me  light. 

And  place  my  merit  in  the  eye  of  Scorn, 

Upon  thy  side  against  myself  I'll  fight. 

And  prove  thee  virtuous,  though  thou  art  forsworn. 

With  mine  own  weakness  being  best  acquainted. 

Upon  thy  part  I  can  set  down  a  story 

Oi  faults  conceal'd,  wherein  I  am  attainted.; 

That  thou,  in  losing  me,  shalt  win  much  glory : 

And  I  by  this  will  be  a^  gainer  too ; 

For  bending  all  my  loving  thoughts  on  thee, 

The  injuries  that  to  myself  I  do, 

Doing  thee  vantage  double  vantage  me. 
Such  is  my  love,  to  thee  I  so  belong. 
That  for  thy  rignt  myself  will  bear  all  wrong. 

AUading,  perhaps,  to  the  celebrated  Dr.  Dee^spietenOLeOiVnkeicoxxx^A 
h  spirits. 

Determined,  a^ed.  t  Estimate. 

2l2 
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O  Uist  our  night  of  woe  mkht  hate  re 

Hjr  deeiMit  bbdm,  huw  turd  true  fOTtow  hit^ 
And  loon  to  fuu.  u  you  io  me,  then  tender  d 
Tbe  humble  nlve  which  wounded  bosom  fita  t 

But  Ibat  your  IrespaES  now  becomes  s  fee ;       

Mine  nmsouiB  yours,  lUid  yours  must  ruiaom  oft' 
OXXI. 
Til  better  U>  be  vile,  tiian  vile  esteem'd 
When  nut  to  be  receives  reproach  of  Iwing, 
Aud  the  just  plexsure  lost,  nhich  is  so  deeni'd    i 
Not  bj  our  feelint  but  by  otlierB'  seong. 
For  why  should  others'  faJse  adulterate  ejea 
Give  salutntion  to  my  aportive  blood  ? 
Of  on  mf  frulties  why  tu'B  trailer  spies, 
'Whirh  in  their  wiUs  count  bikd  whst  1  think  g| 
No,~I  am  that  I  am ;  and  they  th&t  level 
At  my  abuses,  reckou  up  their  own :  , 

I  may  be  straight,  though  they  themselvei  be  bL 
Hy  their  rank  thoughW  my  deeds  must  not  be  d 
Unlesii  tbi&  general  evil  thej  mtuntuu,  J 

All  men  are  bad  and  in  tbeir  badness  reign.  1 

cxxir. 

Thy  gift,  thy  tables,!  ^re  within  my  brain 
FuD  cbBTBOter'd  with  lasting  memory, 
Which  shall  above  thut  idle  rank  remun. 
Beyond  all  date,  even  to  eternity : 
Or  at  the  least  so  long  as  braJD  aud  heart 
Have  Taculty  by  nature  to  subsist ; 
Till  each  te  rased  obUvion  yield  bis  part 


„ ,.-.Ibol4 

To  trust  those  tables  that  receive  tbee  more: 
To  keep  an  adjunct  to  remember  the^ 
Were  to  import  forgetfulnesa  in  me. 
CXXIIL 
No !    'Kme,  thou  shalt  not  boost  that  I  do 
Thy  pyramidB  built  up  with  neww  might 
To  me  are  nothing  novel,  nothing  strange ; 
They  are  but  dressings  of  a,  former  sight 
Our  dates  are  brie^  and  tberelbre  we  admire 
What  thou  dost  foist  upo  n  us  tlut  is  old. 
And  rather  make  them  bora  to  our  desire, 
Thui  thiuk  thnt  we  berore  have  heard  them  told. 

''  ^  him  by  iiii  1  "" 


No!    "Kme,  the 
Thy  pyramidB  b 

■  To  me  are  nothi 

■  They  are  but  dr 

■  Our  dates  are  hi 
H  What  thou  dost 
H           And  rather  mak 

■  Thui  thiuk  thnt 
H        ■  ftanindcd. 

■  )  f.E.lhe  blink  bnd 
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Then  need  I  not  to  fear  the  worst  of  wrongs, 

When  in  the  least  of  them  my  Ufe  hath  end. 

1  see  a  hotter  state  to  me  helongs 

Than  that  which  on  thy  humour  doth  depend. 

Thou  canst  not  vex  me  with  inconstant  mind, 

:5ince  that  my  Ufe  on  thy  revolt  doth  lie. 

O  what  a  happy  title  do  I  find, 

Happy  to  have  thv  love,  happy  to  die ! 
But  whafs  so  hlessed-fair  that  fears  no  hlot  ? — 
Thou  mayst  he  fidse,  and  yet  I  know  it  not : 

XCIII. 
So  shall  I  live,  supposing  thou  art  true, 
Xiike  a  deceived  hushana ;  so  love's  face 
May  stiU  seem  love  to  me,  though  alter'd  new ; 
Thy  looks  with  me,  thy  heart  in  other  place : 
For  there  can  live  no  natred  in  thine  eye. 
Therefore,  in  tha^  I  cannot  know  thy  change. 
[n  man^s  look&  the  false  heart's  history, 
is  writ,  in  moods  and  frowns  and  wrinKles  strange, 
But  heaven  in  thy  creation  did  decree. 
That  in  thy  face  sweet  love  should  ever  dwell ; 
Whatever  thy  thoughts  or  thy  heart's  workings  be. 
Thy  looks  sm>uld  nothing  thence  but  sweetness  tell. 

How  like  Eve's  apple  cloth  thy  beauty  grow. 

If  thy  sweet  virtue  answer  not  thy  snow ! 

XCIV. 

They  that  have  power  to  hurt  and  will  do  none. 
That  do  not  do  the  thing  they  most  do  show. 
"Who,  moving  others,  are  themselves  as  stone, 
tJnmoved,  cold,  and  to  temptation  slow ; 
They  rightly  do  inherit  heaven's  graces. 
And  husband  nature's  riches  from  expense  ;* 
They  are  the  lords  and  owners  of  their  faces. 
Others  but  stewards  of  their  excellence. 
The  sunmier's  flower  is  to  the  summer  sweet. 
Though  to  itself  it  only  Uve  and  die ; 
But  if  that  flower  with  base  infection  meet, 
The  basest  weed  out-braves  his  dignity : 

For  sweetest  things  turn  sourest  by  their  deeds ; 

Lihes  that  fester  smell  far  worse  than  weeds. 

xcv. 

How  sweet  and  lovely  dost  thou  make  the  shame 
Which,  Uke  a  canker  in  the  fragrant  rose, 
Doth  spot  the  beauty  of  thy  budding  name ! 
O.  in  what  sweets  dost  thou  thy  sins  inclose ! 
Tnat  tongue  that  tells  the  story  of  thy  days. 
Making  lascivious  comments  on  thy  sport, 
Cannot  dispraise  but  in  a  kind  of  praise ; 
Teaming  thy  name  blesses  an  ill  report. 
O  what  a  mandon  have  those  vices  got, 
Widob  for  their  habitation  chose^  out  tbde  \ 

*  Waste. 


Tet  fear  ber,  O  thou  minion  of  h^r  pleu 

Sbe  ta»j  detain,  but  not  still  keep  ber  U 

Her  auilit,  though  dclny'd.  niiswer'il  muBt  bl 
And  bor  quietus,  is  to  render  thee. 


Id  the  old  age  black  was  not  oouoted  fair.* 
Or  if  it  were,  it  bore  not  beautj's  name; 
But  DOW  is  blaek  beaulj's  successive  heir 
And  beauty  sbinder'd  with  a  bastard  sbiune. 
For  sinoe  eaeh  hand  hath  put  on  nature's  power. 
Fairing  the  foul  with  art's  (bJse  bormw*d  Taoe, 
Sweet  beautf  hath  no  aame^  no  hol^  hour. 
But  IB  proluiod,  if  not  lifes  in  diagnioe. 
Therefore  mj  misCresf  eyes  are  raven  black, 
Her  eyea  so  eulted ;  and  they  mouraecs  seem 
At  Buoh,  who  not  bom  fair,  do  beauty  lack, 
Slandenns  cmalion  with  a  false  estem  rf 
Yet  so  tbey  mourn,  becoming  of  Ibeir  wo^ 
That  every  tongue  s&ys,  beauty  should  loot  so. 


How  oil,  when  thou,  my  mtasic,!  music  play*st, 
Upon  that  blessed  wood  whose  motion  sauads 
With  thy  sweet  fiuKers,  when  Ihou  gently  sway'st 
The  wiry  conuord  that  mine  ear  counftiuads, 


Wbil^  my  poor  lips,  w  hiuh  should  that  faarvest  i^ 
At  the  woott'a  boluuees  by  the«  bluxhiu^  standi  . 
To  be  BO  tickled  they  would  ohange  their  st-*^^ 
And  utuatioa  with  those  dancing  chips, 


CXXIS. 

The  expense  ofspirit  in  a  waste  of  shams 
Is  lust  in  action;  and  till  aolion, lust 
Is  peijurod,  murderous,  bloody,  full  of  N  .. 
Savi^,  extreme,  rude,  oruel,  not  lo  trust; 
£nJoy'd  no  sooner,  but  despised  straight ; 
Fast  reason  hunted;  and  no  tioonei  '    ' 
Past  reason  hated,  as  a  swajlow'd  bi     , 
On  purpose  laid  tti  make  the  taker  mad : 
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Mad  in  pursuit,  and  in  possession  so ; 

Had,  having,  and  in  quest  to  have,  extreme ; 

A  bliss  in  proof, — and  proved,  a  very  woe; 

Before,  a  joy  proposed ;  behind,  a  dream : 
All  this  the  world  well  knows ;  yet  none  knows  well 
To  shun  the  heaven  that  leads  men  to  this  helL 

cxxx. 

My  mistress*  eyes  are  nothing  like  the  sun; 

Coral  is  far  more  red  than  her  lips'  red : 

If  snow  be  white,  why  then  her  Dreasts  are  dun ; 

If  hairs  be  wires,  blaok  wires  grow  on  her  head. 

I  have  seen  roses  damask'd.  red  and  white. 

But  no  such  roses  see  I  in  her  cheeks ; 

And  in  some  perfumes  is  there  more  delight 

Than  in  the  breath  that  from  my  mistress  reeks. 

I  love  to  hear  her  speak, — yet  well  I  know 

That  music  hath  a  lar  more  pleasing  sound ; 

I  grant  I  never  saw  a  goddess  go, — 

My  mistress,  when  she  walks,  treads  on. the  ground; 

And  yet  by  heaven,  I  think  my  love  as  rare 

As  any  she  belied  with  false  compare. 

CXXXI. 

Thou  art  as  tyrannous,  so  as  thou  art, 
As  those  whose  beauties  proudly  make  them  cruel ; 
For  well  thou  know'st  to  my  dear  doting  heart 
Thou  art  the  fairest  and  most  precious  jewel. 
Yet,  in  good  faith,  some  say,  that  thee  behold. 
Thy  face  hath  not  the  power  to  make  love  groan : 
To  say  they  err,  I  dare  not  be  so  bold. 
Although  I  swear  it  to  myself  alone. 
And,  to  be  sure  that  is  not  false  I  swear, 
A  thousand  groans,  but  thinking  on  thy  face. 
One  on  anotner's  neck,*  do  witness  bear 
Thy  black  is  fairest  in  my  judgment's  place. 
In  nothing  art  thou  black,  save  in  toy  deeds. 
And  thence  this  slander,  as  I  think,  proceeds. 

CXXXII. 

Thine  eyes  I  love,  and  they,  as  pitying  me. 
Knowing  thy  heart,  torment  me  with  disdain ; 
Have  put  on  black,  and  loving  mourners  be, 
Ixx)king  with  pretty  ruth  upon  my  pain. 
And  truly  not  the  morning  sun  of  heaven 
Better  becomes  the  grey  cheeks  of  the  east. 
Nor  that  full  star  that  ushers  in  the  even 
Doth  half  tha1>  glory  to  the  sober  west, 

*  One  (dose  after  another. 
VOL.  V,  2  K 
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As  those  two  mourning*  eyes  become  thy  &oe : 

O  let  it  then  as  well  beseem  thy  heart 

To  mourn  for  me,  since  moummg  doth  thee  grace, 

And  suit  thy  pity  hke  in  every  i)art. 
Then  will  I  swear  Beauty  herself  is  black. 
And  all  they  foul  that  thy  complexion  lade 

cxxxin. 

Beshrew  that  heart  that  makes  mv  heart  to  groan 
Por  that  deep  wound  it  gives  mv  friend  and  me ! 
Is't  not  enough  to  torture  me  alone. 
But  slave  to  slavery  my  sweet'st  friend  must  be? 
Me  from  myself  thy  cruel  eve  hath  t^ken. 
And  my  next  self  thou  harder  hast  engrossed ; 
Of  him,  myself^  and  thee,  I  am  forsaken ; 
A  torment  thnce  threefold  thus  to  be  cross'd. 
Prison  my  heart  in  thv  steel  bosom's  ward. 
But  then  my  friend's  heart  let  mv  poor  h^urt  bail; 
Who  e'er  keeps  me,  let  my  heart  be  his  guard ; 
Thou  canst  not  then  use  rigour  in  my  gaol : 
And  yet  thou  wilt ;  for  L  being  pent  in  thee, 
Perforce  am  thine,  and  all  that  is  in  me. 

CXTtXTV. 

So  now  I  have  confessed  that  he  is  thine. 
And  I  myself  am  mortgaged  to  thy  will ; 
Myself  I'll  forfeit,  so  that  other  nune 
Thou  wilt  restore,  to  be  my  comfort  still : 
But  thou  wilt  not,  nor  he  will  not  be  free, 
Por  thou  art  covetous,  and  he  is  kind ; 
He  leam'd  but,  surety-like,  to  writ/e  for  me. 
Under  that  bond  that  him  as  fast  doth  bino. 
The  statute,t  of  thy  beauty  thou  wilt  tak:e. 
Thou  usurer^  that  put'st  forth  all  to  use, 
And  sue  a  fnend,  came  debtor  for  my  sake ; 
So  him  I  lose  through  my  unkind  abuse. 

Him  have  I  lost ;  thou  hast  both  him  and  me ; 

He  pays  the  whole,  and  yet  am  I  not  free. 

cxxxv. 

Whoever  hath  her  wish^  thou  hast  thy  Will,  J 
And  will  to  boot,  and  will  in  over-plus ; 
More  than  enough  am  I  that  vex  thee  still. 
To  thy  sweet  will  making  addition  thus. 
Wilt  thou,  whose  will  is  large  and  spacious, 
Not  once  vouchsafe  to  hide  my  will  in  thine  ? 
Shall  will  in  others  seem  right  gracious. 
And  in  my  will  no  fair  acceptance  shine  ? 

•  I.  e.  \AatcV..  ^  ^ow^,  x  K.^s^cK^^oi^ti.  his  own  name. 
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The  sea,  all  water,  yet  receives  rain  still. 
And  in  abundance  addeth  to  his  store ; 
So  thou,  bein^  rich  in  will,  add  to  thy  will 
One  will  of  mine,  to  make  thy  large  will  more. 

Let  no  unkind,  no  fair  beseechers  kill ; 

Think  all  but  one,  and  me  in  that  one  Will, 

CXXXVI. 

If  thy  soul  check*  thee  that  I  come  so  near. 
Swear  to  thy  blind  soul  that  I  was  thy  Will^ 
And  will,  thy  soul  knows,  is  admitted  there ; 
Thus  far  for  love,  my  lovesuit,  sweet,  fulfil. 
Will  will  fulfil  the  treasure  of  thy  love. 
Ay,  fill  it  full  with  wills,  and  my  will  one. 
In  things  of  great  receipt  with  ease  we  prove ; 
Amon^  a  number  one  is  reckon'd  none. 
Then  m  the  number  let  me  pass  untold. 
Though  in  thy  stores'  account  I  one  must  be ; 
For  nothing  hold  me,  so  it  please  thee,  hold 
That  nothing-me,  a  something  sweet  to  thee : 

Make  but  my  name  thy  love,  and  love  that  still. 

And  then  thou  loVst  me,— for  my  name  is  Will. 

CXXXVII. 

Thou  blind  fool.  Love,  what  dost  thou  to  mine  eyes, 

That  they  behold,  and  see  not  what  they  see  ? 

They  know  what  beauty  is,  see  where  it  Ues, 

Yet  what  the  best  is,  take  the  worst  to  be. 

If  eyes,  corrupt  by  over-partial  looks. 

Be  anchor*d  in  the  bay  where  all  men  ride. 

Why  of  eyes*  falsehood  hast  thou  forged  hooks, 

"Whereto  the  judgment  of  my  heart  is  tied  ? 

Why  should  my  heart  think  that  a  several  plot,t 

Which  my  heart  knows  the  wide  world's  common  place  ? 

Or  mine  eyes  seeing  this,  say  this  is  not. 

To  put  fair  truth  upon  so  foul  a  face  ? 
In  things  right  true  my  heart  and  eyes  haVe  err'd, 
And  to  this  false  plague  are  they  now  transferred. 

CXXXVIII. 

When  my  love  swears  J  that  she  is  made  of  truth, 
I  do  believe  her,  though  I  know  she  lies  * 
That  she  mig^t  think  me  some  untutored  youth. 
Unlearned  in  the  world's  false  subtilties. 

♦  Reprimand. 

t  A  plot  severed  from  common  ground,  for  the  benefit  of  a  particular 
roprietor. 

t  This  sonnet  is  also  found  (with  some  variations)  in  the  Passionnte  Pil- 
rim,  a  coUection  of  verses  printed  as  Shakspeare's  in  1509.  It  there 
:ands  thus : — 

. "  When  my  love  swears  that  she  is  made  of  truth, 
I  do  believe  her,  though  I  know  she  lies  •, 
Uiatebe  might  think  me  some  untutoi^dyoxx^iiDk., 
Unsfcil/ulin.  the  world's  false /orgeries. 

2  K  2 
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Thus  Yiunly  thinking  that  she  thinks  me  young, 
Although  sne  knows  my  days  are  past  the  best, 
Simply  1  credit  her  false-sneaking  tongue ; 
On  Doth  sides  thus  is  simple  truth  suppreas'd. 
But  wherefore  says  she  not,  she  is  unjust  ? 
And  wherefore  say  not  I,  that  I  am  old  ? 
O  love's  best  habit  is  in  seeming  trust. 
And  age  in  love  loves  not  to  have  years  told. 
Therefore  I  lie  with  her,  and  she  with  me. 
And  in  our  faults  by  Ues  we  flatter'd  be. 

cxxxix. 

O.  call  not  me  to  justify  the  wrong, 
Tnat  thy  unkindness  lays  upon  my  heart ; 
"Wound  me  not  with  thine  eye,  but  with  thy  tongue; 
Use  power  with  power,  and  slay  me  not  by  art. 
Tell  me  thou  loTst  elsewhere ;  but  in  my  sight, 
Bear  heart,  forbear  to  glance  thine  eye  aside. 
What  need'st  thou  wound  with  cunning,  when  thy  migfat 
Is  more  than  my  o'erpress'd  defence  can  'bide  ? 
Let  me  excuse  thee :  ah  !  my  love  well  knows 
Her  pretty  looks  have  been  mine  enemies; 
And  therefore  from  my  face  she  turns  my  foes. 
That  they  elsewhere  might  dart  their  injuries : 
Yet  do  not  so ;  but  since  I  am  near  slain. 
Kill  me  outright  with  looks,  and  hd  my  pain. 

CXL. 

Be  wise  as  thou  art  cruel ;  do  not  press 
My  tongue-tied  patience  with  too  much  disdain ; 
Lest  sorrow  lend  me  words,  and  words  express 
The  manner  of  my  pity-wanting  pain. 
If  I  might  teach  thee  wit,  better  it  were. 
Though  not  to  love,  yet,  love,  to  tell  me  so  ;* 
(As  t^ty  sick  men.  when  their  deaths  be  near. 
No  news  but  health  from  their  physicians  know) : 
For.  if  I  should  despair,  I  should  grow  mad. 
And  in  my  madness  might  speak  ul  of  thee : 
Now  this  ill-wresting  world  is  grown  so  bwl. 
Mad  slanderers  by  mad  ears  believed  be. 

That  I  may  not  be  so,  nor  thou  belied. 

Bear  thine  eyes  straight,  though  thy  proud  heart  go  wid 

Thus  vainly  thinking  that  she  thinks  me  yovaag. 
Although  /  know  my  years  be  past  the  best, 
I  smiling  credit  her  fialse-speaking  tongue. 
Out-facing  faults  in  love  vHth  lot>e*8  iU  rest. 
But  wherefore  says  my  love  that  she  is  young  f 
And  wherefore  say  not  I  that  I  am  old  ? 
O,  .love*s  best  habit  is  a  soothing  torque. 
And  age  in  love  loves  not  to  have  years  told. 
Therefore  I'll  lie  with  lone^  and  love  with  me. 
Since  that  out  i^\3\\&  va  iotie  thits  smother*d  be.** 


SONNETS.  501 

CXLL 

In  faith  I  do  not  love  thee  with  mine  eyes, 
For  they  in  thee  a  thousand  errors  note ; 
But  tis  my  heart  that  loves  what  they  despise, 
Who  in  despite  of  view,  is  pleased  to  dote. 
Nor  are  mine  ears  with  thy  tongue's  tune  delighted ; 
Nor  tender  feeUng.  to  base  touches  i)rone. 
Nor  taste  nor  smell,  desire  to  be  invited 
To  any  sensual  feast  with  tbee  alone : 
But*  my  five  wits,  nor  my  five  sensesf  can 
Dissuade  one  foolish  heart  from  serving  thee. 
Who  leaves  unsway'd  the  likeness  of  a  man. 
Thy  proud  heart's  slave  and  vassal  vrretch  to  be : 
Only  my  plague  thus  far  I  count  my  gain, 
« That  she  that  makes  me  sin  awards  me  pain. 

CXLII. 

liove  is  my  sin,  and  thy  dear  virtue  hate. 
Hate  of  mv  sin,  grounded  on  sinful  loving : 
O,  but  with  mine  compare  thou  thine  own  state, 
And  thou  shalt  find  it  merits  not  reproving ; 
Or  if  it  do,  not  f5rom  those  lips  of  thine, 
That  have  profaned  their  scarlet  ornaments. 
And  seal'd  false  bonds  of  love  as  oft  as  mine ; 
Bobb'd  others'  beds  revenues  of  their  rents. 
Be  it  lawful  I  love  thee,  as  thou  Wst  those 
Whom  thine  eyes  woo  as  mine  imp6rtune  thee : 
Boot  i)ity  in  thy  heart,  that  when  it  grows. 
Thy  pity  may  deserve  to  pitied  be. 

If  thou  dost  seek  to  have  what  thou  dost  hide, 

By  self-example  mayst  thou  be  denied ! 

CXLIII. 

lio,  as  a  careful  house-wife  runs  to  catch 
One  of  her  feather'd  creatures  broke  away, 
Sets  down  her  babe,  and  makes  all  swift  dispatch 
In  i>^rsuit  of  the  thing  she  would  have  stay : 
Whilst  her  neglected  child  holds  her  in  chase, 
Cries  to  catch  ner  whose  busv  care  is  bent 
To  follow  that  which  flies  before  her  face. 
Not  prizing^  her  poor  infant's  discontent ; 
So  run'st  thou  after  that  which  flies  from  thee, 
Whilst  I,  thy  babe,  chase  thee  afar  behind ; 
But  if  thou  catch  thy  hope,  turn  back  to  me. 
And  plav  the  mothers  part,  kiss  me,  be  kind : 

So  will  I  pray,  that  thou  mayst  have  thy  Will, 

If  thou  turn  back,  and  my  loud  crying  stilL 

«  (Neither). 

t  "  The  Witt,"  Dr.  Johnson  observes,  "  seem  to  have  been  reckoned  five, 
yy  analogv  to  the  five  senses,  or  the  five  inlets  of  ideas.    Wit  in  oar 
luthor's  time  was  the  general  term  for  the  intellectual  powec."    FtcrcBw 
Stephen  Hawes' poem  caUed  Oraunde  Amour  and  La  Bell  Pucel,\^^^»<^*^^ 
t  mppean  that  the  Ave  wits  were  "  common  -wit,  Vc^agVnaJdiOT^ts&KMEIt 
9tbaMti(m,  and  memory,"  t  Notrc^EW^^S- 
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CXLIV. 

Two  loves  I  have  of  comfort  and  despair. 
Which  Hke  two  spirits  do  suggest*  me  still ; 
The  better  an^el  is  a  man  rignt  fair. 
The  worser  spirit  a  woman,  coloured  ill. 
To  win  me  soon  to  hell,  my  female  evil 
Tempteth  my  better  angel  from  my  side^ 
And  would  corrupt  my  saint  to  be  a  devil. 
Wooing  his  purity  with  her  foul  pride. 
And  whether  that  my  angel  be  tum'd  fiend. 
Suspect  I  may,  yet  not  directly  tell ; 
But  being  botn  to  me,  both  to  each  friend, 
I  guess  one  angel  in  another's  helL 

The  truth  shall  I  ne'er  know,  but  live  in  doubt^ 

Till  my  bad  angel  fire  my  good  one  out. 

CXLV. 

Those  lips  that  Love's  own  hand  did  make. 
Breathed  forth  the  sound  that  said,  I  hate. 
To  me  that  languished  for  her  sake :  -    -  - 
But  when  she  saw  my  woeful  state. 
Straight  in  her  heart  did  mercy  come. 
Chiding  that  tongue,  that  ever  sweet 
Was  used  in  giving  gentle  doom ;  "^'' 

And  taught  it  thus  a-new  to  greet : 
I  hate  she  altered  with  an  end. 
That  followed  it  as  gentle  day 
Doth  follow  night,  who  like  a  fiend 
Prom  heaven  to  hell  is  flown  away. 

I  hate  from  hate  away  she  threw. 

And  saved  my  Ufe,  saying  not  you.f 

CXLVI. 

Poor  soul,  the  centre  of  my  sinful  earth. 

Starved  by  those  rebel  powers  that  thee  arrav. 

Why  dost  thou  pine  within,  and  suffer  dearth. 

Painting  thy  outward  walls  so  costly  gay  ? 

Why  so  large  cost,  having  so  short  a  lease. 

Dost  thou  upon  thy  fading  mansion  spend  ? 

Shall  worms,  inheritors  oithis  excess. 

Eat  up  thy  charge  ?    Is  this  thy  body's  end  ? 

Then  soul,  live  thou  upon  thy  servant's  loss, 

And  let  that  pine  to  aggravate  thy  store ; 

Buy  terms  divine  in  selling  hours  of  dross ; 

Within  be  fed,  without  be  rich  no  more  : 
So  shalt  thou  feed  on  death,  that  feeds  on  men. 
And,  death  once  dead,  there's  no  more  dying  then. 

*  Tempt. 

t  I.  e.  the  ytoiCa  I  hate  %\v&  ^N«&\&dLQltb.eic  effect  upon  me  by  adding^ 
not  you. 
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CXLVIL 

My  love  is  as  a  fever,  longing  still 

Por  tiiat  which  longer  nurseth  the  disease: 

Feeding  on  that  which  doth  preserve  the  ill, 

The  uncertain  sickly  appetite  to  please. 

My  reason,  the  physician  to  my  love, 

Angry  that  his  prescriptions  are  not  kept, 

Hath  left  me,  and  I  desperate  now  approve,* 

Desire  is  death,  which  physic  did  except. 

Past  cure  I  am,  now  reason  is  past  care. 

And  frantic-mad  with  evermore  unrest ; 

My  thoughts  and  my  discourse  as  mad  men's  are, 

At  random  from  the  truth  vainly  expressed ; 

For  I  have  sworn  thee  fair,  and  thought  thee  bright, 

Who  art  as  black  as  hell,  as  dark  as  night. 

CXLVIII. 

O  me !  what  eyes  hath  love  put  in  my  head^ 
Which  have  no  correspondence  with  true  sight  ? 
Or,  if  they  have,  where  is  my  judgment  fled, 
That  censures!  falsely  what  tney  see  aright  ? 
If  that  be  fair  whereon  my  false  eyes  dote. 
What  means  the  world  to  say  it  is  not  so  ? 
If  it  be  notj  then  love  doth  well  denote 
Love's  eye  is  not  so  true  as  all  men's :  no. 
How  can  it  ?    O  how  can  Love's  eve  be  larue. 
That  is  so  vex'd  with  watching  and  with  tears  P 
No  marvel,  then,  though  I  mistake  my  view ; 
The  sun  itself  sees  not^  till  heaven  clears. 
O  cunning  Love !  with  tears  thou  keep'st  me  blind. 
Lest  eyes  well-seeing  thy  foul  faults  should  find. 

CXLIX. 

Canst  thou,  O  cruel !  say  I  love  thee  not 
AVhen  I,  against  myself,  with  thee  partaJcePX 
Do  I  not  think  on  thee,  when  I  forgot 
Am  of  myself  all-tyrant,  §  for  thy  ^e  ? 
"Who  hateth  thee  that  I  do  call  my  friend  ? 
On  whom  frown'st  thou  that  I  do  fawn  upon? 
Nay,  if  thou  low'rst  on  me,  do  I  not  spend 
Revenge  upon  myself  with  present  moan  ? 
What  merit  do  I  in  myself  resi)ect. 
That  is  so  proud  thv  service  to  despise. 
When  all  my  best  doth  worship  thy  defect. 
Commanded  by  the  motion  of  thine  eyes  ? 

But,  love,  hate  on,  for  now  I  know  thy  mind ; 

Those  that  can  see  thou  lov'st,  and  I  am  blind. 

*  Experience.  t  Estimates.  :  7.  e.  take  part. 

^  I.  e.  entire  tyrant. 


O  frum  nbat  power  tust  than  this  poworfUl  ta 
Witii  imuffioiencf  m;  facart  to  iwtj? 
To  nuke  oie  give  the  lie  tc  my  true  «ight, 
AdiI  ewaa  that  brigbtnes  doth  doI  gnca  the  & 
Whenoe  hi«t  thou  thia  beooming  or  Ibings  ill,  J 
Thftt  in  the  very  refuse  of  th;  drads  ^ 

There  is  mioh  ifrenalh  and  wurantige*  oT  skil^H 
That  in  my  mind,  tb;  worst  all  beet  exceeds! 
Who  tAught  thea  how  to  make  me  \a-n  tbee  m 
Themorelbear  BDilaeeiust  cnueof  bate? 
Q,  tboDflh  I  loie  what  others  do  abhor, 
With  ovier$  thou  gbnulilst  not  abhor  my  stote ; 
Irthf  UDWorthinees  raised  love  in  me. 
More  worthy  I  lo  be  beloved  of  t^ee. 

CU. 
Love  ifl  too  young  to  know  what  oonaraen  -     .  _ 
Yet  who  knows  not,  consdenoe  is  bom  of  loveP'J 
Then,  gentle  cheater,  urse  not  m;  ainis9,+ 
Ijeal  guiltr  of  my  &ults  iby  sweet  self  prove. 
For  thou  betrajTng  me,  I  flo  betray 
Hr  nobler  port  to  my  gross  body's  treason; 
My  Boul  doth  tell  my  body  that  he  may 
Trimn)]h.in1oTe;  flesh  atajB  no  f^ber  rettson: 
But  rising  at  thy  aaoie,  dolh  point  out  thee 
As  bis  tnumphont  prize.    Proud  of  this  prid^    , 
He  is  coaWnted  t^  poor  dnidaa  t«  be. 
To  stand  in  tliy  affiiirs,  full  by  thy  side. 
No  want  of  oonaoionce  hold  it  that  I  ca_ 
Her  love,  for  whose  deer  loie  I  nee  and  fnlL    j 

CLU. 

In  loving  thee  thou  know'st  I  am  forsworn, 
But  thou  art  twice  forsworn,  to  me  love  swea.     , 
In  aot  thy  bed-vow  broke,  and  new  fkith  torn. 
In  vowing  new  hate  after  new  love  bearing. 
But  why  of  two  oaths'  breuoh  do  I  aouuse  thee,  1 
"When  I  break  twenty  ?    I  ara  perjured  moat ; 
For  all  my  vows  are  oatbs  but  to  miause  thea. 
And  all  my  houest  faith  in  thee  is  lost: 
For  I  have  sworn  deep  oaths  of  thy  deep  kindoesa, 
Oatha  ofthyloTe,  thy  truth,  thy  conatsiioy : 


To  swear,  af^nst  the  truth,  i 


BftTufa'ie" 
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CLIII. 

Cupid  laid  by  his  brand,  and  fell  asleep : 

A  maid  of  Dian's  this  advantage  found. 

And  his  love-kindling  fire  did  quickly  steep 

In  a  oold  valley-fountain  of  that  ground ; 

Which  borro^d  from  this  holy  fire  of  love 

A  dateless  Uvely  heat,  still  to  endure. 

And  grew  a  seething  bath  which  yet  men  prove, 

Against  strange  mamdies  a  sovereign  cure. 

But  at  my  mistress*  eye  love's  brand  new-fired. 

The  boy  for  trial  needs  would  touch  my  breast ; 

I  sick  withaL  the  help  of  bath  desired. 

And  thither  nied,  a  sad  distemper'd  guest. 
But  found  no  cure ;  the  bath  for  my  help  hes 
Where  Cupid  got  new  fire ;  my  mistress'^eyes. 

CLIV. 

The  little  love-god  lying  once  asleep. 

Laid  by  his  side  his  heart-inflaming  brand. 

Whilst  many  nymphs  that  vow'd  chaste  life  to  keep. 

Came  tripping  by ;  but  in  her  maiden  hand 

The  fairest  volaiy  took  up  that  fire 

Which  many  legions  of  true  hearts  had  warm'd ; 

And  so  the  general  of  hot  desire 

Was,  Bleeping,  by  a  virgin  hand  disarmed. 

This  brand  she  quenched  in  a  cool  well  by. 

Which  from  love's  fire  took  heat  perpetual. 

Growing  a  bath  and  healthfrd  remedy 

For  men  diseased ;  but  I,  my  mistress*  thrall. 
Came  there  for  cure,  and  this  by  that  I  prove, 
Love's  fire  heats  water,  water  cools  not  love. 


THE  PASSIONATE  PILGRIM. 


[The  Passionate  Pilgrim  was  first  published  by  W.  Jaggard  in 
duodecimo,  1599,  with  our  author's  nama  That  Yolume  con- 
tains several  poems  which,  having  been  since  identified  as  the 
production  of  other  writers,  have  been  omitted  from  ihs  iNPesent 
edition  of  Shakspeare's  works.] 


Did  not  the  heavenly  rhetoric  of  thine  eye, 
'Gheiinst  whom  the  world  could  not  hold  argument^ 
Persuade  my  heart  to  this  false  peijury  ? 
Vows  for  thee  broke  deserve  not  punisnmentw 
A  woman  I  forswore,  but  I  will  prove. 
Thou  being  a  goddess,  I  forswore  not  thee : 
My  vow  was  earthly,  thou  a  heavenly  love ; 
Thy  grace  being  gam'd,  cures  all  disgrace  in  me. 
My  vow  was  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  is ; 
Then  thou  fair  sun,  which  on  my  earth  dost  shine, 
Exhal'st  this  vapour  now ;  in  thee  it  is : 
If  broken,  then  it  is  no  fault  of  mine. 

If  by  me  broke,  what  fool  is  not  so  wise 

To  break  an  oath,  to  win  a  paradise  ? 

11. 

Sweet  Cytherea,  sitting  by  a  brook  * 

With  young  Adonis,  lovely,  fresh,  and  green. 

Did  court  the  lad  with  many  a  lovely  look. 

Such  looks  as  none  could  look  but  beauty's  queen. 

She  told  him  stories  to  delight  his  ear ; 

She  show'd  him  favours  to  allure  his  eye ; 

To  win  his  heart,  she  touch'd  him  here  and  there : 

Touches  so  soft  still  conquer  chastity. 

But  whether  unripe  years  did  want  conceit, 

Or  he  refused  to  take  her  figured  proffer. 

The- tender  nibbler  would  not  touch  the  bait. 

But  smile  and  jest  at  every  gentle  offer : 

Then  fell  she  on  her  back,  fair  queen,  and  toward ; 

He  rose  and  ran  away ;  ah  fool  too  froward ! 

*  Several  of  ttiese  «otvtvc^  %«eca\n  Ywt«  been  essays  of  the  author  wliea 
he  first  conceived  ttic  V^eat  cA  -wtSSoi^  ^  vaeca.  <sw>Cql^  <«£(!kid^<ae^  of  Venas  and 
AdoDis,  and  bclote  ttie  scYicoka  olXJosA^eowa^^  «^\a^K^ 
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m. 

If  love  make  me  forsworn,  how  shall  I  swear  to  love  ? 
O  never  faith  oould  hold,  if  not  to  beauty  vow'd : 
Though  to  myself  forsworn,  to  thee  V\\  constant  prove ; 
Those  thoughts  to  me  like  oaks,  to  thee  like  osiers  boVd. 
Study  his  bias  leaves,  and  makes  his  book  thine  eyes, 
Where  all  those  pleasures  Uve.  that  art  can  comprehend. 
If  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  shall  suffice ; 
Well  learned  is  that  tongue,  that  well  can  thee  commend ; 
All  ignorant  that  soul  that  sees  thee  without  wonder ; 
Which  is  to  me  some  praise,  that  I  thy  parts  admire : 
Thine   eye  Jove's  lightning  seems,  thy  voice  his  dreadful 

thunder. 
Which  (not  to  anger  bent)  is  music  and  sweet  fire. 

Celestial  as  thou  art  O  do  not  love  that  wrong. 

To  sing  the  heavens'  praise  with  such  an  earthly  tongue. 

IV. 

Scarce  had  the  sun  dried  up  the  dewy  mom. 
And  scarce  the  herd  gone  to  the  hedge  for  snade, 
When  Cytherea>  all  in  love  forlorn, 
A  longing  tarrianoe  for  Adonis  made, 
Under  an  osier  growing  by  a  brook. 
A  brook,  whisi^  Adon  used  to  cool  nis  spleen. 
Hot  was  the  day ;  she  hotter  that  did  look 
For  his  approach,  that  often  there  had  been. 
Anon  he  comes,  and  throws  his  mantle  by. 
And  stood  stark  naked  on  the  brook's  green  brim ; 
The  sun  look'd  on  the  world  with  glorious  eye. 
Yet  not  so  wistly,  as  this  queen  on  him : 

He  spying  her,  bounced  in,  whereas*  he  stood ; 

"  Oh  Jove,"  quoth  she,  "  why  was  not  I  a  flood  ?" 

V. 

Pair  is  my  love,  but  not  so  fair  as  fickle, 
MM  as  a  dove,  but  neither  true  nor  trusty ; 
Brighter  than  glass,  and  yet,  as  glass  is,  brittle ; 
Softer  than  wax,  and  yet,  as  iron,  rusty : 

A  little  pale,  with  damask  dye  to  grace  her, 

None  f^urer,  nor  none  falser  to  deface  her. 

Her  lips  to  mine  how  often  hath  she  join'd. 
Between  each  kiss  her  oaths  of  true  love  swearing ! 
How  many  tales  to  please  me  hath  she  coin'd. 
Dreading  my  love,  the  loss  whereof  still  fearing ! 
Yet  in  the  mid^  of  all  her  pure  protestings, 
Her  faith,  her  oaths,  her  tears,  and  all  were  jestings. 

She  burnt  with  love,  as  straw  with  fire  flameth : 
She  burnt  out  love,  as  soon  as  straw  out-burneth ; 

*  Where. 


\ 
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She  Aramed  the  love,  and  yet  she  foil'd  the  framing ; 
She  bade  love  last,  and  yet  she  fell  a-tuming. 

Was  this  a  lover,  or  a  lecher  whether  ? 

Bad  in  the  best,  though  excellent  in  neither. 

VI. 

Fair  was  the  mom,  when  the  fair  queen  of  love, 

•  ••••* 

Paler  for  sorrow  than  her  milk-white  dove^* 
For  Aden's  sake,  a  youngster  proud  and  wild ; 
Her  stand  she  takes  upon  a  steep-up  hill : 
Anon  Adonis  comes  with  horn  and  nounds ; 
She  silly  aueen,  with  more  than  love's  good  will. 
Forbade  the  boy  he  should  not  pass  those  grounds; 
**  Once,"  auoth  she,  "  did  I  see  a  fair  sweet  youth 
Here  in  tnese  brakes  deep-wounded  with  a  boar. 
Deep  in  the  thigh,  a  spectacle  of  ruth ! 
See  m  my  thigh,"  quoth  she,  "  here  was  the  sore :" 
She  showed  hers ;  he  saw  more  wounds  thim  one, 
And  blushing  fled,  and  left  h^  all  alone. 

VII. 

Sweet  rose,  fair  flower,  untimely  pluck'd,  soon  faded, 

Pluck'd  in  the  bud,  and  faded  in  the  sprmg ! 

Bright  orient  pearL  alack !  too  timely  shaded ! 

Fair  creature,  kill'a  too  soon  by  deatn's  sharp  sting ! 
Like  a  sreen  plum  that  hanss  upon  a  tree. 
And  falls,  through  wind,  before  the  fall  should  be. 

I  weep  for  thee,  and  yet  no  cause  I  have ; 
For  why  I  thou  lefb'st  me  nothing  in  thy  veill. 
And  yet  thou  left'st  me  more  than  I  did  crave ; 
For  why  P  I  craved  nothing  of  thee  still : 

O  yes.  dear  friend,  I  pardon  crave  of  thee ; 

Thy  (usoontent  thou  didst  bequeath  to  me. 

vnL 

Crabbed  age  and  youth 

Cannot  live  together ; 
Touth  is  full  of  pleasanoe, 

Age  is  full  of  care : 
Touth  like  summer  mom. 

Age  like  winter  weather ; 
Youth  like  summer  brave, 

Age  Uke  winter  bare.  * 
Youth  is  full  of  sport. 
Age's  breath  is  short. 

Youth  is  nimble,  age  is  lame 
Youth  is  hot  and  bold. 
Age  is  weak  and  cold ; 

Youth  \&  wild)  and  age  \s  tame. 
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Age,  I  do  abhor  thee, 
Youth,  I  do  adore  thee ; 

O,  my  love,  my  love  is  young : 
Age,  I  do  defy  thee ;  * 
O  sweet  shepherd,  hie  thee, 

For  methmks  tnou  stay'st  too  long. 

IX 

Beauty  is  but  a  vain  and  doubtful  good, 
A  shining  gloss^  that  fadeth  suddenly ; 
A  flower  that  dies,  when  first  it  'gins  to  bud ; 
A  brittle  glass,  that's  broken  presently  : 

A  doubtful  good,  a  gloss,  a  ^lass,  a  flower, 

Lost,  faded,  broken,  dead  within  an  hour. 

And  as  goods  lost  are  seld  or  never  found. 
As  faded  gloss  no  rubbing  will  refresh, 
As  flowers  dead,  lie  withered  on  the  ground, 
As  broken  glass  no  cement  can  redress, 

So  beauty  blemish'd  once,  for  ever's  lost^ 

In  spite  of  physic,  painting,  pain,  and  cost. 

X. 

Good  night,  good  rest.    Ah !  neither  be  my  share : 

She  bade  good  night,  that  kept  ihy  rest  away ; 

And  daft  me  t  to  a  cabin  hang'd  with  care. 

To  descant  on  the  doubts  of  mv  decay. 
•*  Fareweiy*  quoth  she.  "  and  come  again  to-morrow  ;'* 
Farewell  I  could  not,  for  I  supp'd  with  sorrow. 

Yet  at  my  parting  sweetly  did  she  smile, 

In  scorn  or  friendship,  mil  I  construe  whether  :X' 

May  be,  she  jo/d  to  lest  at  my  exile. 

May  be,  again  to  make  me  wander  thither : 

TTanderj  a  word  for  shadows  like  myself, 

As  take  the  pain,  but  cannot  pluck  the  pelf. 

XI. 

Lord,  how  mine  eyes  throw  grazes  to  the  east ! 

My  heart  doth  charge  the  watch  ;§  the  morning  rise 

Both  cite  each  moving  sense  from  idle  rest. 

Not  daring  trust  the  office  of  mine  ejres. 
While  Philomela  sits  and  sings.  I  sit  and  mark, 
And  wish  her  lays  were  tuned  like  the  lark ; 

For  she  doth  welcome  daylight  with  her  ditty. 
And  drives  away  dark,  dismal-dreaming  night : 
The  night  so  pack'd,  1  post  unto  my  pretty  ;|J 
Heart  hath  his  hope,  and  eyes  their  wished  sight ; 

Sorrow  changed  to  solace,  solace  mix'd  with  sorrow; 

For  why  P  she  sigh'd,  and  bade  me  come  to-morrow. 

*  Refuse,  r^ect.  t  Put  me  off.  t  Will  not  say  which. 

i  Perhaps  the  poet,  wishing  for  the  approach  of  momin^,  «i^ovc&rkA 
watch  to  hasten  tbroagh  their  nocturnal  duty. 
/  The  xtlght  BO  dispatched,  1  hasten  to  my  pie^  qua. 


I 
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"Were  I  with  her,  the  night  would  post  too  soon ; 
But  now  are  minutes  added  to  the  nours ; 
To  spite  me  now,  each  minute  seems  a  moon;* 
Yet  not  for  me,  shine  sun  to  suooour  flowers ! 

Pack  nieht.  peep  day ;  good  day,  of  night  now  horrow; 

Short,  Is  igh^  to-night,  and  length  thyself  to-morrow. 

xn. 

It  was  a  lording's  daughter,  the  fairest  one  of  three,t 

That  liked  of  her  master  as  well  as  well  might  he, 

Till  looking  on  an  Englishman,  the  fairest  that  eye  oould  see, 

Her  fanoT  fell  a-tuming. 
Long  was  the  oomhat  doubtful,  that  love  with  love  did  fight, 
To  leave  the  master  loveless,  or  kill  the  gallant  knight : 
Toput  in  practice  either,  alas  it  was  a  spite 

Unto  the  silly  dunseL 
But  one  must  be  refused,  more  miokle  was  the  pain, 
-  That  nothing  oould  be  used,  to  turn  them  both  to  gain. 
For  of  the  two  the  trusty  knight  was  wounded  with  disdain : 

Alas  she  oould  not  help  it ! 
Thus  art  with  arms  contending  was  victor  of  the  day. 
Which  bv  a  gift  of  learning  did  bear  the  maid  away ; 
Then  luUaby,  the  learned  man  hath  got  the  lady  gay ; 

For  now  my  song  is  ended. 

XIII. 

On  a  dav  (alack  the  day  IX) 

Love,  whose  month  was  ever  May, 

Spied  a  blossom  passing  fair. 

Playing  in  the  wanton  air. 

Through  the  velvet  leaves  the  wind. 

All  unseen,  'gan  passage  find ; 

That  the  lover,  sick  to  death, 

"Wish'd  himself  the  heaven's  breath : 

"  Air,"  quoth  he,  "  thy  cheeks  may  blow ; 

Air,  would  I  might  triumph  so ! 

But  alas !  my  hand  hath  sworn 

Ne'er  to  pluck  th(je  from  thy  thorn : 

Vow,  alack,  for  youth  unmeet^ 

Touth,  so  apt  to  pluck  a  sweet. 

Do  not  call  it  sin  in  me. 

That  I  am  forsworn  for  thee ; 

Thou  for  whom  Jove  would  swear 

Juno  but  an  Ethiope  were ; 

And  deny  himself  for  Jove, 

Turning  mortal  for  thy  love.** 

*  I.  e.  month. 

t  This  and  the  five  following  sonnets  are  said  in  the  old  copy  to  have 
been  set  to  music.  Mr.  Oldys,  in  one  of  his  MSS.,  says  they  were  set  by 
John  and  Thomas  Morley. 

X  This  sonnet  is  likewise  found  in  a  collection  of  verses  entitled  Eitg- 
lnnd*8  Helicon,  pTVatcflLm\ft«i^-,  V\.  S&  ^^«t^  <»SS»d  The  Paaaionate  Skeep- 
heard? s  Song,  av\A  o\a  oottvoe*  xvesaft  Na  «SSas^  \ft  >x.  v.  ^2m«b!w  «1m  m 
Love»  Lahwr^*  Lost,  wXV^.wi.'iSk.. 
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XIV. 


My  flocks  feed  nolf  * 
My  ewes  breed  not, 
My  rams  si)eed  not^ 

All  is  amiss : 
Love's  denying,t 
Faith's  defying. 
Heart's  renyina 


»•*• 


Causer  of  this. 
All  my  merry  jigs  are  quite  forgot, 
All  my  lady's  love  is  lost,  God  wot : 
Where  her  faith  was  firmly  fix'd  in  love. 
There  a  nay  is  placed  without  remove. 
One  silly  cross 
Wrought  all  my  loss ; 

O  frowning  fortune,  cursed,  fickle  dame ! 
For  now  I  see, 
Inconstancy 

More  in  women  than  in  men  remain. 

In  black  mourn  I, 
All  fears  scorn  I, 
Love  hath  forlorn  me,§ 

Living  in  thrall : 
Heart  is  bleeding. 
All  help  needing 
(O  cruel  speeding !) 

Fraughted  with  gall. 
My  shepherd's  pipe  can  sound  no  deal,|| 
My  wetners*  bell  rings  doleful  knell ; 
My  curtail  dog^  that  wont  to  have  play'd. 
Plays  not  at  all,  but  seems  afraid ; 
My  sighs  so  deep. 
Procure**  to  weep. 

In  howling-wise,  to  see  my  doleful  plight. 
How  sighs  resound 
Through  heartless  ground,  ft 

Like  a  thousand  vanquish'd  men  in  bloody  fight ! 

Clear  weUs  si)ring  not. 

Sweet  birds  sin^  not,  * 

Green  plants  bring  not 

Fortn ;  they  die : 
Herds  stand  weeping. 
Flocks  all  sleeping 
Nymphs  back  creeping 

Fearfully. 

*  This  sonnet  is  also  found  in  England* s  Helicon,  1000.  It  is  there 
ititled  The  Unknown  Sheepherd's  Complaint}  and  sabscribed  Ignoto.  It 
likewise  printed  in  a  collection  of  Madrigals,  by  Thomas  Weelkes,  4to., 
'97*  t  Denial.  X  The  French  renier.  f  Deserted. 

II  /.  e.  in  no  degree,  more  or  less. 

%  I.  e.  9l  dogr  which,  not  paying  tax  as  a  game  dog,  'baAVt&^aSi  cxsk.  cA. 
**/.  e.  make  the  dog.  xx  QroundtltkaXSft  «i!cA^aa^»^• 
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All  our  pleasure  known  to  us  poor  swaius, 
All  our  merry  meetings  on  the  plains. 
All  our  eveninx  sport  from  us  is  fled. 
All  our  love  is  lost,  for  love  is  dead. 
Farewell,  sweet  lass, 
Thy  like  ne'er  was 

For  sweet  content,  the  cause  of  all  my  moan : 
Poor  Coridon 
Must  live  alone, 

Other  help  for  him  I  see  that  there  is  none. 

XV. 

When  as  thine  eye  hath  chose  the  dame. 
And  stall'd  the  deer  that  thou  shouldst  strike. 
Let  reason  rule  thin^  worthy  blame. 
As  well  as  fancjr,  partial  tike : 
Take  counselor  some  wiser  head. 
Neither  too  young,  nor  yet  unwed. 

And  when  thou  com'st  th^  tale  to  tell. 
Smooth  not  thy  tongue  with  filed  talk,* 
Lest  she  some  subtle  practice  smell 
(A  cripple  soon  can  find  a  halt) : 

But  plainly  say  thou  loVst  her  well. 

And  set  her  person  forth  to  selL 

And  to  her  will  frame  all  thy  ways ; 
Spare  not  to  spend, — and  chiefly  there 
Where  thy  desert  may  merit  praise. 
By  ringing  always  in  her  ear  : 

The  strongest  castle,  tower,  and  town. 

The  golden  bullet  beats  it  down. 

Serve  always  with  assured  trust. 

And  in  thy  suit  be  humble,  true ; 

Unless  thy  lady  prove  unjust. 

Seek  never  thou  to  choose  anew : 
When  time  shall  serve,  be  thou  not  slack 
To  proffer,  though  she  put  thee  back. 

What  though  her  frowning  brows  be  bent. 

Her  cloudy  looks  will  clear  ere  night ; 

And  then  too  late  she  will  repent. 

That  she  dissembled  her  deUght; 
And  twice  desire,  ere  it  be  day 
That  with  such  scorn  she  put  awi^. 

What  though  she  strive  to  try  her  strength. 
And  banf  and  brawl,  and  say  thee  nay. 
Her  feeble  force  will  jdeld  at  length. 
When  crafb  hath  taught  her  thus  to  say : 
"  Had  women  been  so  strong  as  men. 
In  ta\\)\i  'SOU \i'8A  TvQ^  \iad  it  then." 

♦  With  studied  or  vji^\iedi"^»»«a»«^'  \  ^>aM. 
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The  wiles  and  gpiiles  that  women  work, 
Dissembled  with  an  outward  show, 
The  tricks  ana  toys  that  in  them  lurk, 
The  oock  that  treads  them  shall  not  know, 

Have  you  not  heard  it  said  fiill  oft, 

A  woman's  nay  doth  stand  for  nought  ? 

Think  women  love  to  match  with  men. 
And  not  to  Uve  so  Uke  a  saint : 
There  is  no  heaven ;  they  holy  then 
Betmi  when  age  doth  them  attaint. 

Were  kisses  all  the  joys  in  bed. 

One  woman  would  another  wed. 

But  soft ;  enough,— too  much  I  fear. 
For  if  my  lady  hear  my  song ; 
She  will  not  stick  to  wring  mine  ear, 
To  teach  my  tongue  to  be  so  long : 

Yet  will  she  blush,  here  be  it  said, 

To  hear  her  secrets  so  bewray'd. 


r.  2l 
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Take,  oh,  take  those  lips  away  * 
That  so  sweetly  were  forsworn ; 

And  those  eyes,  the  hreak  of  day, 
Lights  that  do  mislead  the  mom : 

But  my  kisses  hring  asain. 

Seals  of  love,  hut  s^'d  in  vain. 

Hide,  oh,  hide  those  hills  of  snow 
Which  thy  frozen  hosom  hears, 

On  whose  tops  the  pinks  that  grow, 
Are  of  those  that  April  wears. 

But  first  set  my  j>oor  heart  free. 

Bound  in  those  icy  chains  by  thee. 


IL 

Let  the  bird  of  loudest  lay,t 

On  the  sole  Arabian  treej:  • 

Herald  sad  and  trumpet  be, 

To  whoso  sound  chaste  wings  obey.   . 

*  This  little  poem  is  not  printed  in  The  PassionaU  Pilgrim,  probably 
because  it  was  not  written  so  early  as  1 699'  The  first  stahza  of  it  is  Intro, 
duced  in  Measure  for  Measure.  In  Fletcher's  Bloody  Brother  it  is  found 
entire.  Whether  the  second  stanza  was  also  written  by  Shakspeare  can* 
not  now  be  ascertained.  All  the  songs,  however,  introduced  in  oar 
author's  plays,  appear  to  have  been  his  own  composition :  and  the  present 
contains  an  expression  (**  Seals  of  love,  btU  seaPd  in  vatn  *')  of  which  he 
seems  to  have  been  peculiarly  fond. 

t  InlSoi,  a  book  was  published  entitled  "  liove's  Martyr,  or  RosaUn's 
Complaint,  AUegorically  shadowing  the  Truth  of  Love,  in  the  constant 
Fate  of' the  Phoenix  and  Turtle.  A  Poem  enterlaced  with  much  VarieCie 
and  Raritie;  now  first  translated  out  of  the  venerable  Italian  Torqoato 
Cseliano,  by  Robert  Chester.  With  the  true  Legend  of  fieunons  King 
Arthur,  the  last  of  the  nine  Worthies ;  being  the  first  Essay  of  a  new 
British  Poet :  collected  out  of  diverse  authentical  Records.  To  these 
are  added  some  new  Compositions  of  several  modem  Writers,  whose 
names  are  subscribed  to  their  several!  Workes;  upon  the  first  SutijecC, 
viz.  the  Phoenix  and  Turtle."  Among  these  new  compositions  is  the 
following  poem,  subscribed  with  our  author's  name. 

\  **  "Son?  I  will  belieye 
That  there  aie  \xTv\cciirft&\  >2Qa^.VEi  l«'Q]tAJ& 
There  U  one  tree,  ^'&  pHcenV*"'  XJcawvt^  cnaA^^tBcia^ 
At  thia  YiOXXT  icvgvvai^  t\i«i%.^*--Temip«\. 
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But  thou  shrieking  harhinger, 
Foul  pre-ourrer  of  the  fiend. 
Augur  of  the  fever's  end,* 
To  this  troop  come  thou  not  near. 

From  this  session  interdict 
Every  fowl  of  tyrant  wing, 
Save  the  eagle,  feather'd  king : 
Keep  the  obsequy  so  strict. 

Let  the  priest  in  surplice  white. 
That  demnctive  music  can,t 
Be  the  death-divining  swan, 
Lest  the  requiem  lack  his  right. 

And  thou,  treble-dated  crow. 

That  thy  sable  gender  mak'st 

With  the  breath  thou  giVst  and  tak'st J! 

'Mongst  our  mourners  shalt  thou  go. 

Here  the  anthem  doth  commence : — 
Love  and  constancy  is  dead ; 
Phoenix  and  the  turtle  fled 
In  a  mutual  flame  from  hence. 

So  they  loved,  as  love  in  twain 
Had  the  essence  but  in  one ; 
Two  distincts,  division  none : 
Number  there  in  love  was  slain. 

Hearts  remote,  yet  not  asunder ; 
Distance,  and  no  space  was  seen 
'Twixt  the  turtle  and  his  queen : 
But  in  them  it  were  a  wonder.§ 

So  between  them  love  did  shine, 
That  the  turtle  saw  his  ri^ht  || 
Flaming  in  the  phcenix'  sight : 
Either  was  the  other's  mine. 

Property  was  thus  appall'd. 
That  the  self  was  not  the  same  ;^ 
Single  nature's  double  name 
Neither  two  nor  one  was  oall'd. 

f  me  screech-owl. 

■  For  con;  i.  e.  knows,  understands  tone,  real  masic. 

:  I  suppose  fhis  expression  means,  that  the  crow^  or  raoen^  continues 

r»oe  by  the  breath  it  gives  to  them  as  its  parent,  and  by  that  which  it 

rM  from  other  animals,  t.  e.  by  first  producing  its  young  from  itself,  cmd 

nt  proi^iding  fbr  their  support  by  depredation. 

I  I.  e.  So  extraordinary  a  phenomenon  as  hearts  remote,  pet  not  asunder, 

\,  wouM  have  excited  astonishment  anywhere  else  except  m  these  two 

di. 

I  /.  e.  the  turtle  saw  those  qualities  which  were  his  rights  which  were 

enliaily  appropriated  to  him,  in  the  phoenix. 

f  J.  e.  ttds  communication  of  appropriated  qualities  alarmed  the  vo'<r«c 

It  presides  over  j9r(»;90rfy.    Finding' Mai  the  self  was  not  tXe  saiae^tA 

faa  to  fear  that  nothing  would  remain  distixkCt  and  VD,diN^ii\>JB2L)  >i2&aX  tSl 

ngg  woiM  become  oonunon, 

2  L  2 


516  8UFPLXMSNTABT  POBMS. 

Beason,  in  itself  confounded. 
Saw  division  grow  together ; 
To  themselves  yet  eitner-neither^ 
Simple  were  so  well  oompoundea ; 

That  it  cried,  how  true  a  twain 
Seemeth  this  concordant  one ! 
Love  hath  reason,  reason  none, 
If  what  parts  can  so  remain.* 

Whereupon  it  made  this  threnef 
To  the  phoenix  and  the  dove, 
Co-supremes  and  stars  of  love ; 
As  chorus  to  their  tragic  scene. 

THBEN08. 

Beauty,  truth,  and  rarity 
Grace  in  all  simpUoity, 
Here  inclosed  in  cinders  lie. 

Death  is  now  the  phcenix'  nest ; 
And  the  turtle's  loyal  breast 
To  eternity  doth  rest, 

Leaving  no  posterity : — 
*Twas  not  their  infirmity, 
It  was  married  chastity. 

Truth  may  seem,  but  cannot  be ; 
Beauty  brag,  but  'tis  not  she ; 
Truth  and  beauty  buried  be. 

To  this  urn  let  those  repair 

That  are  either  true  or  fair ; 

For  these  dead  birds  sigh  a  prayer. 

WlLUAK  ShASSPEIBB. 


PEDLAB.'S  SONG.: 

From  the  far  Lavinian  shore, 
I  your  markets  come  to  store ; 
Muse  not,  though  so  far  I  dwelL 
And  my  wares  come  here  to  sell ; 

*  Love  is  reasonable,  and  reason  has  no  reason,  if  two  that  mre  Hh 
united  from  each  other,  can  yet  remain  together  and  undivided. 

t  TtiiB/unertUsong. 

%  **  These  verses,  which  would  form  a  very  appropriate  song  for  Auto- 
lyous,  were  arranged  as  a  glee  for  three  voices,  by  Dr.  ITinisan,  about  the 
year  1667.  They  are  published  in  Flayford's  Musical  Compmtiom1ailt79i 
in.  WaR«iv*ft  Collection  of  Gteea  and  Catches,  and  in  S.  Webbe's  C&mUe 
Hormonieo.  TYieNvocdA  nv«to,  \\wSCke<(^«  %t%t  aacribed  to  Shakspcare  bjr 
Clark.  Vli  \W4,  Vtt\to  Wordaof  Glew,  Kla&r\«(Aft,Vi..,  \n&>Bab^M  QOtctrm 
his  auttioAty  lot  «o  ^oVu^.  it  \a  %!»!»^»  >)»Tii«n&«  Niuk.  ^ewsi -      -^" 
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Such  is  the  sacred  hunger  for  gold. 
Then  come  to  my  pack. 

While  I  cry 
«  What  d>  lack, 

Whatd^ehuy? 
For  here  it  is  to  be  sold." 

I  have  beauty,  honour,  grace. 

Fortune,  favour,  time,  and  place. 

And  what  else  tnou  wouldst  pequest, 

E'en  the  thing  thou  likest  best ; 

First  let  me  have  but  a  touch  of  your  gold. 

Then  come  to  me,  lad. 
Thou  shalt  have 

What  thy  dad 
Never  ^ve ; 

For  here  it  is  sold. 

Madam,  come,  see  what  you  lack, 

I've  complexions  in  my  pack ; 

White  and  red  you  may  have  in  this  place, 

To  hide  your  old  and  wrinkled  face. 

First  let  me  have  but  a  touch  of  your  gold, 

Then  you  shall  seem 

Like  a  girl  of  fifteen. 
Although  you  be  threescore  and  ten  years  old. 

been  discovered  in  a  common-place  book,  written  abont  Shakspeare*a 
time,  witti  hia  name  attached  to  them,  and  with  XMb  indirect  evidence  in 
favour  of  their  being  written  by  liim,  that  the  other  pieces  in  the  collection 
are  attributed  to  their  proper  writers,  Mr.  Dance  was  induced  to  consider 
the  song  to  have  been  written  by  Shakspeare." — Noiea  and  Queriea, 
Nov.  10, 1849. 


A  LOVER'S  COMPLAINT. 


[This  poem  was  first  printed  in  1609,  with  our  anther's  name^ 
at  the  end  of  the  4to.  edition  of  his  Sonnet*.} 


From  off  a  hill  whose  concave  womb  re-worded* 
A  plaintful  stonr  from  a  sistering  vale, 
My  spirits  to  attend  this  double  voice  accorded. 
And  down  I  lav  to  list  the  sad-tuned  tale : 
Ere  long  espied  a  fickle  maid  full  pale, 
Tearing  of  papers,  breaking  rings  a-twain. 
Storming  her  world  with  sorrow's  wind  and  rain.! 

Upon  her  head  a  platted  hive  of  straw, 

Which  fortified  her  visage  from  the  sun. 

Whereon  the  thought  might  think  somelame  it  saw 

The  carcase  of  a  beauty  spent  and  done. 

Time  had  not  scythed  all  that  youth  beguxL 

Nor  youth  all  quit ;  but,  spite  of  heaven's  fell  rage. 

Some  beauty  peep'd  through  lattice  of  sear'd  age. 

Ofb  did  she  heave  her  napkin^  to  her  evne, 
Which  on  it  had  conceited  cmiraoterB.^ 
Laundringll  the  silken  figures  in  the  orine 
That  seasoned  woe  had  pelleted  in  tears,  IT 
And  often  reading  what  contents  it  bears ; 
As  often  shriekins  undistinguished  woe, 
In  clamours  of  all  size,  both  high  and  low. 

Sometimes  her  levell'd  eyes  their  carriage  ride,** 
As  they  did  battery  to  the  spheres  intend : 
Sometime  divertedft  their  poor  balls  are  tied 
To  the  orbed  earth ;  sometimes  they  do  extend 
Their  view  right  on ;  anon  their  gazes  lend 
To  every  place  at  once,  and  nowhere  fixed. 
The  mind  and  sight  distractedly  oommix'd. 

Her  hair,  nor  loose  nor  tied  in  formal  plat, 

Proclaim'd  in  her  a  careless  hand  of  pride ; 

For  some,  untuck'd,  descended  her  sheaved  hat,Q 

Hanging  her  pale  and  pined  cheek  beside ; 

Some  in  their  threaden  fillet  still  did  bide. 

And,  true  to  bondage,  would  not  break  from  thence, 

Though  slackly  braided  in  loose  negligence. 

*  Re-echoed.  f  7.  e.  sighs  and  tears.  t  Handkercliijef. 

^  Fanciful  images.       ^  '^q&YvVxv^.  ^  Made  into  roond  tean. 

**  The  aHuaion  \a  to  «i-^\ece  cA  otftsvwafife. 
ft  Turned  ficom  tii«ii  torcosx  dites^oa.  xx  ^«t  ifiQni«\a[L. 
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A  thousand  favours  from  a  maund*  she  drew 

Of  amber,  crystal,  and  of  beaded  jet^ 

Which  one  by  one  she  in  a  river  threw, 

Upon  whose  weejnng  margent  she  was  set,— - 

Like  usury,  applying  wet  to  wel^ 

Or  monarchs*  nands,  that  let  not  bounty  fall 

Where  want  pries  some,  but  where  excess  begs  alL 

Of  folded  schedulesf  had  she  many  a  one, 
Which  she  perused,  sigh'd,  tore,  and  gave  the  flood , 
Crack'd  many  a  ring  or  posied  sold  and  bone, 
Bidding  them  find  tneir  sepulchres  in  mud ; 
Found  yet  more  letters  sadly  penn'd  in  blood. 
With  sleided  silk  feat  and  affectedly 
Enswathed  and  seal'd  to  curious  secreoy^^ 

These  often  bathed  she  in  her  fluxive§  eyes, 

And  often  kiss'd.  and  often  'gan  to  tear : 

Cried,  "  O  false  Wood !  thou  register  of  lies, 

What  unapproved  witness  dost  thou  bear ! 

Ink  would  have  seem'd  more  black  and  damned  here  I" 

This  said,  in  top  of  rage^  the  lines  she  rents, 

Big  discontent  so  breakmg  their  contents. 

A  reverend  man  that  grazed  his  cattle  nigh. 

Sometime  a  blusterer,  that  the  ruffle||  knew. 

Of  court,  of  city,  and  had  let  go  by 

The  swinest  hours,  observed  as  they  flew  ;^ 

Towards  this  afflicted  fancjr**  fastly  drew; 

And,  privileged  by  age,  desires  to  know 

In  brief,  the  grounds  and  motives  of  her  woe. 

So  slides  he  down  upon  his  grained  bat,tt 
And  comely-distant  sits  he  by  her  side ; 
When  he  again  desires  her,  being  sat^ 
Her  grievance  with  his  hearing  to  divide : 
If  that  from  him  there  may  be  aught  applied 
Which  may  her  suffering  ecstasy  assuage^ 
'Tis  promised  in  the  charity  of  age. 
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Father,"  she  says,  "•though  in  me  you  behold 
The  injury  of  many  a  blastmg  hour. 
Let  it  not  tell  your  judgment  I  am  old ; 
Not  age,  but  sorrow,  over  me  hath  power : 
I  might  as  yet  have  oeen  a  spreading  flower. 
Fresh  to  myself,  if  I  had  self  anplied 
Love  to  myself  and  to  no  love  heside. 

*  A  hand-basket.  t  R(^  of  paper. 

:  If  the  reader  will  consult  the  Ropal  Leiten,   &e.,  in  the  British 
luseum,  he  ^vill  find  that  anciently  the  ends  of  a  piece  of  narrow  ribbon 

ere  ravelled  and  placed  under  the  seals  of  letters,  to  connect  them  more 
losely.  i  Flowing:.  I  Bustle. 

^  /.  e.  though  engraged  in  the  bustle  of  the  court  and  dty,  had  not 
uffered  the  busy  and  gay  period  of  youth  to  pass  by  without  obMn^JdksaiGu, 

**  This  afBicted  love-siek  lady. 

His  stair,  on  which  the  grain  of  the  woodwcA  Nlei^Aib. 
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"  But  woe  is  me !  too  early  I  attended 
A  youthful  suit  (it  was  to  gain  my  grace) 
Of  one  b^  nature's  outwards  so  commended. 
That  maidens'  eyes  stuck  over  all  his  face : 
Love  lack'd  a  dwelling,  and  made  him  her  place; 
And  when  in  his  fair  parts  she  did  abide, 
She  was  new  lodged,  and  newly  deified. 

**  His  browny  locks  did  hang  in  crooked  curls ; 
And  every  light  occasion  of  the  wind 
•  Upon  his  lips  their  silken  parcels  hurls. 
What's  sweet  to  do.  to  do  will  aptly  find:* 
Each  eye  that  saw  nim  did  enchant  the  mind ; 
For  on  his  visage  was  in  little  drawn, 
What  largeness  thinks  in  paradise  was  sawn.t 

**  Small  show  of  man  was  yet  upon  his  chin ; 
His  phoenix  downt  began  but  to  appear. 
Like  unshorn  velvet,  on  that  termless  §  skin. 
Whose  bare  out-bragg'd  the  web  it  seem'd  to  wear ; 
Tet  show'd  his  visage,  by  that  cost,  most  dear ; 
And  nice  affections  wavering  stood  in  doubt 
If  best  'twere  as  it  was,  or  best  without. 

**  His  qualities  were  beauteous  as  his  form, 

Por  maiden  tongued  he  was,  and  thereof  free ; 

Yet,  if  men  moved  him,  was  he  such  a  storm 

As  oft  'twixt  May  and  April  is  to  see. 

When  winds  breathe  sweet,  unruly  though  they  be. 

His  rudeness  so  with  his  authorized  youth. 

Did  livery  falseness  in  a  pride  of  truth. 

**  Well  could  he  ride,  and  often  men  would  say, 

'  That  horse  his  mettle  from  his  rider  takes : 

Proud  of  suljection,  noble  by  the  sway. 

What  rounds,  what  bounds,  what  course,  what  stop  he 

makes!" 
And  controversy  hence  a  question  takes. 
Whether  the  horse  by  him  became  his  deed. 
Or  he  liis  manege  by  the  well-doing  steed. 

"  But  quickty  on  his  side  the  verdict  went ; 

His  real  habitude  gave  life  and  grace 

To  appertainings  and  to  ornament, 

Accomplish'd  in  himself,  not  in  his  case : 

All  aids,  themselves  made  fairer  by  their  i)lace. 

Game  for  additions  ;  yet  their  purposed  trim 

Pieced  not  his  grace,  but  were  all  graced  by  him. 

*  I.  e.  fhin^rs  pleasant  to  be  done  will  easily  find  people  enough  to  do 
them.  f  I.  e.  seen. 

t  I  suppose  ftYve  taevca  matcMcMt  rare  down. 
*  I  indescribable. 
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"  So  on  the  tip  of  his  subduing  tongue 
All  kind  of  arguments  and  question  deep, 
All  replication  prompt,  and  reason  strong. 
For  his  advantage  stul  did  wake  and  sleep : 
To  make  the  weeper  lansh.  the  laugher  weep. 
He  had  the  dialect  and  mnerent  skill. 
Catching  all  passions  in  his  craft  of  will ; 

**  *That  he  did  in  the  general  bosom  reign 
Of  young,  of  old ;  and  sexes  both  enchanted. 
To  dwell  with  him  in  thoughts,  or  to  remain 
In  personal  duty,  following  where  he  haunted : 
Consents  bewiton'd  ere  he  desire  have  granted ; 
And  dialogued  for  him  what  he  would  say, 
Ask'd  their  own  wills,  and  made  their  wills  obey. 

"  Many  there  were  that  did  his  picture  get. 

To  serve  their  eyes,  and  in  it  put  their  mind ; 

Like  fools  that  in  the  imagination  set 

The  goodly  objects  which  abroad  they  find 

Of  lands  and  mansions,  theirs  in  thought  assign'd ; 

And  labouring  in  more  pleasures  to  bestow  them, 

Than  the  true  gouty  landlord  which  doth  owef  them : 

**  So  many  have,  that  never  touch'd  his  hand. 
Sweetly  supposed  them  mistress  of  his  heart, 
My  woeful  self,  that  did  in  fre^om  stand. 
And  was  my  own  fee-simple  (not  in  part). 
What  with  his  art  in  youth,  and  youth  in  art. 
Threw  my  aflfections  in  his  charmed  power, 
Bioserved  the  stalk,  and  gave  him  all  my  flower. 

"  Yet  did  I  not,  as  some  my  equals  did. 
Demand  of  him,  nor  being  desired,  yielded ; 
Finding  myself  in  honour  so  forbid. 
With  safest  distance  I  mine  honour  shielded: 
Experience  for  me  many  bulwarks  builded 
Of  proofs  new-bleeding,  which  remain'd  the  foil 
Of  this  false  jewel,  and  his  amorous  spoiL 

"  But  ah !  who  ever  shunn'd  by  precedent 
The  destined  ill  she  must  herselfassay  P 
Or  forced  examples,  'gainst  her  own  content, 
To  put  the  by-past  perils  in  her  wav  ? 
Counsel  may  stop  a  while  what  will  not  stay ; 
For  when  we  rage,  advice  is  often  seen 
By  blunting  us  to  make  our  wits  more  keen. 

"  Nor  gives  it  satisfaction  to  our  blood. 
That  we  must  curb  it  upon  others'  proof. 
To  be  forbid  the  sweets  that  seem  so  good, 
For  fear  of  harms  that  preach  in  our  behood 
O  appetite,  from  judgment  stand  aloof ! 
The  one  a  palate  nath  that  needs  will  taste. 
Though  reason  weep,  and  cry  it  is  thy  last. 
*  (So),  \  Onhu 
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**  For  farther  I  oould  sasr,  thU  man  *s  untrue. 
And  knew  ^e  patitems*  of  his  foul  beguiling ; 
Heard  where  hu  plants  in  others'  orchards  grew, 
Saw  how  deceits  were  gilded  in  his  smiling ; 
Knew  TOWS  were  eyer  orokers  to  defiling ; 
Thought  characters,  and  words  merely  but  art, 
And  Mstards  of  his  foul  adulterate  heart. 

*•  And  long  upon  these  terms  I  held  my  citv, 
Till  thus  he  'gan  besiege  me :  '  Grentle  maia, 
Haye  of  my  suffering  youth  some  feeling  pi^. 
And  be  not  of  my  holy  vows  afiraid : 
That* s  to  you  sworn,  to  none  was  ever  said ; 
Per  feasts  of  love  I  nave  been  call'd  untoi, 
Till  now  did  ne'er  invite,  nor  never  vow. 

" '  All  my  offences  that  abroad  vou  see^ 

Are  errors  of  the  blood,  none  of  the  mmd : 

Love  made  them  not ;  with  acturef  they  may  be, 

Where  neither  i>artv  is  nor  true  nor  kind : 

They  sought  their  sname  that  so  their  shame  did  find ; 

And  so  much  less  of  shame  in  me  remains. 

By  how  much  of  me  their  reproach  contains. 

" '  Among  the  many  that  mine  eyes  have  seen. 

Not  one  whose  flame  my  heart  so  much  as  warm'd, 

Or  my  affection  put  to  the  smallest  teen,!t 

Or  any  of  my  leisures  ever  charm'd : 

Harm  have  I  done  to  them,  but  ne'er  was  harmM ; 

Kept  hearts  in  liveries  but  mine  own  was  free. 

And  reign'd,  commanmng  in  his  monarchy. 

" '  Look  here,  what  tributes  wounded  fancies§  sent  me, 

Of  paled  pearls,  and  rubies  red  as  blood ; 

Piguring  that  they  their  passions  likewise  lent  me 

Of  grief  and  blushes  aptly  understood 

In  bloodless  white,  and  the  encrimson'd  mood ; 

Effects  of  terror  and  dear  modesty, 

Encamp'd  in  hearts,  but  fighting  outwardly. 

" '  And  lo !  behold  these  talents  of  their  hair,|| 
With  twisted  metal  amorously  impleach'd, 
I  have  received  from  many  a  several  fair 
(Their  kind  acceptance  weepingly  beseech'd). 
With  the  annexions  of  fair  gems  enrich'd. 
And  deep-brain'd  sonnets  that  did  amplify 
Each  stone's  dear  nature,  worth,  and  quality. 

*  Examples. 

t  Acture  is  probably  qnaonymous  with  aetitm, 

i  Sorrow.  (  Love. 

I  Lockets  set  in  gold. 
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** '  The  diamond^  whj  twas  beautiftd  and  hard. 
Whereto  his  inTued*  properties  did  tend ; 
The  deej>-green  emerald,  in  whose  firesh  regard 
Weak  sights  their  sickly  radiance  do  amend ; 
The  lieaTen-hued  sapphire  and  the  opal  hlend 
With  objects  maHkifbia :  each  several  stone, 
With  wit  well  Uaaon'd,  smiled  or  made  some  moan. 

**'Lol  all  these  trophies  of  affections  hot» 
Of  pensiTed  and  subdued  desires  the  tender, 
Nature  hath  charged  me  that  I  hoard  them  not^ 
But  yield  them  up  where  I  myself  must  render. 
That  is,  to  you,  my  origin  and  ender: 
For  these,  of  force,  must  your  oblations  be^ 
Since  I  their  altar,  you  enpatron  me. 

** '  O  then  advance  of  vours  that  j>hra8ele68t  hand. 
Whose  white  weig;hs  down  the  airy  t  scale  of  praise ; 
Take  all  these  similes  to  your  own  command, 
Hallow'd  with  sighs  that  burning  lungs  did  raise; 
What  me  your  minister,  for  you  obe/s. 
Works  under  you ;  and  to  your  audit  comes 
Their  distract^  parcels  in  oombined  sums. 

"'Lo!  this  device  was  sent  me  from  a  nun, 
A  sister  sanctified  of  holiest  note ; 
Which  late  her  noble  suit||  in  court  did  shun. 
Whose  rarest  havings  Y  made  the  blossoms  dote ; 
For  she  was  sou^t  by  spirits  of  richest  coat,** 
But  kept  cold  distance,  and  did  thence  remove. 
To  spend  her  living  in  eternal  love. 

** '  But  O,  my  sweet,  what  labour  is't  to  leave 

The  thing  we  have  not,  mastering  what  not  strives  ? 

Paling  the  place  which  did  no  form  receive,^ 

Playing  patient  sports  in  unconstrained  gyves : 

She  that  her  fiune  so  to  herself  contrives. 

The  scars  of  battle  scapeth  by  the  fliffht, 

And  makes  her  absence  valiant,  not  ner  might 
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O  pardon  me,  in  that  my  boast  is  true; 
The  accident  which  brought  me  to  her  eye. 
Upon  the  moment  did  her  force  subdue, 
And  now  she  would  the  ca^  cloister  fly : 
Beligious  love  put  out  roligdon's  eye : 
Not  to  be  tempted,  would  she  be  immured, 
And  now,  to  tempt  all,  liberty  procured. 

*  Invisible.  f  Indescribable.  %  Verbal. 

i  Separate.  I  Train  of  scdtors. 

%  Whose  so  rare  aequitUioiu  made  the  JIawer  of  the  j/oung  nobUitw 
passionately  enamoured. 
**  By  nobles  of  rich  qoarterings. 
tt  Fencingintheplace  wMch  of  itself  reoeiTed  no  iia'f^i«Mtocu 


" '  How  niightj  Uien  you  are,  0  hear  me  tell ! 

The  broken  btnoms  tn&t  to  me  belonsi 

Il*v«  emptied  all  their  founlaine  in  my  well. 

And  ulna  I  pour  four  ooean  all  among : 

J  Btrong  o'er  them,  and  ;ou  o'er  mabwne  etroug, 

Must  toi  f  OUT  tiolor;  us  aJI  uongest, 

Ar  oompound  love  to  physic  your  cold  lircost^ 

"  '  Mjf  parts  had  power  to  charm  a  sacred  sua ,• 
Who  disciplined  aai  dieted  in  grace, 
Believed  her  eyes  when  they  to  asmil  begun, 
All  vows  and  uonsecrations  giving  place. 
O  rooit  potential  love !  voiv,  bond,  nor  epace, 
In  thee  hath  neither  Btine,  knot,  Qor  conliQe, 
Por  thou  art  all,  and  all  tbinga  else  are  thine. 

"  'When  thou  impreasest,  what  are  precepts  worUi 
Oretale  example  P    When  thou  wilt  InBame, 
How  coldly  tboee  impediiaent^  atand  forth 
Of  wealth,  of  filin!  reaT,  law,  kindred,  fame  P 
Love's  arms  are  proof  'giunst  rule,  'guuBt  aenEC,  'ga 

And  sweetens,  in  the  aufloring  pangs  it  beajg. 
The  aloes  of  all  rorcea,  ebocks,  and  Tears. 

" '  Now  all  these  hearts  that  do  on  mine  depend, 
Peelinn  it  break,  with  bleeding  groans  they  pine. 
And  supplicant  their  sighs  to  jou  extend, 
To  leave  the  batter;  that  ;ou  make  'gainst  mine. 
Lending  soft  audience  to  my  sweet  deaigo. 
And  credent  soul  to  that  strong-bandea  oatll. 
That  shall  preter  and  underlalie  my  troth.' 

"  This  said,  his  watery  eyes  he  did  dismount, 
Whose  agata  till  then  were  levell'd  on  my  tatx ;  f 
Dacb  cheek  a  river  running  from  a  fount 
With  brinish  current  downward  flow'd  apace : 
O  how  the  channel  to  the  alream  Gave  grace  ! 
Who,  BlaKd  with  crystal,  gatej  the  glowing  roses 
That  name  through  vrater  which  then'  hue  mcloaes, 

"  0  father,  what  a  hell  of  wilohnralt  lies 
In  the  small  orb  of  one  particular  tear  ? 
But  vrith  the  inundatJon  of  the  eyes 
"What  rooky  heart  to  water  will  not  wear  ? 
What  breast  so  cold  that  is  not  warmed  here  t 
O  oleft  eSect  I  $  cold  modcal^,  hot  wrath. 
Both  lire  Irom  hence  and  dull  exUnoture  hath  1 
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**  For  lo !  his  passion,  but  an  art  of  crafb, 

Even  there  resolved  my  reason  into  tears ; 

There  my  white  stole  of  chastity  I  dafL  * 

Shook  off  my  sober  guards,  and  civilf  fears ; 

Api)ear  to  him.  as  he  to  me  appears, 

AU  melting :  tnough  our  drops  this  difference  bore. 

His  poison'a  me,  and  mine  did  him  restore. 

**  In  him  a  plenitude  of  subtle  matter, 

AppUed  to  cautels,:t  ^^^  strange  forms  receives, 

Oi  burning  blushes,  or  of  weeping  water. 

Or  swooning  paleness;  and  he  takes  and  leaves. 

In  either's  aptness  as  it  best  deceives. 

To  blush  at.speeohes  rank,  to  weep  at  woes, 

Or  to  turn  white  and  swoon  at  tragic  shows ; 

"  That  not  a  heart  which  in  his  level  §  came, 

Could  scape  the  ill  of  his  all-hurting  aim. 

Showing  fair  nature  is  both  kind  and  tame ; 

And  vefl'd  in  them,  would  win  whom  he  would  maim : 

Against  the  thing  he  sought  he  would  exclaim ; 

When  he  most  burnt  in  heart-wish'd  luxury,  || 

He  preach'd  pure  maid,^  and  praised  cold  chastity. 

**  Thus  merely  with  the  garment  of  a  Grace 
The  naked  and  concealed  fiend  he  cover'd. 
That  the  unexperienced  gave  the  tempter  place. 
Which,  like  a  cherubim,  above  them  hoverd. 
Who,  youns  and  simple,  would  not  be  so  lover'd  ? 
Ah  me !  I  fell ;  and  yet  do  question  make 
What  I  should  do  again  for  such  a  sake. 

**  O,  that  infected  moisture  of  his  eye, 
O,  that  false  fire  which  in  his  cheek  so  glow'd, 
O,  that  forced  thunder  from  his  heart  did  fly, 
O,  that  sad  breath  his  spungy  lun^  bestowed. 
O,  all  that  borrowed  motion,  seeming  owed,** 
W  ould  yet  again  betray  the  fore-betray'd, 
And  new  pervert  a  reconciled  maid ! " 

•  I.  e.  pat  off, — did  ^ff.  t  Grave,  decoroas. 

t  J.  e.  to  insidious  purposes.  }  /.  e.  within  his  scope. 

I  J.  e.  Ituciviousness.  ^  J.  e.  pore  yirginity. 
**  I.  e.  Seeming  his  own,  owned  by  him. 
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